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TO thC RCRJCI‘.
This Figure, that thou here feeft put,
Iewas for gentle Shakefpeare cut;
VWWherein the Grauer hada ftrife
with Nature, to out-doothelife :
O,could he buthauedravwne his wic
Aswellin brafle, ashe hach hic
Hisface ; the Princwould chenfurpafle
All, that vvas euer vvricin braffe.,
Bur, fince he cannor, R eader, looke
Noton his Pi¢ture, but hisBooke.
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Cly. Ely,flyemy Lord, there is no tarrying heere.
Lru, Farewell to you, and you,and you Polummim.
Strato,thou hat bin all this while aflecpe
Farewell to thee, co Strato, Ccunuymcn H
My heart doth ioy, that yetin all my life, '
I found no man, but he was true to me.
hail haue glory by this loofing day
Morc then Offanins and Marke eAntony,
By this vile Conqueft fhall ateaine vuro.
{ Sofare you well at once, for Brarm tongue
Hath almoft ended bis lues Hiftory :
Nighthangs vpon mine eyes, my Bones would refl,
That haue %ur labour'd, to attaine chis houre.

Alaram.  Crywithin, Flye, fiye,flye.

Cly. Fly my Lord, flye. Foelyely
Bru, Heace: I will follow :
I prythee Strato, ttay thou by thy Lord,
Thou artaFellow ofa good refpect :
Thy life hath had fome fmatch of Honor in i,
Hold then my Sword,and turne awaythy face, }
Whileldo run vponit. Wilt thou Strato ?

Stra, Giue me your hand firft.Fare you wel my Lord,
Br. Farewell good Strate. w—mmCefar,now be fill,'
1kill'd not thee with halfe fo good a will, Dyes,

Alarum. Retreat, Enter Antony,08auiss, MefJuls,
Lucillimeyand the Army.
Otts, Whatman is that ?
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Stra. Free from the Bondage youare
The Conquerors can but makea fire of hi
For Brutus onely ouercame himfelfe,

. Octa, Allthatfern’d Brurm,I will en
Eellow,wilt thoubeftow thy time with m

Otta. Do fo,good Meffala.’
UHeffa. How dyed my Mafter Straro?

effa, Oftawing, thentake him to follo:
Tha did the lateft feruice tomy Mafier.
Axt. This wasthe Noblef Roman of
All the Confpirators faue onely hee,
He, onelyina generallhoneft though,
His life was gentle;and thie Elements
And {ay to alf the world; This was aman.
Withall Refpet,and Ritos of Buriall,
Mott likea Souldier ordered Honourably:

Socall theField toreft, and lec’s away,
To part the gleries ofthis happy day.

—
Heffa. My Mafters man.Strato,where is thy Mafier?

And no man elfc hath Honor by his death. .-
Lucits So Brmsus fhould be found. I than|
Thac thou haft prou’d Lacitlm faying true,

crtaine them, - |

Stra. L,if Meffala will preferreme to you, -

Stra. 1held the Sword,and he did run onje,

Did that they did, in enuy of great Cafurs v

And common good toall, made one of them,
So mixt in him, that Nature mighe ftand vp,

~ Ofte. According to hisVertue, let vs viehim

Within my Tenc his bones to night fhallly,

in Melfula,
ms .

kthee Erstys.

e P

w thee,

themall:

Exeunt omnes.

"~ MACBETH. :

eAétus Primus. Scwna Prima.

T

Thunder and Lightning. Enter three [Vi'rc);:f:

RHen fhall we three meet againe?
f 'n Thunder,Lightaing,or in Raine?

o/ 2. WhentheHurley-burley’s done,
¥/IR When the Battsile’s loft,and woune.
A 3. That will be ere the fet of Sunne.

7. 1.. Where theplace?
2. Vpon théHeath,
3. Thereto'tieét with Aacberh.
1. Lcome,Gray-Malkin. <
AUl Padock calls anon: faire is foule,and foule is faire,
Houer throughthefogge and filthie ayre, Exennt.

" Scena Secunda.

Enter King < Malcome, Doyal-
o, with attendants, meeting
4 bleeding Captaine.

_ yAlarnm withis
T baing,

Ring, What bloody mzn is that? he can report,
A;fe:,qupt.b.l;tyahi's‘glighr,uf the Reuole '
The néwet s, " "

‘Mal, This’sth€Serieant,

Who like a good and hardie Souldier fought

*Gainft my Captiitic : Haile braue friend ;

Say tothe Kinf, he knowledge of the Broyle, .
Asthott S Tedugst. -+~ :

Cap. “Devbefill it Rood, .

Astwo fpent SWitkihers, tha doe cling together,
And choake theie Atk 2, The weétcileflc Macdonwiald
(Worthiétobe'a Rebell, for ¢o that ‘

The multiplyi¥ Yittdnies of Ndeire
Doe {warate vpahi him frony the Wefter:
OfKernes add Gj l}?wg;oﬂﬁ'\‘sﬁgpp]y
And Forwne qnﬂfs ‘datored (Fidty feniling,
Shew’d like 4 Rebells Whore : purall’s tos'weakes
For braue Maclah(well he;’gi tuses chat Nagne)
Difdayning Foreun, wich hidbedhdithe Steele;”
Which {moak'd withblaody execvtion " :
(Like Valoiirs'Minfan)eadi’d i hig patfage

Till hee facd the Slaije¥ ™~ > 7
Which neu’r

T

\ 1 .
King, Ovaliant Coufin,woj y,Créntléiman,

his sefleion,’ :

€ap. Aswhencethe Sunne ‘gins
Shipwracking Stormes,and direfoll Thunders ;
1 So from that Spring,whentc comfort feeriy'd to corné,’

Difcomfort fwells: Marke King of $cotlhrj¢‘l’;maxkg
No fooner Juftice had,with é?o,n‘r ',
Compell'd thefe skipping Kernée to truft ¢
But the Norweyan Lord, {urueying vantage
Wich furbufhe Armes,and ew fupplycs of e,
Begana frefh affaule. S
 King. Difmay'd not this our Captairies, #ezherh and
Bangnoh ? L it A !
Cap. Yes,as Sparrowes Eagles; i
Or the Hare, the Lyon: .
If I fay footh, Imuft report they were h
As Canrons oucr-charg'd with double Cracks;
So they doubly redoubled ﬂrpeiges vpon (fie Foe:
Except they meant to bathe infeeking W/ -
Or memorize another Golgorha, .
Tcannot tell : but I am faine, R
My Gafhes cry forhelpe.  * SO
King, Sowell thy wotds bécome theé 4s thy wounds,
They fmackof Honor both :” Goe gét him Surgéohs; !

Enter Roffé and Angus.

‘Who comes here? ' ' L
Mal. Theworthy Thane of Roffe, *** s
Lenox. What ahafte laokés chrough his eyes? R

So fhould he looke,that feemes to fpeake things Graife.;
Roffe. God faie the King, e
King. Whence can’ft thou,woithy Thans ¢’
Roffe. FromFiffe,greaeKing;. -~ 1~ ;

Where the Norweyan Batners flowt theé'Skie, ' " *

And fanne ourpeoplecold,” I T

Norway himfelfe,with terrible ritinbets,

Affifted by that moft difloyall Traytor, )

The Thane of Cawdot;begdn a difmall Conflict,

Till that Bellonw’s Bridegroome,lapt in proofe, .

fronted him with felfe-comparifons, .

Doine againfl Point,rebiellious Arme ‘gainft Arme,

Curbing his layifhJpirit : and o conclnde,

The Viforie féllonvs, i :
.. King. Greathappinefle; - :
' Raﬁl Thitn 6w Sweno,the Notwayes Kittg;
Craues cot '

pofition: - .
Nor wolil deigné hio buriall of Kig tpen,
Till he disburfed,ac Saine {almes ynch, *
Ten thoufand Dollars,to our generall vfe,

King. No
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King. Nomore that Thawe of Cawdor fhall deceiue
Our Bofome intereft : Goe pronounce his prefent death,
And with his former Title grect Macberb,

Reffe. e fee it done. :

King, What he hath loft,Noble Aacherh hath wonue.,

Exennt,

Scena Tertia,

Thunder. Enter the three Witches,

1. Where haft thou beene,Sifter ?

2. Killiag Swiue.
3- Sifter,where thou?

1. A Saylors Wife had Cheftouts in her Lappe,
And e, 8¢ miounche,and he s

Giue me, quoth I,
Aroynt thee, Witch,the rampe-fed Konyon ciyes,
Her Husband's to Aleppo gone,Mafte: o'chy’ Tigers
But ina Syue’ Ile thither fayle, :
And likea Rat without a tayle,
Iie'doe,lle doc,and lle doe, -

41 3. e giuethee s Winde.

)l 3. Thiait'kinde, - i
... 3+ AndI another. ,
" 1. Timy felfe haue all the other,
And the very Ports theyblow,
All the Quarters that they know,
T'th’ Ship-mans Card.
| e dreyne him dricas Hay: .
Sleepo tBall neyther Night nor Day
Hang vponhis Pent-houfe Lid :
He fhall live a man forbid : .
Wearie Seu'nights,nine times nine,
; Shall he dwindle,peake,and pine
Though his Barke cannot be loft,
| Yetichallbe Tempeft-toft,
Looke what [ have.

2. Shew me, (hew me. .

1. Here I haueaPilots Thumbe,
Wrackt,as homeward hedidcome. ' Dramwithin,
5. A Dsumme, 8 Drumme:: . .
| Macbeth doth come.

All. The weyward Sifters,hand in hand,

| Pofters of the Seaand Land, ) .
| Thus doe goe, about, abous,
Thrice tothine,sud thice to mine,

And thrice againé,to make vp nine,
Peace,the Cﬁarmc’i wound vp.

- Enter Mu&e’x_‘b‘ and Bangwo,” :

Mach,' So foule and faire a.day I haue not feenc,
Buugue. How farre ist call'd to Soris? What are thefe, |
So wither'd, and (o wilde in their attyre,

That looke riot like th'Inhabitants o'th’Earth,

And yetareon’t? Liue you,or are you aught

That man may queftion ? yois fceme'to vaderftand nic,
Ry cach aronce her choppie fingerlaying .
Vpon her skinaie Lips "ou fhould be Women,,
‘And yet your Beards forbid me to interprete
That you are fo, o

1. All haile Mac
2. All haile 44

You greet with prefe

1. Hayle.
2. Hayle.
3. Hayle.

Vpon chisblafted
With fuch Prophetique
Speake,I charge you.

Would they had flay’d..

And powr'dthem downe
Ang. Weeare fent,
To giue thee from our

Of Noble hauing,and’of
.| Thathe feemes wrapt withall :
If you tan looke into the Seed,
And fay,which Graine will
Speake then tome,who ney

Bang. The Earthhath bnbbiﬂ,as
And :hc{e are of them : whither are
. Mash. Intothe Ayre: and what fcem’d
Meclted,as breath inmy the Winde, “ ‘,P"’!.!’ .

Bangd.Were fuch things here,as we doe fpeake about?
Orhauc we eatenontheinfancRoot, ~
That takes the Reafon Prifoner ?
Mach. Your Children fhall be Kings, .
Bang. You fhall be King. [
Marh. And Thane of Cawdor too':

Bang. Toth’ felfe-fame tune,and word:

Enter Roffe and Angn

Roffe. The King hath happily eci
The newes of thy fucceffe: and whep he gea
Thy perfonall Venture in sh Rebels fight. N
His Wonders and his Prayfes doc cqnten,
Which (hoiild be thine,or his : filénc'd yvith i
In viewing o’re the reft o'th’(clfe-famg day, ..
He findes thee in the Rout Norweyan "{u.
|| Nothing afeard of 'what thy felfe did(t mak
| Strange Images of death,asthick es Tl
Can poft with poft, snd etiery one did'be
Thy prayfes in his Kingdomes great defence,

Onely to hiarrold thee ir'a;‘o!hs

Mac. Speake if z":: can: whatare you?
balle ra e

i b e

3. All haile Mgtﬁﬂb,g:}ﬂukb

Bang. Good Sis,why d8eyo1)

Things that doe found fo faire >i'th:

Arc ye fantafticall, o that indeed :

Which outwardly ye thew ? My Noble Partrier

.

race,and gr

3. Leffer then Macketh,and greater,

2. Not {o happy, yet much happyer,
3+ Thou fhalt gecKings,though thou be
Soall haile AMacbeth,and Banguo.
1. Bawguo,and Macbeth, all haile. . *
Mach. Stay you imperfed-Speakers,tellm

By Sinells death,I know Iam i

But how,of Cawdor? the Thane of Cawdor liu
A profperous Gentleman ; And to be Kin, o
Stands not within the profpe@ of beleefe, .~ . '
No more then to be Cawdor. Say from wheng
You owe this ﬂranlge] neelligence,or why, ..
eath you flop our

greeting?

before hin,

Mates
fight, .

B Nc:';gyth 0 wirk
L 7. AWGForan earnelt of 4 gee er
| He badm‘e‘.%ogq _I-!m,;',pﬁ?y;; There ot

It Be Kir Kgreafier,
/Rm\r P

“nameoftruth

Royall hope,
tomeyou fpeake not,
les of Time,

grow,and which will nor,

theebegge norfeare -
Your fauors, nor your hate, S Rocteme

¢ of Glami

Wisches vanifb.-
he Water h!":,

siudagchat,
n

gt

fGlamis.
fCawdor,

t,2dd {¢eme to feare

catprediction

5

€, ¢
. e

way |

vanifh'd?

.

(A

9k
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Foritisthines - -

‘Which he d¢feniies toloofe.

Haue suerthrowne him.

Promis’d no leffe to them,

In deepeft confequgnce.:

P
A

But with the'aid of vfe:!

o

| fure.

The greateft is behindg. Thankes for your

Bang.- That trufted home; - .o
Mighe yet enkindle.youvnto.the Crowne, -
Befides the Tibave of Cawdor,: But’tis frange:
And oftentimes,to winne vs to.our harme,
The Infttumentsof Daskne(e tell vs Truchs, -
‘Winneys with hone Trifles,co-betray’s

My Thought, whofe Murther yetis
Shakes famy fingle face of Man;
sfmothes’d in furmife, -,
né ;but what is not.
Bawg: Lookehow our Partner’s rapt.
“Mach, 1f,Chancewill haue mcKing,
‘Why Chance may Crowne me, :
Without my ftirre. - .jni . B
Bang. NowElonors.come vpon him . i o
Like ous firapge.Garments,cleaue not to theirmould, |

Ve

. Y
Mach. Gidenipgour fn“qup

In which addi hail fow L’. Thant, .

Mach. Glamys,and Tlmprnt; Cawdall:

Coufins, 2 wordyT:pray you, - -
Mish, Twel rnthizasq:{nlda‘ Ad
Ashappy Prologues to the fwelling
Of thi:PIznpe'rialgl—Theame; : Ighax_:kc youG

Bang. What;can the Deuill fpeake teire?
Mach. The Fhaneof Cawdor lives:

Why doe yoi dreffe me inborrowed Robes? -
Ang. Whowas the Thane,lives yet, . -
Butvnder heauie Judgement beares thas Li

fc,";

Whether hewas combin'd with thofe of Notway;
Or did lyne the Rebell with hiddenhelpe,
And vantagg 36t that witli both helabourid .
In his Countreyes wracke, I knownot: -

But Treafons Capitall,confefs’'d;and prow’d,

-piin:s.

Doe younot hope your Children {hall be Kings,.
When thofe that gaue the Thane of Cawdor to mie, K

v
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Scena Qma.

Flaxn/b Enter King, Lenox, Malcolmse,
Donnlbaine, and Astendanss,

King. Is execution done on Cawdor ?
Or nox thofe in Commiffion yet recurn'd ?

Mal. My Liege;they are not yet come back.
But I haue fpoke with one that faw him die :
Who did report,that very frankly hee

Confefi’d his Treafons,implor'd your Highneffe Pardon,

And fec forth a deepe Repentance :
Nothing in his Life became him, )
Like the leauing it. Heedy'de,
As one that had beene Rudicd in his death,
To'thirowaway the dearcft thing hcow’dy . -
As twere acarelefle Trifle, - '
King, Therc’snoAre, .. .

Tofindethe Mindes conffru&ion inthe Facez =+

He wasaGentleman,on whom Ibuile *
Anabfolute Truft. . .

- Enter Macbeth,Bangno,Roffe,ind Angm.

O worthyeft Coufin, B .
The finne of my Ingratitude euennow

Was heauic on me. Thouare fo farre before,

That fwifteft Wing of Recompenceisflow, .
To ke thee. Would thou hadft leffe deferv’d,

This, fupernaturall folligiting. .+~
Cannot be ill; cannot be good., .. /v
1f ill? why hathiit giuen me earneft of fuce :
Commencing ina Truth ? I am Thane of Cawdor.
If good ¥ why doeT yeeld to that fuggeftion, -
Whofehorrid Image doth vnfixe my Helre,

And mike my featcd Heart knogk ar iy Ribbes,

2

Mach. Cimewhat comemay,

offe, -

Againf t¥ fe of Nature ? Prefent Feares
Are leffethith hotrible Imaginjigs:

but fantafticall,

Time,and theHoure,runs throughthe rougheft Day. !
Bang. Worthy Macketh; wee @ay vpon,your ley-

My dull Brai
Toreadethem,
" Bang, Vetyglad

Mach. Till thep enough
Come friends., 53007

Kinde Gentlemenyonripaines frasep
Where enery, dfyiLaupoe the Leafe

Llodgs-diaed
WavbgeiH

That the proportion both.ofthanks,and payment,
Mighe haue bgne mine : onely I haue left to fay,
More is chy dutjthen more then all can pay.
Magh. The leruice,and the layaltie 1owe,
Indoing it,payes it felfe. )
Your Highnefle part,is to receiue.our Duties :

- And our Dutics are to your Throne,and State,
Children,and Seruants; which dge but what they fhould,

By doing euery thing fafe toward your Loue
And Hopor. o S
King. Welcome hither:-
T haue begun to.plant thee,and will labour
To make thee fullof growing, Noble Bangwo,
That haf no leffe deferu’d,nor muft be knowne
No leffe tohaue done fo : Letme enfold thee,
And hold theg.tg my Heart,
Bang. There if 1 grow,
The Harueft is your owne.
King. My pletiteouss Ioyes,
‘Wanton in fulnefle,fecke to hide themfelues -

\ Indrops of foriow. Sonnes,Kinfmen, Thanes,
1 Andyouwhofe places are the neareft, khow, -

Wewill eRablifh'out ERate vpon - -
Our eldeft, Mulcolme,whom we name hereafter,
The Prince.of Gumberland : which Honor muft
Not vnacecompanied,inueft him onely,
But fignes of Nobleneffe,like Starres, (hall (hine
Onall defgrﬂgu;_ Brom hence to Envernes,
Aund binde vs further to you, .
Mach. The ReRisLabor,whichisnotvs'd foryou s

{ llebe my felfe theHerbenger,and make ioyfull
| Thehearing-of my Wife,with yourapproach:

So humbly 1gke my leaue.; R
King. My worthy Cawdor., s
" Mach.The Pfince.of Cumberland:chat is 2 ﬁep,~
On which I myftfall downe,onelfc o're-leape, .
mm :

For,

2L WL

d



Forin my way it Iyes. Scarres hide your fires,

Let not Light fee my black and deepe defires :

The Eye winke at the Hand; yetlct that bee,

Which the Eye feares, wheft it is done to fee, - Exit,
King. True,worthy Banguo : he is full fo valiant,

And in hi; commendations, | am fed :

Itisa Banquet tome. Let’s afcer him,

Whofe carc is gone before, o bid vs welcome :

Itis a peerclefic Kinfman, Flsurifb. Exennt,

Scena Q{inm.

Enter CMaucheths wif: alone with a Letter,

Lady. They met me in the day of fucceffe - and I' bhaue
learn'd by the perfeit’ft report, they baue more in them, then
mortall knowledge. When Iburnt in defire to quéftion them
Sarther they made themfelues Ayre, intowhich they vanifb'd.
Whiles 1 flood vapt in the wonder of it ycame Miffiues from
the Kiyg, who all-hail'd me Thane of Cawdor, by which Title
before, thefe weyward Sifters falmied me, and referrd me to
the comming on of time, with baile King that fhalt be, This
bane I thought good te deliuer thee ( my deareft Partner of
Greatnef[e) that thos might' wot loofs the dues of seigycing
by being ignovant of what Creatnefe 15 promis'd shee.” Lay
it 10 thy beart,and farewel.

Glamys thouare,and Cawdor,and fhal: be

What thou art promis’d: yet doe I feare thy Nature,
Itis toa full o'ch’ Milke of humane kindnefle,

To catch the necreft way. Thou would'lt be great,
Art not without Ambicion, buc without

Theillac(le thould attend it. What thou would'ft highly,
That would'ft thou halily : would'k not play falfe,
Andyet would't wrongly winne.

Thould'ft hauc,great Glamys that which cryes,
Thus thou muft doe,if thou haueit ;

And that which rather thou do’ft feare to doe,

Then withett thould be yndone. High chee hicher,
That I may powre my Spirits in thine Eare,

And chattife with che valour of my Tongue

All that impeides thee from the Golden Round,
Which Fate and Mctaphyficall ayde doth teeme

To hauethee crown'd withall, Enter Meffenger.
Whatis your tidings?

Aeff. 'TheKing comes here to Night.

Lady, Thou'st mad to fay it
Is not thy Mafter with him 2 who,wer’c fo,

Would haue intoravd for preparation.

Mef[.So pleafe you,it is true: our Thane is comming:

One ot my fellowes had the fpeed of him;
Wao almoft dead for breath,had fearcely more
fen would make vp bis Meffage,

Lady. Giuc him tending,
Hebrings great newes.
The Rauen himfelfe is hoarfe,
That croalkes the facall entrance of Dumcan
Vader my Bactiements. Come you Spirits,
That tend on mortall thoughes,vnfex me here,
And fill me from the Crowne to the Toe,top-full
Of direft Crudltic : make thick my blood,
Stop vp thaccelle,and paflage to Remorfe,
That no compun@ious vifitings of Nature

Exit Meffenger.
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Shake my fell purpofe, nor keepe peace betweene
Th’effect,and hit. Come to my Womans Brefts,
And take my Milke for Gall,you murth’ring Minifters, -
Where-cuer,in your fightleffe fubRances,
You wait on Natutes Mifchiefe, Come thick Nighe,
And pall thee in the dunneft fmoake of Hell,
That my keene Knife fee not the Wound it makes, ¢
Nor Heauen peepe through the Blanket of the darke,
To cry, hold,hold, Enter Macheth,
Great Glamys, worthy Cawdor,
Greater then both,by the all-h:ﬁe hereafter,
Thy Letters haue tranfported me beyond
This ignorant prefent,and I feele now
The future in the infRanc. :

Mach, My deareft Loue,
Dancan comes here to Nighe,

Lady. And when goes hence ?

Mack. To morrow,as he purpofes.

Lady. O neuer, B
Shall Sunne that Morrow fee, A
YourFace,my 7hane,is as a Booke,where men
May reade firange mateers,to beguile thetime,
Looke like the time,beare welcome in your Eye,
Your Hand,your Tongue:looke like thinnocent flower,
Buc be the Serpent vnder't, He thar's comming,
Mufi be prouided for : and you fhall pue
This Nights great Bufine(fe into my difpatch,
Which fhall to all our Niights,and Dayes to come,
Giue folely foucraigne fway,and Mafterdome.

Mach, Wewill fpeake further,

Lady. Onelylooke vp cleare :
Toalter favor,cuer is to feare :

Leaucall there@ to me. Exeunt,

Scena Sexta,

Hoboyes,and Torches, Enter King, Malcolme,
Donalbaine, Bangwo,Lenox, Macduff, -
Roffe, Angus,and Attendants, 4
King. ThisCaftle hath a pleafant feat, :
The ayre nimbly and fweetly recommendsit felfe o
Vnto our gentle fences. ; T
Banq. ThisGueft of Summer, '
The Temple-haunting Barlet does approue,
By his loued Manfonry,tha the Heauent bieath
Smells wooingly here: no lutey frieze, -
Burtrice,nor Coigne of Vantage,but this Bird -
Hath made his pendant Bed,and procreant Cradle,
Where they muft breed,and haunt: I hate obferu’d
Theayre is delicate, Enter Lady.
King. See,(ee,our honor'd Hoftefle :
The Loue that followes vs, fometime is our trouble,
Which flill we thaoke as Loue. Herein I teach you,
How you fhall bid God:eyld vs for your paines,
And thanke vs for your trouble, :
Lady. Allour feruice, R '
Tn cuery point twice done,and then done double, ../
Were poore,and fingle Bufinefle,to coiitend *+ - =« ¢
Againft thofe Honors deepe,and broad, -~ -+ ..«
Wherewith your Maicftie loades our [Houfe:
For thofe of old,and the late Dignities; .
Heap'd vp to them,we reft your Ermutes, - :
- _.King Where's
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King. Where’s the Thane of Cawdor ?

‘We courft him ac the heeles, and hada purpofe

To behis Purueyor : But he rides well,

And his great Loue (tharpe as his Spurre )hath holp him
To hishome before vs : Faire and Noble Hofteffe

| Weare your gueft to nighe.,

La. Your Scruants cuer,
Hauetheirs, themfelues,and what istheirs in compt,
To make their Audit at your Highneffe pleafure,
Stillto returne your owne.

King. Giue meyourhand :
Condut ihe to mine Hoft we loue him highly,
And fhall continue, our Graces rowards him.

By your leaue Holtzffe, Exennt
Scena Septima.
Ho.boyes.- ' Torches.

Enter a Sewer, ard diners Serwants with Difbes and-Sernsce
asser the Stage, Then enter Macketk.

Mack,Xfic were done,when’cis done, then "ewer well,

It wgre done quickly : Ifth’Affaffination
Could 1l vp the Confeqs and catch
With his furceafe, Succefle: that bus this blow
Mightbe the be all,and the end all. Heere,
But heere, vpon this Banke and Schoole of time;
Weelldinmpe thelife to come, Butin thefe Cafes,
We ftill haue iidgement heere, that we buc reach
Bloody Inflructions,which being taugh, returne
Toplague th'Inuenter, This eucn-handed Tuftice
Commends th’Ingtedieace of cur poyfon’d Challice
Toour owne lips. Hee's heetein double truft
Firft,as I am his Kirfman, and his Subie&,
Strong both againft the Deed : Then,as his Hoft,
Who (hould againft his Murtherer (hut the doore,
Not bearé the knife my felfe, Befides, this Duncare
Hath borne hiisFaculties fo mecke; hath bin
So clecre in his great Office, that his Vertues.
Wil pleade like Angels, Trumpet-tongu'd againft
The deepe damnation of his taking off :
And Pitty, likea naked New-borne-Babe,
Striding the blaft, or Heauens Cherubin, hors’d
.Vipon the fightlefle Curriors of the Ayre,
Shall blow the horrid deed in cucry eye,
That teares fhall drowne the winde. ‘1 haue no Spurre
To pricke the fides of my intent, but enely .
Vaulting Ambition,which ore-leapes it felfe,
And faltes on'thlother, Enter Lady,
How now ? What Newes? .

La.He bas almof fupt:why haue you left che'chamber ?

Mae. Hathheask'dfor me¢ :

La. Knowyounotheha's? . S

Mue. We willproeeed no furthet in this Bufinéfle.:

. That they haue don’e ?

\ Away,and mock the time with faireft fhow,

Which thou efteem’it the Ornament of Life,
Andlivea Coward in thine owne Eftceme 2
Letting I dare not, wait vpon I would,
Likethe poore Cati'th’Addage.

Mach. Prytheepeace:
I dare do all that may become a man,
Who dares no more, is none.

La, What Beaft was'c then
Thag made you breake this enterprize to me ?
Whenyoudurlt doit, then you were a man :
And tobe more then what you were, you would
Be fo much more the mag, Nortime, nor place
Did then adhere, and yet youwould make both :
They haue made themfelucs, and that their fieneffe now
Do’s vomake you. Ihaue giuen Sucke, and know
How tender tis ¢ loue the Babe that milkes me,
I would,while it was fmyling in my Face,
Haue plucke my Nipple from his Boneleffe Gummes,
And dafht the Braines out, had I io fworne
As you haue done to this.

Mach. 1f we fhould faile ?

Lady, We faile?
But fcrew yourcourage to the flicking place,
And wee'le not fayle: when Duncan is afleepe,
(Whereto the rather fhall his dayes hard lourney
Soundly inuite him) his two Chamberlaines
Willl with Wine,and Waflell,fo conuince,
That Memoric,the Warder of the Braine,
Shall be a Fume,and the Receit of Reafon
A Lymbeck onely : when in Swinifh fleepe,
Their drenched Natures lyes as in a Death,
‘What cannot you and I performe vpon
Th'vaguarded Duncan ¢ Whas not put vpors
His fpungie Officers? who (hall beare the guile
Of our great quell, -

Mach. Biing forth Men-Chilflren onely:
For thy vodaunted Mettle (hould compofe:
Nothing but Males. Willicnotbereceiu'd, ... .
When we haue mark’d with blood thofe {lecpietwo
Of his owne Chamber, and vs'd their veryDaggers,

Lady. Who dares receiueit other,
Aswe fhall make out Gricfes and Clamor rore, .
Vpan his Deach?

Mach. Tam fettled, and bend vp
Each corporall Agent to this terrible Feat,

Falfe Face muft hide what che falfe Heart doth know,
: . Exennt,

Attus Secundus.. Scena Prima.

He hath Honour’d me of late, and 1 haue bosight

Golden Opiniansfromall fores of people; ..

Which would be worne now in their neweft gloffe,

Notcatafidefofoone, . . =~ -+ 5.
La. Wasthe hope drunke, « Pl

Wherein you dreft your felfe *Hath it flepe fince ?

And wakes itnow to looke (o greene, and pale,

At what it did {o freely ? From this time,

Such] account thy loue. Art thou affear’d

To be the fame in thine owne A&,and Valour,

Asthouartin defire > Would'ft thou haue that

Enter Bango,apd Fleance,with a Torch
, : bafore bim.
Bang. How goes the Night, Boy ? .
Fleance. The: Moone is downe : 1haucnot heard the'
Clock,
Bang. And fhe goes downe at Twelue,
Fleance, take’t,is lacer, Sir,
Banq. Hold,take my Sword ;
There’s Husbandry in Heauen,
Their Candles areall out: take thee that too.
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A heauie Summons lyes like Lead vpon me,
And yet I would not {lecpe:
Mercifull Powers,reftraine in me the curfed thoughes
That Nature giues way to in repofe.

Enter Macketh,and a Sersant with a Torch,

Giuememy Sword : who's there ?
Mach. A Friend.
Bang.What Sir,not yet at re®2the King's abed,
He hath beene in vnufuall Pleafure,
And fent forth great Largefie tp your Offices,
This Diamond he greetes your Wife withall,
By the name of moft kind Hofteffe,
And fhut vp in meafurelefle content,
Mac. Being voprepar'd,
Ous will became the feruant to defed,
Which clfe fhould free haue wrought.
Bang. All'swell.
I dreame laft Night of the three weyward Sifters:
To you they haue fhew’d fometruth,
Mach. Ithinke not of them :
Yet when we can entreat an houre to ferue,
We would fpend it in fome words vpon that Bufincffe,
1f youwould graunc the time.
Bang. At yourkind' leyfure.
AMach. 1f you fhall cleaue to my confent,
When tis, it fhall make Honor for you,
Bang. Sollofenone,
In fecking to augment.it, but Rill keepe
My Bofome franchis’d,and Allegeance cleare,
Ifhall be counfail’d,
Mach. Good repofethe while.
Bang. Thankes Sir: thé liketoyou,  Exit Bangwo,
Mach.Gocbid thy Mifireffe,whien my drinke isready,
She frike vpon the Bell, Getthecrobed. Exit,
Is this a Dagger,which 1 fec before mc,
The Handle toward my Hand? Come,let me clutch thee:
Thade thee not,and yet [ fee chee Rill.
Art thouriot fatall Vifion, fenfible
To feeling,as to fight? or art thou bue
A Dagger of the Minde,a falle Creation,
Procceding from the heat-opprefled Braine 2
1 fee thee yer, in forme as palpable,
As this which now I draw,
Thoumarfhall't me the way that I was going,
And fuch an Infrument I was to vie,
Mine Eyes are made the fooles o’th’other Sences,
Or clicworth all the reft: 1 fcethec Rill;
And on thy Blade,and Dudgeon,Gouts of Bloody
Which was not fo before. There’s no fuch thing:
Itis the bloody Bufine(Te,which informes N
Thus co mine Eyes. Now o'ré the one halfe World
Mature feemes dead,and wicked Dreames abufe
The Cortain'd fi-cpe: Witcheraft celebrates
Pule Heccars Oitengs: and wither'd Murther,
1 Alarum’d by bis Cénrinell,the Wolfe,
Whoichowle’s his Watch,thus with his fiealthy pace,
*| With Tygrguins ranifhing fides, towards his defigne
Mones likea Ghofte Thou fowre and fitme-fet Earth
Heare not my feps,which they may walke, for feare
“I'hy very ttones prate of my where-about,
And take the prefent horror from the time,
Whichnow fuces with it. Whiles I threat,he lives:
Words to thie heat of deedes too cold breath giues,
A Bell rings,

1 goe,and it is done : the Bell inuices me,
Heare ic not, Dunean, for itis a Knell,
That fummons thee to Heauen, or to Hell. Exit.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Lady,
La.That which hath made thé drunk,hath made mebold:
What hath quench’d them hath giuen me fire. :
Hearke,peace: it was the Owle that fhriek’d,
The fatall Bell-man,which giues the fern't good-night,
Heis about it, the Doores are open :
.And the furfeted Groomes doe mock their charge
WithSnores. I haue drugg'd their Poffets,
That Death and Nature doe contend about them,
Whether they liue,or dye,
Euter Macheth.
Mach. Who'sthere? what hoa?
Lady. Alack,lam afraid they haue awak’d,
And’tis not donet th’attempr,and not the deed,
Confounds vs: hearke: 1 lay’d their Daggers ready,
He could not miffe ‘em. Had he not refembled
My Father as he flept,I had do’t,
My Husband ?

Mach, Thaue donethe deed :*
Did@ thounot heare a noyfe?

Lady.f heard the Owle {chreame,and the Crickets cry.
Did not you fpeake ?

Mach, When?

Lady. Now.

Mach. Asldefcended?

Lady. 1.

Mach. Hearke,who lyesi’th’ fecond Chamber.? -

Lady . Dowalbaine. =

Mac. Thisisaforry fight,

Lady. A foolith though;to {ay a forry fight,

Mach, There’s one didlaugh in’s fleepe,

And onecry'd Murther,thac they did wake each other :
TI'ftood,and heard chem : But they did fay their Prayers,
And addreft them againe to fleepe.

Lady. Thereare two lodg'd together,

Much, One cry’'d God blefle vs,and Amen the other,
As they had fecne me with thefe Hangmans hands:
Liftning their feare, I could pot fay Amen,

When they did fay God bleffe vs.

Lady. Confiderit not fo decpely.

Mac.But wherefore could not I prodounce Amen?
Thad moft need of Bleffing,and Amen Ruck in my throat.

Lady. Thefe decds muft not be chouglic
Afeer thefe wayes: {o,it will make vs mad.

Mach,Methought I heard a voyce cry,Sleep no more:
Macbeth does murthet Sleepe, the innocent Sleepe,
Sleepe thatknits vp the rauel’d Sleeue of Care,

The death of cach dayes Life,fore Labors Bath,
Balme of hure Mindes, great Natures fecond Courfe,
Chiefe nourither in Life’s Fealt. )

Lady. Whatdoeyoumeane?

Mach. Stillit cry*d, Sleepe no more to all the Houfe =
Glamis hath murcher’d Sicepe,and therefore Cawdor
Shall fleepe no more: Macbeth fhall flecpe no more.

Lady. Who was ic,that thus cry’d?why worthy Thase,
You doe ¥vnbend your Noble ftrength,to thinke
So braine-fickly of things: Goe gec fome Water, And

N
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Ardogth chis BichiWitnelle fromyour Hand,
qu?;gid you bring thefe Dgggenﬁycym theplace?
They muft e : goe carry them,and fmeare
The fleepic Goomes with blood.
Mach. Vie goe no more :
Tamafraid,co chinke what Lhaue done:
Looke on’t againe, T dife noe, ¥
Lady. Inlﬁme of p’urpofeﬁ
Giuc me the Daggers: the flceping,and the dead,
Are but as P1&ures : "tis che Eye of Child-hood,
Tha feares a painted Deuill, If he'doe bleed, -

[ le guild the Faces of the Groomes withall,

For it muft feeme their Guilc, Exit.

Knocke within,

Mach. Whence is that knocking ?

How is’t'with me,when cuery rioyfe appalls me ?
What Hands are here? hah : they pluck out mine Eyes,
Willall great Nepranes Ocean wath this blood :
Cleane from my Hand? no:this my Hand will rather
The mulcicudi ; i

cas
Making the Greene one,Red,

Enter Lady, :
Lady, My Hands are of your colour : but I (hame _
To weare a Heart o white, Knocke.

Retyre weto our Chamber : .

A little Water cleares vs of chis deed.

How eafie isit then ¢ your Conftancie

Hath left you ynatcended. .- Knocke.
Hearke,more koocking.

Get on your Night-Gowne,leaft oceafion call vs,
And fhew vs to be Waichers: be not loft

.

.| So poorely in your thoughts.

Macb. Toknow my deed, Knocke.
‘Twere bet not know my felfe,
Woake Duncan with thy knocking :
Iwould thou could'fls. - Exennt,
Scena Tertia,
" " Enter a Porter.
Knocking withth,

Porter, Here’s akaocking indeede : if a man were
Porter. 6f Hell Gare,hee fhould “haue old tuming the
Key. ¢ Kwock, .- Knock,Knock,Knock. Who's there
i'th’ name bf Belzebub?' Here's a Farmer , that hangd
himfelfe on th'expe@ation of Plentie:Come in time;hate
Napkins enow abofirydu,here you'le fweat for’c, Kriock.

+Knock,knock. Who's théte in th’other Deuils Name ?
Faith hese’s an Equivocator, thit could fweare in both
-the Scalciagainft eyther Scale, whe comitted Treafon
.enough fnr(}od; ake,yet conld not equi to Hea-

1

.requited him for his Lye, and (I thinke)being too firong

«sfiwter Macduff,avd Lenor.

Macd, Was it folate,friend,ere you weris toBed,
That you doe lye {o late ?

Pors,Faith Sir,we were carowfing till the fecond Cock:
And Drinke,Sir,is.a great proubker of three things,

Maed. What three things does Drinke efpecially|
prouoke? - ., :

Port. Marry, SiggNbfe-painting, Sleepe, and Vrine.
Lecherie, Sir,i 1_}('l,:md vnprouokes : it prouokes
the defire, byg#¥HkEs away che performance, Therefore,
much Drink&ipa§ be faid to be an Equinocator with Le-
cheries itmakes him,and ic marres him; it fees him on,
and it takes him off ; it perfwades hirh, and dif-heartens
him; makes him fland too,and not Rand too : in conclu-
fion,equinocates himin afleepe,and giving him the Lye,
leaves him,

Macd. Ibeleeue Drinke gaue thee the Lyé laft Night,

Port. Thatitdid,Sir,i"the very Throatonme: but I

for him,though he touke vp my Legges fometime, yeel
made a Shift to caft him,
Lnter Macbeth.
Macd. 1sthy Mafter Rirring 2.
Our knocking ha’s awak'd him: here he comes,
Lenox. Good morrow, Noble Sir.
+ Mach. Good morrow both,
Macd, Isthe King ftirring,worthy Thane?
AMach. Not yet.
Macd, He did command me to call timely on him,
I haue almoft (lipt the houre,
Ma b. Tlebring you to him,
Macd. 1know thisisaioyfull troubleto you:
But yet ’tis one. - .
Mach. Thelabour we delight in,Phyficks paine:
This is the Doore. ’
Macd, Lic make fo bold to call, for s my limitted
fernice. Exit Macduffe,
Lenox, Goesthe King hence to day 2« ;
Mach. He does :-he did appoinc{b,
Lenox. TheNight ha's been veitily: :
Whete we liy,our Chimneys were bﬁwwne downe, '
And (as they fay) lamentings heard i’th’Ayre;
Strange Schreemes of Death,
And Prophecying, with Accents serrible, !
Of dyre Combuftion,and confus’d Euents,
New hatch’d totly wofoll time.
The obfcure Bird clamor'd the liue-long Nighie,
Some fay,the Earth was feworous,
Aud did fhake.
Much, *Twas aroughNighe.
Lencx. My young remembrance cannot paralell
A fellow toiis. . .

uen : oh cdne.in, Equivocator, - Knock. - Knock,
Knock,Knock, Who's there ? "Faith here’s an Englifh
Taylor come hither , for ftealing out of a French Hofe :
Come inFaylor, here you.may roft yourGoofe. Knock,
Knockyinpok/! Netessxiquict :-What are you? but this
place is tootcotd for HeMs e Deuill-Porter it no further:
Thad thought to hauc et in fome of 4ll' Profeffions, that
goe the Primrafewagfawsclvenerldfting Bonfire, Kowck,
Anon,anon, I pray you remember the Porter, e %

. Ewter Macduff.
Maed, O horror, tiorror, horror,
Tong Heart cannot ,nor name thee,

Mach, and Lenox, What's the marcer?

Macd. Confufion now hath madéhis Mafter.peece:
Moft facrilegidus Murther hath broke ope
The Lords anoynted Temple,and Rele chence
The Life o’th’ Building,

Mack. What is’t you fay,the Life?

Lenox. Meanc'youhis Mareftie?

Macd, Approch the Chamber,and deftroy yout fight
Witha new Grgon. Doe not bid me fpeake
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See,and then fpeake your felues : awake,awake,
Exenint Machesh and Lewox.
Ring the Alarum Bell : Murther,and Treafor,
B, and Donalbaine : Malcols awake,
Shake off this Downey {leepe,Deaths counterfeit,
Andlooke onDeathiit felfe: vp,vp,and fee
The greac Doomes [mage: Malcobme,Bangro,
As from your Graues nife vp,and walke like Sprighs,
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell,
Bell rings. Enter Lady,

Lady. What's the Bufineffe
That fuch a hideous Teumpet calls to parley
The fleepers of the Houfe? ipcake,fpeake.

Maed. O gentle Lady,
"Tis not for you to heare what I can fpeake :
Therepetition in a Womans carc,
Would murther as it fell,

Enter Banguo.

O Banguo,Bangwo, Our Royall Mafter’s murcher’d,

Lady.Woc alas:
What,in our Houfe?

Ban. Too cruell,any where.
Deare Duff, [ prythee contradiék chy felfe,
And fay,itisnot {o,

Enter Macbeth,Lenox,and Roffe,

Afuch. Had Ibutdy'd anhoure(efore this chance,
T had liu*d a blefled time: for from this inftant,
Thece’s nothing ferious in Mortalitie :
Allisbuc Toyes : Renowne and Grace is dead,
The Wine of Life is drawne,and the meere Lees
Is left this Vaule, to brag of,

Entet Malcolme and Doxalbaine,

Doenal. What is amiffe >

Mach. Youare,and doenot know's :

The Spring,the Head, the Fountaine of your Blood
Is (tope, the very Source of it is (Ropt.

Macd. Your Royall Father’s nurtherd,

Mal. Oh,by whom?

Lenox, Thofe of his Chamber,as it feem’d,had don’t ;
Their Hands and Faces were all badg'd with blood,
So were their Daggers,which vawip’d,we found
‘Vpon their Pillowes: they ftar’d,and were diftracted,
No mans Life wasto be truted with them,

Afach. O,yet Idoc repent me of my furie,

Thac [ did kill them.

AMacd. Whereforedidyou fo?

Meach.-Who can be wife,amsz'd temp’rate, & furious,
Loyall and Neutrall,in amoment ? No man:
Th'cxpedition of my violent Loue
Out.run the pawfer,Reafon. Herelay Duncan,

His Siluer skinne,lac'd with his Golden Blood,

And his gath*d Stabs,look’d like a Breach in Nature,
For Ruines waftfull entrance : there the Murcherers,
Steep’d inthe Colours of their Trade ; theirDaggers
Vomannerly breech'd with gore: who could reftaine,
That had ahearcto loue ; and in that heart,
Courage,to make’s loue knowne ?

Ladr. Helpemehence,hoa.

Aacd. Looke tothe Lady,

M.l Why doe wehold our tongues,

‘Thatmoft may clayme this arguwnent for ours ?

Doni!, What fhould be fpoken here,

Where our Faté hid in an augure hole,
May rufh,and feizevs ? Let'saway,
Our Teares are not yet brew'd.

Mal. Nor out frong Sorrow
Vpon the foot of Metion.

Bang. Looke tothe Lady:
And when we hauc our naked Frailties hid,
That fuffer in expofure ; letvs meet,
And queftion this moft bloody piece of worke,
To know it furcher. Feares and {cruples fhake vs :
Ia the great Hand of God I ftand,and thence,
Agaioft the vdivulg'd pretence, I fight -
Of Treafonous Mallice.

Macd, Andfodoce],

All. Soall.

Mack. Let’s briefely put on manly readinefle,
And meet i'th’ Hall together.

All. Well contented, Exennt,

Male. What will you doe?
Let's not confort wich them:
To (hew an vnfelt Sorrow, is an Office
Which the falfe man do’s eafic.
Ile to England,

Don. Tolreland,I:
Our feperated fortune thall keepe ve boththe fafes
Where we are,there’s Daggers in mens Smiles;
Theneere in blood,the neerer bloody,

Male, Thismurtherous Shafc that's het,
Hath not yet lighted:and our fafeft way,
Is to auoid the ayme. Thetefore to Horfe,
And let vsnot be daintie of leaue-taking,
But fhiftaway : there’s warrane in that Thefr,
Which fteales it felfe,when there’s nomercie fef.

. Exemnt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter kwﬁ.wilh- O/d man,

Old man, Threefcoreand ten I can remember well,

Within the Volume of which Time,I haue feene
( Houres dreadfull,and things irange: but this fore Night
Hath trifled former knowings,

Roffe. Ha,good Father,
Thou feeft the Heauens,as troubled with mans A&,
Threatens his bloody Stage: byth’ Clock 'tis Day,
And yet darke Night firangles the traailing Lasmpe:
I#c Nights predominence,or the Dayes thame,
That Darkne(fe does the face of Earth intombe,
When living Light fhould kiffe it?

Oldman. *Tis vonaturall,
Euen like the deed that's done: On Tucfday bR,
A Faulcon towring in ber pride of place,
Wasby a Mowfing Owle hawk at,aad kill'd,

Roffe. And Dwncass Horfes,
(A thing moft firange, and certaine)
Beauteous,and fwift,the Minions of theirRace,
Turn'd wilde in nature,broke their fllls,Aong cut,
Contending *gsinft Gbedience,ss they would-~
Make Warre with Mankinde, - e

Old man. 'Tis faid,they cate each other.

Roffe. Theydidfo:
To
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To th'amazement of mine eyes char look'd vpoa't.
Enter Mac.
Heere comes the good Macduffz.
How goes theworld Sir,now ?
Macd, Why fec younor ?
Reff.Is't known who did this more then blondy deed?
Macd, Thofethae Macherb hath (laine,
Roff. Alasthe day,
What good could they pretend ?
Macd, They werefibborned,
alcolme, and Donalbaine the Kings two Sennes
Are ftolne away and fled, which puss vpon them
Sufpition of the deed,
Roffe. *Gainft Nacure fill,
Thriftleflc Ambition, that will rauen vp
‘Fhioe owne lives meanes : Then tis moft like,
The Soueraigoty will fattvpon Mackerb.
Macd. Heisalready nam'd, and gone to Scone
Tobe invefted. .
Roffe. Where is Duncans body ?
Macd. Carried co Colmekill,
The Sacred Store-houfe of his PredecefTors,
And Guardian of their Bones.
Roffe. WillyoutoScone?
¢Masd. No Cofin, lleto Fife. .
Refer Well,I will thicher. .
Macd.Well may you fee things wel done there:Adieu
Leaft our old Robes fit eafier then our news
Roffe. Fasewell, Father:
0ld 2. Godsbenyfon go with yon,and with thefe
That would make good ofbad,and Friends of Foes,
\ Exennt omnes

Aetus Tertins. Scena Prima.

Enter Banguo,

Bang. Thon hakticnow, King, Cawdor,Glamis,all,
As the weyard Women promis’d, and I fesre
Thouplayd'k moft fowly for’t : yet it was faide
Tethould not ftand in thy Poflerity,

But that my felfe fhonld be the Roote,andFather
Of many Kings. If there come teuth from them,
As vpon thee CMuckerd, their Speeches thine,
Whyby the verities on thee made good,

May they not be my Oracles as well,
Andfecme vp in hopes But hufh,nomore,

. Raffe,Lords,and Astendants

Mach. Heere’s our chicfe Gueft. -
La. Ifhchad.beene forgortten,

Sepit fownded, ‘Enter Macheth as King, Ledy Lewox,

| Tthadbeneas a gap in our great Feaft,

Andall-thing vnbecomming. S
Mach. To hight wehold a folemne Supper i,

And IlerequeRyout prefence. - “
Bang."LetyourHighnefle . .. - -

Command vpon me, to the which wy dutics .

Are with amof indiffoluble tye . ;

For euer khit.: . :
Mach. Rideyouthisafternoone 7. W
Ban. 1, .

goad Lor, S RS
Much. Wefhould haue elfe defir'd your good aduice

(Which fill hathbeen both graue,and profperous)
In this dayes Councell : but wee'le take to morrow.

- Is’t farre you ride?

Ban. Asfarre,my Lord,as will fill vp theitne
"Twixt this,and Supper. Goe not my Horfe the better,
Imuft become a borrower of the Nighe,

For a darke houre,or twaine, ~

Mach, Failenot our Feaft,

Ban. My Lord,I will not.

Mack, We heare our bloody Cozens are beftow’d
In England,and in Ireland,not confefsing
Their cruell Parricide, filling their hearees
With flrange i ion. But of thatto s
When therewithall,we fhall haue caufe of State,
Crauing vsioyntly, Hye you to Horfe:

Adieu,till you returne ac Nighe,
Goes Fleance with you?
Ban. I,my good Lord : our time does call vpon's,

Mach. 1with your Hotfes fwift, and fure of foor:
And fo I doe commend you to their backs,

Farwell, Exit Banguo.

Let euery manbe mafler of his time,

Till feuen at Night,to make focictic

The fweeter welcome:

We will keepe our felfe till Supper time alone: ’

While then,God be with you, Exexnt Lords, |

Sirrha, a word with you : Attend chofe men j

Our pleafure? !

G Seruant. They are, my Lord, without the Pallace|
ate.

Mach. Bring them before vs. Exit Sersant,
Tobe thus,isnothing, but to be fafely thus :

Our feares in Bawngus Ricke deepe,

And in his Royaltie of Nature reignes thae

Which would be fear'd. *Tis much he dares,

And to that dauntleffe temper of his Minde,
Hehath a Wifdome,that doth guide his Valour,
Toalinfafetie. Thereis nonebuthe, ~ -
Whafebeing I doe feare : and vnder him, .

My Geniusis rebuk'd,as itis faid

Mark Anthowies wasby Cefar. He chid the Sifters,
‘When firft they put she Name of Kingvponme, .
And bad them fpeake to him, Then Proplict.like,
They hayl'd him Father to a Line of Kings. :
Vponmy Head they plac'd a fruitlefle Crowne,
And puta barren Scepter inmy Gripe,

Thence to be wrencht with an vnlineall Hand,

No Sonne of mine fucceeding : if’t be fo,

For Banguq’s 1fTuc haue I fil'd my Minde, -

For them,the gracious Duncan haue I murthér's A
Put Rancours in the Veffell of my Peace

Onely for them,and mine eternall Iewell

Giuen tothe common Enemie of Man,

To make them Kings, the Scedes of Bangus Kings,
Racher then fo,come Fate into the Ly8,

And champion me toth*ytcerance,

Who's there ?

Enter Sermant, and twe Murtberers,

Now goeto the Doore, and ftay there till we call;
Exit Serwams,
Wasitnot yefterday we fpoke together?
Murth, It was,fo pleafe your Highneffe,
Mach, Well then,
Now haue you confider’d of my fpeeches :
N Know,|
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Know, that it was he,in the times paft,
Which held you fo vnder fortune,
Which you thought had been our innoacent felfe,
This I made goodto you,in our lat conference,
Paft in probation with you:
How you were borne in hand, how croft :
The Intiruments : who wroughe with them :
And all things elfe,that mighe
Tohalfea Soule,and to aNotion craz'd,
Sy, Thus did Banguo,
1. Marth. You made it knowne tovs,
Mach, 1didfo:
And went further, which isnow
Our point of fecond meeting.
Doc you finde your patience fo predominant,
In yournature, that you can let this goc ?
Are youfo Gofpell'd,eo pray for this good man,
And for his Iffue, whofe heauic hand
Hath bow'd you to the Graue, and begger'd
Yours for eucr ?

1. Murth. We are men, my Licge.

AMacb. T,in the Catalogue ye goc formen,
AsHounds,and Grcyhoundx,Mungrcls,Spamds,Curres,
Showghes, Water-Rugs,and Demy-Wolues are clipt
All by the Name of Dogges : the valued file
Diftinguifhes the fwift,the flow,the fubtle,

The Houfc-keeperythe Hunter, cuery one
According to the gift, which bounteons Nacure
Hath in him clos'd: whereby he does receine
Particularaddition.from the Bill,

That writes them all alike: and fo of men,
Now,if you hauea ftation inthe file,

Not i"th’ worft ranke of Manhood, fay’t,

And T will put that Bufine(fc in your Bofomes,
Whaie execution takes your Enemie off,
Grapples you to the heari;and loue of vs,
Who weare our Health but fickly in his Life,
‘Which in his Death were perfect,

2. AMwrih. 1amone,my Liege,

Whom the vile Blowes and Buffets of the World
Hath o incens'd,that Iam reckleffe what [ doe,
To fpightthe World,

. 1.Murth. And lanother,
So wearie with Difafters,tugg’d with Fortune,
That I would fet my Life un any Chance,
Tomendit.orberid on’e.

Aach, Both of you know Bangso was your Enemie,

Murth. True,my Lord.

Mich. Soishe mine: andin fuch bloody diftance,

That euery mirmuce of his being,thrufts
Againft my neer'i ot Life:and though I could
With bare-fac'd power {weepe him from my fighe,
And bid my will auouch it; yer I muft not,
For cewtainc friends that arc both his,and mine,
\Vhofe loues I may not drop,but wayle his fall,
Who I'my felfe fruck downe:: and thence it is,
That I to youraffi@ance doe make loue,
Masking the Bufineffe from the common Eye,
For fundry weightie Reafons. -

2, Aurth, We (hall,my Lord,

Performe what you command vs.

1. Mursh. Though our Liues--

Mach, Your Spirits fhine through you,
Within this houre, at moft,

1 will aduife you where to plant your felues,
Acquaing you with the perfe& Spy o'th” time,

The moment on’t,for’t muft be done to Night; .
And fomething from the Pallace : alwayes thoughe,
That I requirea clearenefTe ; and with him,
To leaue no Rubs nor Botches inthe Worke :
Fleans his Sonne,that keepes him companie,
Whofe ablence is no leffe materiall tome,
Then is his Fathers,muf embrace the fare
Of that darke houre : refolue your felues apart,
Ile come to you anon,
Murth. Wesre refolu'd,my Lord.
Mach. He call vpongou fRraighe : abide within,
Itis concluded : Bangna,thy Seules flight,
If ic finde Heauen,rauft finde it out to Night. Exewns.

Scena Secomda.

Enter Macbetbs Lady, and'a Serwant.

Lady. Is Banguo gone from Court?
Sersant. 1,Madame,but returnes againeto Nighe,
Lady. Say to the King,T would attend his leyfure,
For a few words,
Sernant. Madame, I will, Exit.
Lady. Nought'shad, all's fpent,
Where our defire is got without content :
*Tis fafer,to be that which we defiroy,
Then by deftrution dwell in doubtfull ioy.
Enter Macheth.
How now,my Lord,why dae youkeepe alone ¢
Of forryeft Fancies your Companions making,
Véing thofe Thoughts,which (hould indced heue dy'd
With them they thinke on:things without all remedie
Should be without regard: what’sidone,is done,
Mach. Wehaue fcorch’d the Snake,not kill'd it:
Shee’le clofe,and be her felfe,whileft our poore Mallice
Remaines in danger of her former Todth,’ .
But let the frame of things dif-ioynt,

" Both the Worlds fuffer, . e

Ere we will eate our Meale in feare,and fleepe
Inthe affliction of thefe terriblé Dreames,

That fhake vs Nightly: Betterbe with the dead,
Whom we,to gayne our peace,hauc fent to peace,
Then onthe torture of the Minde to lye

In reftlefle extafie,

Duncane is in his Grave : :

After Lifes ficfull Feuer,he fleepes well,
Treafonia’s done his worft : nor Steele,nor Poyfon,
Mallice domeftique, forraine Leuie, nothing,

Can touch him further.

Lady. Comeon: T : -
Gentlemy Lord,{lecke o're yourrugged Lookes, -
Be bright and Touiall among your Guefis to Night. -~

Mach. So fhalll Loue,and folpray beyou:
Let your remembBrance apply to Bengwo, B
Prefent him Eminence,both with Eye and Tongues '
‘Vnfafethe while, that wee muft laue - :

Out Honors in thefe flattering fireames, e
And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts,
Difguiﬁn%wha: they are,

Zady. You muft icaue this. : .

Mach. O, full of Scorpions is my Minde,deare Wife :
Thou know'ftythat Bangwe and his Fleans liues, :

i Lady. Bue

1 Soall men:doe, from hence toth’ Pallace Gate
4 Makeit thé‘itWalke.
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Lady. Butinthem, Natuses Coppic’s not etetne.

Mach, There’s comfort yer,they are affaileable,
Then bethouiocund : ere the Bat hath flowne
His Cloyfter'd flight, ere to black Heecats fummons
The fhard-borne Beetle,with his drowfie huns,
Hath rung Nights yawning Peale,

There fhall be done a deed of dreadfull note.

Lady. What's to be doqe ? .

Masb. Bé innocent of the knowledge, deareft Chuck,
Till thou applaud the deed: Come,feeling Nighe,
Skatfe vp the tender Eye of piccifull Day,

And with thy bloodie and inuifible Hand

Cancell and teare to pieces that great Bond,

Which keepes me pale. Ligh thickens,

And the Crow makes Wing toth’ Rookie Wood :
Good things of Day begin to droope,and drowfe,
Whiles Nights black Ageots to their Prey’s doe rowfe,
Thou maruell'tt ac my words: but hold thee ill,
Things bad begun,make frong themfelues byill:
Soptythee goe with me. Exeunt.

Scena Tertia.

. Enter three Murtherers,

1. Butwho'did bid thee ioyne with vs?

3. Macketh, ! R

2. Hencedes not our miftruft,fince he deliuers
Our Offices, and what we haue to doe, - .

| Tothe direcion inft.

1. Then ftand withvs:
The Weft yet glimmers with fome fireakes of Day,
Now fpurres the lated Traueller apace, = _
To gayne the timely Inne, end neere approches
The fubie& of our Watch. :
3. Hearké,I heare Horles, v
Banguo within. Giucvsa Light there,hoa,
2. Thén"tis hee: -
The reft, chat are within the note of expeQation,

| Alreadie arei’th’Court.

1. His Horfes goe abour. ’
3. Almoftamile: buthedoes viually,

Enter Banq#o and Fleans,with 8 Torch,

2. A Light,a Light.

3. 'Tis hee, ~ ~

1. Stand too’t, . .

Ban. Itwillbe Ragne tb Nighe.
1. Letic come downe,

Ban. O, Trecherie!

| Elye good Fleans, fiye, flye, fiye,

hou may'frenenge. O Slaue!

3. Who did fkrike out the Light ?

1. Was't not the way 2

3. There's buc one downe: the Sonneis fleds

3. Wehaveloft . .

Beft halfc of our Affaire.

1. Well, let’s away, and fay how much is done.

Exennt,

Sceena Quarta.

Banques prepar'd. Enter Macherh, Lady, Roffe, Lewoz
Lordsyand o Assendanss, o ’

Mach. Youknow your owne degrees,fic downe:
Atfirft and lafythe hearty welcome,
Lords, Thankes to your Maicfly.
Mach. Our felfe will mingle wich Society,
And play the humble Hoft :
Our Hofteflekeepes her Seate, but inbeft time
We will require her welcome,

La. Pronounce it for me Sir, toall our Friends;

For my heart fpeakes, they are welcome. ;
Enter firfk CHurtherer.
Mach See they encounter thee with their harts thanks
Both fides are cuen: heereIle fic Pth'mid', :
Belarge in mirth,anon.wee'l drinke a Meafure
The Tableround. There’s blood vponthy face,
Maur. Tis Banquo's then, ‘
Macb. *Tis bexeer thee without, then he within,
Ishedifpatch’d 2 s
Maur. My Lord his throat s cut, thar T.did fot him. "
Mac. Thouart the beft o’th’Cut-throats,
Yethee's good that did the like for Fleans: A
Ifthou did’fit, thou arr the Non-pateill,

Mur. Moft Royall Sic -
Fleansis (capd.

Mach. Then comes my Ficagaine :
Thadelfebeene perfests ~
Whole asthe Marble, foirided as the Rocke,
Asbroad, and generall, as the cafing Ayre: g
But now T am cabin'd, crib*d, confin’d, boundin’ .
To fawcy doubrs, and feares. But Bangue's fafe?- :

AMar. 1,my good Lord : fafein aditch hebides, .
With twenty trénched gathes on his head } B
The léat'aDeath to Nattre, e i

Mach. Thankes for that: - i

There the:growne Serpent Iyes, the worme that's fled: .
Hath Nature thatin time will Venom breed, £
No teeth for th'prefent, Getthee gone, to morrow -
Weel heare our felues againe. Exit Mwrderer.

Lady. MyRoyall Lord, o ke

i| Youdonot giue the Cheere, the Feaft is fold

Thatisnotoften vouch'd, while *tis amaking : :
*Tis giuen,with welcome: to feede were beﬁ athome:!
Erom thiettle, the fawce to meate is Ceremony, h
Meeting were bare without it. .

Enter the Ghoft of Bmuquoyand fies in Muibeths place,

HMach. .Sweet Remembrancer :
Now good digeRion waitc on Appetite,
And health on both.
Lenox. - May’t pleafe your Highneffe fie.
Mack. Here had weriow our Countries Honor,oofd,
Werethe grac'd petfon of out Bangwo prefent ;
Who, may [ rather challenge for vakindneffe,
Then pitty for Mifchance.
Reffe. Hisabfence (Sir)
Layes blame vpon his promife, Pleas’t your Highneffe
To grace vs with your Royall Company ¥

AMecab |
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Macb, TheTable's full,

Lenox, Heereis aplace referu’d Sir,

Mach. Where?

Lenox. Heeremy good Lord. .
Whatis’t thatmoues your Highneffe ?

Mach, Which of you hane done this?

Lords. What, my good Lord2

Mach. Thou canftnot fay I did it: neuer fhake
Thy goary lockes at me.

Roffe. Gentlemenrife,his Highnefle is not well.

Lady. Sivworthy Fricnds : my Lord is often thus,
And hath beene from his youth, Pray you keepe Seat,
The fieis momensary, vpon a thouglic
Hewill againe be well, If much younote him
You fhall offend him, and extend his Paffion,
Feed, and regard himnot. Areyouaman?

Macb. 1, andabold one, that dare looke on that

Which might appall the Diucll,

La. O proper fluffe ;
Thisis the very painting of your feare
This is the Ayre-drawne.Dagger which you faid
Led youto Duncan. O, thefe flawes and Rares
(Impofars to true feare) would well become
‘A womans ftory, at a Winrers fire
Authoriz’d by her Grandam ; thame it felfe,
Why do youmake fuch faces> When all’s done
You looke but on a foole.

Mach Prythee fee there :
Behold, looke, loe, how fay you:
Why what care I, if thou canftnod, fpeake too.
IfCharnellhoufes, and our Graues muft fend
Thofe that we bury, backe; our Monuments
Shall be che Mawes of Kytes.

La, Whar? quite vomann'd in folly,

Mach. 1f1 Band heere,l faw him.

La. Fietor (hame.

Mach. Bloodhath bene fhed ere now,’th’olden time
Ere humane Statute purg'd the gentle Weale:
1,and fince too; Murthers haue bene perform’d |
Too terrible for the eare. The times has beue,
That when the Braines were out, the man would dye,
| And there an end : But now they rife againe
Wiithi ewerisy mortall murthers on their crownes, -
And pufh vs from our Reoles. This is more firange
{ Then fuch a murther is,
La. My worthy Lord
Your Noble Friends do lacke you.
Mach, 1doforget:
Do not mufe 3t me my moft worthy Friends,
Lhauea firange infirmity, which is nothing
Tothofe thacknow me. Come,loue and health to all,
Then He fit downc : Give me forac Wine,fill full :
Enter Gheft.
Tdrinke to th'gencrall ioy o’th'whole Table,
Andtto our decre Fricnd Banguo, whom we thiffe :
Would he werc heere : to all, andhim we thirft,
Andall to all.
Lords. Our duties, and the pledge,
CMac. Auant, & quicmy fight,let the earth hide thee:
Thybones are marrowlefle, thy blood is cold :
Thou hat no ipeculationin thofe eyes
Which thou doft glare with.
La, Thiske of this good Peeresi
Butasatiung: of Cutome : Tisno other,
Onely it (poyles the pleafure of the time,
Mach. What man dare, Idare ¢

Approachthon like the rugged Ruffian Beare,
Thearm'd Rhinoceros, or th'Hircan Tiger,
Take any fhape buc that, and my firme Nerves
Shall neuer tremble. Or be aline againe,

And dareme to the Defart with thy Sword :
Iferembling Iinhabit then, proteft mee

The Baby of a Girle. Hence horrible fhadow,
Vnreall mock’ry hence, Why fo, being gone
T gmaman againe: pray you fit fill.

La. Youhaue difplac’'d themirth,

Brokethe good mecting,withmoft admir’d diforder,

Mach. Can fuch things be,

And ouercome vs like a Summers Clowd,

Without our fpeciall wonder? Youmake me ftrange
Euen to the difpofition that T owe,

When now I thinke you can behold fuch fights,
Andkeepe the naturall Rubie of your Cheekes,
When mine is blanch’d with feare.

Roffe. What fights,my Lord 2 .

La, 1prayyou fpeake not : he growes wotfe & worfe
Queflion enrages him : atonce, goodnight,
Standnot vpon the order of your going,
But goat once.

Len. Goodnight,and better health
Attend his Maicfty.

La. Akinde goodnight toall,

Mach. Itwill haue blood they fay:
Bldod will hae Blood :

Stones haue beenc knowne to moue,& Treesto fpeake :
Augures, and ynderflood Relations,haue
By Maggot Pyes, & Choughes.& Rookes brough forth
The fecret’ man of Blood. What is the nighe?
La, Almoftat oddes with morning,whichiswhich.
Mach.How fay'A thou that Macduff denies his perfon
Atourgreat bidding, -
La: Did you fend to him Sir?
Mach. Theareit by the way : But Twill fend :
There’s not a one of thembu in his houfe . -
Tkeepe a Seruarit Feed. I willtomorrow
(And betimes I will) to the weyard Sifers,
More fhalithey fpeake: for now I am bent to know
By the worft meanes, the worft, for mine owne good,
All caufes fhall giue way, 1am inblood i
Stepr in fo farre, that fhould I wade no more,
Returning were as tedious as go ore : L
Strange things T haucin head, that will tohand, .
Which muft be adted, ere they may be feand. .
La. You lackethe feafon of all Natures,flecpe,
Mack.Come,wee’l to fleepe: My ftrange & felf-abufe |
Is the iniriate feare;that wnmshar!vfe: -

We arc yet but yong inideed, " Exemnt,

—

Scena Quinta.

Tbunder.  Enter the tirce Witches, maceting
Hecar. :

1. Why how now Hecas, yonlooke angerly?

Hee, Haue Inot reafon (Beldams) asyouare?
Sawcy,and ouer-bold, how did you dare
To Trade, and Trofficke with Macbeth,
InRiddles,and Affaires of death ; And

n

Exit Lords,
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And [ the Miftris of your Charmes,
The clofe contriuer ofall harmes,
Wasneuer call'd to beare my part,

Or fhew the glory of our Art ?

And which is worfe, all you haue done
Hath bene but fora wayward Sonne,
Spightfull,and wrathfull, who (as othersdo)
Loues for his owne ends, net for you.
But make amends now : Get you gon,
And atche pic of Acheron

Meete me ith’Morning : thither he
Will come, to know his Deflinie,
Your Veffels, and your Spels prouide,

| Your Charmes;and enery thing befide 3

I am fog th’Ayre : This night 1le fpend -
Vnto adifmall,and a Fatall end. .
Great bufineffe muft be wrought cre Noone,
Vpon the Corner of the Moone
There hangsa vap’rous drop, profound,
Le catchiteré it come to ground;;
And thar diftill'd by Magicke flights,
Shall raife fuch Artificiall Sprights,
Asby the fitength oftheir illufion,
Shall draw him on to his Confufion.
He fhall fpurnc Fate, fcorne Death, and beare
Hishopes boue Wi‘edome,Grace,andFeare:
Andyouall know,Security
1s Mortals checfeft Encmie. .
Muficke,and a Somg.
Hearke, I am call'd - my licleSpicic fee
Sitsina Foggy cloud,and Rayes for me.
Singwithin. Come away, come away,dc,
v Come, let’s make haft, thee'l foone be

Backe againc. Exennt,

Where he beftowes himf(elfe?
Lord. The Sonncs of Duncane
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth)
Liues inthe Englith Courc,and is receyw'd
Ofthe moft Pious Edward, with fuchgrace,
Thatthe maleuolence of Foreun., nething
Takes from his high refpe. Thither Macduffe
1s gone, to pray the Holy King, vpon his ayd .
To wake Northumberland and warlike Seyward,
That by the helpe of thefe (with him aboue)
Toratifie the Worke) we may againe
Giue to our Tables meate, {lcepe to ourNights
Free from our Feafts,and Banquees bloody kniues ;
Do faithfull Homage, and recciue free Honors,
All which we pine fornow. And this report
Hath fo exafperate their King, that hee
Prepares for fome attempr of Warre.
Len. Sent he to Mucduffe ?
Lord, Hedid : and wich an abfolute Sir,not I
The clowdy Mefenger turnes me his backe,
And hums; as who fhould fay, you’ rue the time
Thatclogges me with this Anfwer,
Lenox, And chat well might
Aduife him to a Caution, ¢ hold what difanice
His wifedome can provide, Some holy Angell
Flye to the Court of England, and vnfold
His Meflage ere he come, that a fwift bleffing
May foone returne to this our fuffering Country, -
Vaoderahand accurs’d. -
Lerd. llefend my P eagers with him,

Aetus Quarfps. . S'cenq-féﬁ}na.

Scena Sexta.

: Enter Lenosx,and avotber Lovd.

Lenox. My former Speeches,

Haue buc hit your Thoughts
Which caninterpret farther : Onely I fay
Things have bin firangely borne. The gracious Duncan
Was pittied of Macbeth : matry he was dead :

And che righevaliant Bangso wall'd too lage, )

Whom youmay fay (if't pleafe you) Fleans kild,

For Fleans fled : Men muft not walke roo late, .
' Who canpot wane the thought,howmonfirous

Tv was for dalcolme,and for Donalbane

Tokill their gracious Father ? Damned Fa&,

How it did greeue AMacherh 2 Did he not fraight

In piousrage, the twodelinquents teare,
“That were the Slaues of drinke,and thralles offleepe?
Wasaot chat Nobly done? 1, and wifely too :

For ‘twould haue anger’d any heart aliue '
To heare the men deny’c: ‘Sothat I fay,

He ha’sborne all things well, and I do thinke,

That had he Duncans Sonnes vnder his Key,

(As,and’ pleafe Heauen he (hall nor) they fhould finde
What 'ewere to kill a Father : So thould Fleans, S
Bucpeace ; for from bread words,and caufe he fayl'd:
His préfenceat the Tyrants Feaft, I heare s

CHacdffz lives in difgeace, Sir,canyourell - ..

Thunder, Entér the three Witches,

1 Thrice the brinded Cat hath mew'd. -
2 Thrice,and once the Hedge-Pigge whin'd,
5 Harpicr cries, "tis time, "tis timey >~ *
1 Round about the Caldrorgo

Inthe poyfond Entrailes throw

Toad, thar voder cold ftone,

Dayes and Nights, ha's thirty one:

Sweltred Venom fleeping gor,

Boylcchoufirft i'th’charmed pot.
All. Double, double, roileand trouble H

| Fireburne, and Cauldron bubble.

2 Fillet of a Fenny Saake,

Inthe Cauldron boyle and bake :
Eye of Newt, aid Toe of Fro ge,
Wooll of Bat, and Tongueo Dogge: -
Addezs Forke, and Blinde-wormes Sting,
Lizards legge, and Howlets wing ¢
For a Charme of powrefull troub) e,
Like a#félibroch, boyleand bubble.

. o1l Doible, double, coyleand trouble,
Firebatae, and Cavldionbubble. -
3 SElleo'fDrngon, Tooth of Wolfe,
Witches'Mummey, Maw,and Guife
Of the'rauin’d falc Sea fharke::,
Roore of Hemlocke, digg'd i th'datke: !
Liuer of Blaipheming lew,
Gall of Goate, and SlipEes of Yew,
Sliuer’d in the Moones cclipfe:

Nofe|
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oz ot Turke,and Tartars lips :
ger of Birth-ftrangled Babe,
> :enadehuer'd by a Drab,
Make the Grewell thicke, and {lab.
Adde thereto a Tigers Chawdron,
For th’Ingredience of our Cawdron.
Ail. Double, double, toyle and trouble,
Firc burue,and Cauldron bubble.
2 Coole it with a Baboones blood,
Then the Charme is firme and good.

Enter Hecat,and the other three Witches.

Hee., O well done : 1 commend your paines,
And cuery onc (hall fharci’th'gaines :
Aud now about the Cauldron fing
Like Elues and Fairiesina Ring,
Inchantingall that you putin. -
& jl};ﬁdze anda Song. Blacke Spirits, e,
2 Bythe pricking of my Thumbes,
Something wicked this way comes:
Open Lockes, who euer knockes.
Enter Macbeth.
Mach.How now you fecrer,black,8 midnight Hags?
What is’t you do?
All. A dced without a name.
Mach. 1coniure you, by that which you Profefle,
(How ere you come to know it) anfwer me :
Though you vatye the Windes, and let them fight
Againft the Churches: Though the yefty Waues -
Confound and fwallow Nauigation vp :
Though bladed Corne be lodg’d, & Trees blown downe,
Though Caftles topple on their Warders heads :
| Thougi Pallaces, and Pyramids¥o flope
Theic heads to their Foundations : Though the treafure
Of Natures Germaine, tumble altogether,
Euen tll de@fruction ficken: Anfwer me
To what I aske you.
1 Speake.
2 Demand.
3 Wec'lanfwer,
1 Say,ifth’hadf racher heare ic from our mouthes,
Or froin our Mafters,
Mach. Call’em : let me {ce’em,
1 Powrcin Sowes blood, that hath eaten
Hernince Farrow: Greaze that’s fweaten
From the Murderers Gibbet, throw
Into the l’hm::.1 borl
All. Comehighorlow:
Sclfe Hce deafily fhow. Thunder,
b x¥Appmum,4n Armed Head.
Afach. Tell me, thou vnknownepower.
1 Hcknowes thy thoughe:
Hearc his fpeech, bue fay thounought.
1 Appar. i‘fdcbﬁl_l,Macbﬂ’!, Macheth :
Beware Afacdaffe,
ne of Fife  di(miffc me. Enough,
Bewarcthe T1‘|: fil ‘Zifmll.
Afach. What ere thou art,for thy good caution,thanks
Tiou haft harp’d my feare aright, Butone word more.
+ Hewillnot be commanded : heere's another
More potent then the firfts Thundar.
2 Apparition, a Blaody Childe.
2 Appar. CMacheth, Maceth, Macberh.
Afach. Had 1 three eares, II'd hc_:rc thee,
2 Appar. Bebloody, bold,& refolute :

Laugho fcorne
The powre of man : Fornone of woman borne
Shall harme Aasbeth, Defeends.

Mac. Thenlive Macduffe:what need I feare of thee >

Bu yet Ile make affurance : double fure,

And take a Bond of Fatc : thou fhalt not live,

That I may cell pale-hearted Feare, it lies ;

And fleepein fpight of Thunder, Thunder
5 Apparation,a Childe (rowned, with 4T ree in bis band,

What s chis, that rifes like the iffue of a King,

And weares vpon his Baby.brow, the round

And top of Soucraigaty ?

Al Liften, but fpeake not too's, .

3 Appar, Be Lyonmetled, proud,and takeno care:
Who chafes, who frers, or where Confpirers are :
Macheth fhall nener vanquifh'd be, vnrill
Great Byrnam Wood, to high Dunfmane Hill
Shall come againft him.

Masb. That will neuer bee :
Who canimpreffe the Forreft, bid the Tree
Vafixe his earth-bound Root ? Sweet boadments,good:
Rebellious dead, rife neuer till the Wood
OfByrnanrife, and our high plac’d Aacketk
Shall liue the Leafe of Nature,pay his breath
Totime, and mortall Cuftome, Yetmy Hare
Throbsto know one thing : Tell me, ifyour Are
Cantell fomuch : Shall Banguo’s iffue cuer
Reignein this Kingdome ?

All, Secke to know no more,

Mach. 1 will befatisfied. Deny me this,
And an eternall Curfe fall on you: Letme know.!
Why finkes that Caldron ? & what noifg is this? Hoboyes

1 Shew,

2 Shew.

-. 3 Shew,
Il Shew his Eyes,and greeue his Hart,
Come like fhadowes, fo depart. :
Afbew of cight Kings and Bangus laft with aglaffe
in bis band,

Mach. Thouart oo like the Spirit of Banguo: Down;
Thy Crowne do's feare mine Eye-bals. And thy haire
Thou other Gold-bound.brow, is like the firft;

A third, is like the former. Filthy Hagges,

Why do you fhew me this? A fourth ? Start eyes !
What will the Line fretch out to’th’cracke of Doome?’
Another yet ? A feauenth? Ile fce no more:

Andyetthe eight appeares, who beares a glaffe,

Which fhewes me many more :and fome I fee,

‘That two-fold Balles, and trebble Scepters carry,
Horrible fight : Now I feetis true,

Forthe Blood-bolter'd Bangwo fmiles vpon me,
Andpoints at themfor his. ‘Whar?isthis fo2

1 ISirallthisisfo, Burwhy

Stands CHucherh thus amazedly?

Come Sifters, cheese we vp his fprighrs,

And fhew the beft of our delights, w

1le Charme the Ayre to giue a found,

While you performe your Antique round z

‘Tha this great Kiog may kindly fay,

Our duties, did his welcome pay, Muficke.
The Witches Dance and vanifb,

CMach. Where are they ? Gone 2
Letthis pernicious houre, .
Stand aye accurfed in the Kalender.
Cotne in, without there.

Defeend.

Enter Lenox,

TheTragedseqf <M acheth.

Mach: Savegouthe Weyasd Sifters -

Lenox: Nomy Lord.

Lenox. NoindeedmyLord, © . ..
Mach, Infe&edbeche Ayre whereon they ride, .
And damb'd allshofe thav criift them. 1 didheare: .
The gallopping of Horfe. Who wad't came by?
Len.'Tis two or three my Lord, that bring you word :
Macdsuffis fled o Edgland. R C
Mach. FledtoEngland 2.
Len. 1,my good Lord, Co
Mach. Tiave,chou anticipat' my dread cxploits:
The flighty purpafemeuct is o're-tooke .
Valefle the deed g6 wich it: From this moment,
The very ficlings of myheart thall be .
The ficfllings of ary haud. : Atid 20eo now
To Crown my thoughts with A@s:beic thoghe & done:
TheCagle of Macdsff, Ewili furprize,
Seize vpon Fife; gineto th'edgeia’th Sword
His Wife, his Babés, and all vnfortunace Soules
That trace him in his Line, No boaftinglike a Foole,
This deed lle do, before this putpofe coole,
But no more fighes., Where arethefe Geatlemen ?
Coime bring me where theyare. . Exenmt

- Stena Secanda.

 Enter Maceffis 1, e Somnd Roff,

Lenex, What's your Graces will,
Mach,

Wife. Whathad he done,to make him fly the Land?
Roffe. Youmuft haue patience Madam. 1
Wife. Hehadnone ¢

His flight was madneffe : when our A&ionsdo not,

Oour feares do make vs Traitors,

Roffe. You kiow not

Whether it was his. wifedome,or his feare.

#7fe, Wifedomdtoleaue hiswife,to leaue his Babes,

His Manfion,and his Titles, ina place

From whence hinfelfe do's Sye> He loues va not,

He wants the natgrall touch.” For the poore Wren

(The moft diminitide of Birds) willfighs, = -

Her yang ones inher Ne@t,again@tthe Owle +

Allis the Feare, andaothing isthe Loue;

Aslittleis the Wifedome, where the flight

Sorunnes againft all reafon,

Roffe. My deerelt Cooz, .

I prayyou fchooleyour felfe. Bufor your Husbend,

Heis Noble, Wife, Indicious,and beft knowes

Thefits o’th*Scafon.’ 1 dare not fpeakemuch fusther,:

But cruell are thegimes, when we are Traitors

And do not know our felues : whén we hold Rumor
1.From what we feare, yet know not what wa feare, -

But floate vpon awilde and violenc Sea .

Each way,and moue. Ttake my leaue ofyous -

Shall nocbelongrbus Tiebe heereagaine:

| Things at the wor{}.will ceafejorelfe climbe vpward,

To what they werg before, Mypretey Cofing, - -

Bleffing vpon yoi, T
wife. Fa:her‘c!‘

Andyethee's F; h:S,

beplede, 0 L
- Ryfle. 1am fosmicha Faole,fhenld I ftay Jonger
Tt would be my gia;n'ge, and ,up.difcpmfgn.u e
Itakemyleauedtonces .-¢ ..  Exit Roffe.

Mazcbh. Camie th:_ynm-by:yn‘u?‘ . -

| But how wilt thou do for a Father

Do Iput vp that womanly defencey

45
n‘;‘ﬁh Sirra, your Fathers dead,
And what will you do nipw##How wil live?
Soms As Birgs do Mot] {I‘{.-{‘ ilpe
Wife. What with Wormes,and Flyes >
Sor. Wich what I get Fmeanc,and fo do they.
Wwife, PooreBird, ..
Thou'd@ neuer Feare the Net, nor Lime,
The Pitfall, hor the Gin; _
Son. Why fhould I Mother ?
Poere Birds they are not fet for
Myzilrher_'u not dead forall your faying.,
ife. Yesheisdead :
How wilt thou do toraFacher ?
San. Nay how will you do fora Husband ?
Wife. Why Icanbuy metwency ac any Marke,
- Som. Then you'l by *em o fell againe,
wife. Thou fpeak’Rt wichall thy wit,
And yet I'faich with wic enough for thee;
Son. Wasuny Facher a Traitor, Mother
Hife. 1, thathe was .
Sen, Whatisa Traicor?
Wife. Why one that fweares,and lyes.
Son. Andbeall Traitors,that do fo.

#ife, Eueryonethat do’s {o, is a Traiter; -
And muft be hang'd, .
Son. Aud muft they all be hang:d, that fwear and lye?

wife. Euery one.

Sew. Who muft hang them ¢

wifz. Why the honeft men, ‘i

Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools:for there
are Lyars and Swearers enow, tobeate the honeftmer,
and hang vp them,

#ife. Now God helpethee, poore Monkie :

Son. 1f he were dead, youl'd weepe for hjm = if
would nar, it were a good figne, thac I fhould Qquickely
hauea new Father. g :

wife, Poore pratler,how thou talk't 2

i Entera Meffenger. '

Me/-Bleffe you faire Dame : [ am not toyou knowi,
Though in your ftate of Honor 1am perfe&t; j
1 doubt fome danger do’s approach you neerely.

Ifyou will take aﬁomely mans aduice,

Be not found heere : Hence with your little ones

To fright you thus, Me thinkes I am too favage:

To do worfe to you, were fell Cruchy,

Whichis too nie yourperfon. Heauen préfesueyon,

I dare abide no longer, Exit Meffenger
#ifra Whether thould I fiye?

Thauedoncno harme. But I remember tow

Tamin this carthly world : whete to do harmé :

Is often laudable,to d6 good fometime

Accounted dangerous folly. Why then (alasy

To fay I have done no harme?
What ar¢ thefe faces ?
Entér Mursherers.

Mur. Whereisyour Husband ? X

Wifes 1hopeinno place fo vofantified,
Where fuch as thou may* finde him.

Mur; He's a Traivcor.

Son. Thou ly'ft thou fhagge-car'd Villaisie,”

Mur. WhatyouEgge?
Yong fry of Treachery?

Son, HMe ha'skill'd me Mothet, -
Runaway Ipray you. « Exiterying Murther.

Nn N
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Scena Tertia.

e Enter Malcolme and Macdufe.

i Mal. Letvys fecke out fome defolate fhade, & there
Wecpe our fad bofomes cmpty.
Maed, Leovs rather
Hold faft the mprtall Sword : and like good men,
Beftride our downfall Bizthdome : each new Morne,
New Widdowes howle, new Orphanscry,new forowes
Strike hezuen on the face, that icrefounds
Asaticfele with Scotland, and yell'doue
Like Syllable of Dolour.
Mal, What ] beleeue, lle waile ;
What know, belecue ; and what I can redrefle,
As I (hall finde the time 1o friend : I wil.
What you haue fpoke, it may be fo perchance.
This Tyrant, whofe fole name blifters our tongues,
Was once thought honeft : you haue lou'd h:m well,
Hehathnot touch’d you yet. Iam yong,but fomething
You may difcerne o?l:im through me, and wifedome
To offor vp a weake, poore innocent Lambe
T’appeafe an angry Gad.
Macd, 1am nottreacherous.
Male. But Macbeshis,
A good and vercuous Nature rmay receyle
Inan Imperiall charge. But I fhall craue your pardon:
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpofe;
Angels are brigh( ill, though the brigheet fell.
'| Though all things foule, wauld wear the brows of grace
Yet Grace muft Qull looke fo.
Macd. ThaueloR my Hopes.
Malc. Perchance cuen there
Where 1did finde my doubts.
Why in that rawnefle left yon Wife,and Childe?
Thofe precious Motiucs, thofe ftrong knots of Loue,
Without leaue-taking. Iprav you,
Let not my Tealoufies, be your Difhonors,
. But mine owne Saferics : you may berightly iuft,
‘What cuer I fhall thinke.
Macd. Bleed, bleed poore Country,
Great Tyrrany, lay thou thy bafis fure,
For goodneffe dare not check thee : wear § thy wrongs,
The Title,1s affear’d. Far thee well Lord,
I would not be the Villaine that thou think'ft,
For the wholeSpace that's inthe TyrantsGrafpe,
And the rich Eaft o boot.
al, Benot offended :
J1fpeakenot asin abfolute feare of you :
[ thinke our Country finkes beneath the yoake,
Trweepes, itbleeds,and cach new day a gath
Isadded to her wounds, Ithinke withall,
There would be hands vplifted inmy righe:
And heere from gracions England haue I offer
Of goocly thoufands. But for all thus,
\Whco Ifhall eccade vpon the Tyranes head,
Or weareicon my Sword; yet my poore Country?
Shall have more vices then it had before,
More fuffer,and more fundry wayes cthen cuer,]
By him that fhall fucceede.:
Maed. What fhould hebe ?
Mal, Itismy felfe T meane : in whom I know
All the particulars of Vice fo grafted,
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That whenthey fhall be'open’d; g
Will feeme as pure 8s Snow, and the péqre Staze-
Efceme him as a Lambe; being compar'd::
Withmy confineleffe harmes. " .
Macd, Notinthe Legions st
OfhorridHell; can come 2 Duell more damn’d:
In euils, to top Macheth, -
Mal. Igranthim Bloody, :
Luxurious, Auaricious, Faife, Deceitfull,
Sodaine, Malicious, {macking of euery finne -f
Thatha’saname. Butthere’s no bottome,none
Inmy Volaptuoufnefle : Your Wiues,your Daughsers,
Your Matrons, and your Maides, could not fill vp o
The Celterne of my Lut,and my D:ﬁmk‘ o
All continent Impedimen 4

*d; blackeMucherh

Thatdid oppofe my will. 'Betces Macheri,
Then fuchan onetoreigne, . N
Macd, Boundleffe intemperance
InNatureis aTyranny : It hath beene -
Th'vntimely emptying of the happy Throne,
And fall of many Kings. But fearenot yec
To take vpon you.what is yours : you inay
Conuey your pleafuresin afpacious pleaty,
Aud yet feeme cold. Thetime you may fo hoodwinke :
Wehaue willing Dames enough:there cannot be
That Vulture in you, to deuoure fo many
As will to Greatnefle dedicatethemfelues,
Finding it fo inclinde:***
_ Mal. Wich this, there growes

Inmy moft ill-compos d Affe&ion,fuch
A ftanchleffe Avarice, that were I King,
1fhould cut off the Nobles for their Lands,
Defike his lewels, and this othess Houft,
And my more-hauing, would be as a Sawice
To make me hunger more, that I fhould forge
Quarrels vnivft againft the Goodand Loyall,
Deftroying them for wealth. + | R

Macd, This Auarice Ve
fickes deeper : giowes with more pernicious roote
Then Summer-feeming Luft: and it hdth bin
The Sword of our flaine Kings: yet dornot feare,
Scotland hath Foyfons; to fill vp your will
Ofyour meerc Owne. All thefeare poriable,
With other Graces weigh'd. -

Mal. But Thaue none, The King-bécoming Graces,
Asluftice, Verity, Temp'rance, Srablenefle,
Bounty, Perfe , Mercy, Lowlinefle,
Deuotion, Parience, Courage, Fortitude,
Thaue norellifh of them, but abound ™ ~
Inthe diuifion of each feuerall Crime,”
A&ingitmany wayes. Nay,had I powre, 1 fhould
Poure the fwees Milke of Concord,into Hell,
Vprore the yniuerfall peace, confound*
All vnity on earth. ’

Macd, OScotland, Scotland. - o

Mal. Iffuchs onebefit to goueme, fpeake:
TamasThauefpoken, :

Mac.Fit to gouern?No not to liue, O Nati miferable!
With anvntitled Tyrant, bloody Scepired,
When fhalt thou fee thy wholfome dajjes againe?
Since that the truefl Iffuc of thy Throne
By his owne Interdiction flands accirfl
And do’s blafpheme his breed? Thy Réyalt Father
Was a moft Sainted-King : the Queenethat bore thee,
Ofner vpon her knees, then on kier feet, ’
Dy'de euery day fheliw'd, Fare thee well,

Thefe
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-
Thefe Evils thou repeat’Rt vpon thy felfe,
Hathbanifh'd me from Scozland. ‘O my Breft,
Thy hope ends heere, -0 f
Mal. Macduff, this Noblepaffion - - :
Childe of integrity, hath from my foule
Wip’d the blacke Scruples; reconcil'd my thoughts
Tothy good Truth, and Honor. Diucllith ¢Mucherss,
By many of thefe traines, hath fought to win me
Into his power : and modeR Wifedome pluckes me
From ouer-credulous haft : but God abone
Deale betweene theeand me; Foreuennow
1 put my felfe to thy Direion, and
Vnfpeske mine owne decraltion. Heere abiure
The taints,and blames I laide vpon my felte,
For firangers to my Nature. Iam yet
Vaknowne to Woman, neuer was for(worne,
Scarfely haue coucted what was mine owne :
Acnotime broke iny Faith, would not betray
The Deuill to his Fellow, and delight
No leffein truch then life, My firlt falfe fpeaking
Was this vpon my felfe. What I am truly
Ts thinc, and my poore Countries to command :
Whitherindced, before they heereapproa:h
Old Seyward with ten thoufand warlike men
Already-ata poine, was fetting foorth:
Now wee'l together, and the chance of goodnefle
Belike our warranted Quarrcll. Why are you filent?
Meacd. Suchwelcome, and vnwelcom things atonce
*Tis hard toreconcile.
Enter a Dotor.
Mal. Well, moreanon. Comes the King forth
Iprayyou? .
Doék. ISir: there are a crew of wretched Soules
That Ray his Cure : their malady conuinces L
The greataffay of Are, Butat histouch,
Such fan&ity hath Heauen giuen hishand,
They prefcntly amend. Exit.
Mal. 1thankeyou Dogtor,
Macd. Whav'sthe Difeafe he meanes?
Mal. Tis call'd the Euill. .
A moft myraculous worke in this good King,
Which often fince my heere remaine in England,
I have feenc him do : How he folicites heauen
Himfelfe beft knowes: but firangcly vificed people
Allfwolneand Vicerous, pittifull tothe eye, ,
The meere difpaire of Surgery, he cures,
Hanging a golden fampe abour their neckes,
Puton with holy Prayers, and tis fpoken
Tothe fucceeding Royalty he leaues
The healing Benedi@ion. 'Wich this frange vertue,
He hath a heauenly guifc of Prophefie, v
And fundry Bleffings hang about his Throne,
That fpeake him full of Grace,
Enter Roffe.
Macd. See who comes heere, . .
Male, My Countryman: bue yet I know himnox.
Macd. My euer gentle Cozen,welcomehither,
Male, 1knowhimnows Good God betimes remoue
Themeanes :ha&&kcs vsStrangers.:
Roffe. Sic, Amten. . ..
Moucd. Stands Scotland where itdid ?
Reffe. Alaspoore Countrey,
Almoft affraid to know ic felfe. Itcannot -
Be call’d our Mother, but our Graue ; where nothing
Rut who knowes nothing, is once fecneto fmile:

Where fighes,and groanes,and fhrieks that rent the ayre

| The generall caufe, orisita Fec-griefe

‘| Toaddethe death ofyou,

- Atonefell fwoope ?

Are made, notmark’d : Where violent forrow feemes
A Moderne extafic : The Deadmans knell,
Is there fearfe ask’d for who, and good mens liues
Expire before the Flowers in their Caps,
Dying, or cre they ficken.
Macd. Oh Relation; too nice,and yet too true.
Male. What'sthe neweft griete > ’
Roffe. Thatofan houres age,doth hiffe the fpeaker,
Fach minute teemes anew one,
Macd. How do’s my Wife?
Roffe. Why well.
Hacd. And all my Children ?
Roffe. Well too.
Aacd. The Tyrantha’s not bateer’d ac their peace?
Roffz.No,they wete wel at peace,when I did leaue ‘em
Mscd, Benotaniggard of yous fpecch : How gost?
Roffe. When 'l came hicher to tranfpore the Tydings
Which I haue heauily borne, there ran a Rumour
Ofmany worthyFellowes, that were out,
Which was to my beleefe witnef the rather,
For that I faw the Tyrants Power a-foor.
Now is the time of helpe : your eye in Scotland
Would ercateSoldiours, make our women fight,
To doffe their dire diftrefles, .
Malc. Bee't their comfore . -
We arc comming thither : Gracious England hath
Lene vs good Seyward, anden thoufand men,
An older, and a better Souldier, none
That Chriftendome giucs our. -
Roffe. Wouldlcouldanfwer  _
This comfore with the like. Buc I haue words
That would be howl'd outin the defere ayre,
Where hearing (hould not latch them.
HMacd, What cancerne they,

Due to fome fingle breft?

Raffe. No minde that’s honeft
Butinit (hares fome woe, though the mine part
Pertaines to you alone.

Macd. Ifitbemine
Keepe it not from me, quickly let me haue it

Roffe. Letnot your eares difpife my rongue for euer,
Which fhall poffeffe them with the heauieft found
That euer yet they heard.

Macd. Hlumh: 1 guefle aeic,

Roffe, Your Cafileis furpriz’d: your Wife,and Babes
Sauagely {laughter'd : To relate the manner
Were on the Quarry of thefe murther’d Deere

Mals. Mercifull Heaven:
What man, ne’re pull your hat vpon your browes
Giue forrow words ; the griefe that do’s notfpeake,
Whifpers the o’ze-fraught heart, and bids it breake.
AMacd. My Childrentoo?
Ro. Wifq,Childrcn,Segann,all that could be fonnd.
Macd. And I muft be from thence?My wife kil'd too?
Roffe. 1hauefaid,
Malc. Be comforted.
Let’s make vs Med'cines of our great Reuenge;
To curethis deadly greefe.
Macd, Hehp’s no Children. All my prety ones ?
Didyoufay All?Oh Hell-Kite ) All?
What, All my pretty Chickens, and their Damme

Male, Difputeitlikea mang
Macd.- I fhall dofo:

Nn 2 . Butl
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4But Imoft alfo fecleitasa man;

I cannot but remember fuch chings were

That were moft preciousto me : Did heauen looke on,

And would not cake their pare > Sinfull Macduff,

They wereall ftrooke for thee : Naughe thac Iam,

Not for their owne demierits, buc for mine

Fell flaughter on their foules : Heaven ref them now.
Mal. Bethis the Whetfone of vour fword, let gricfe

Conuert to anger: blunt noc rhe hearr,encagei.

Macd, O1could play the woman with mine eyes,
And Braggarc with my tongue. But gentle Heauens,
Cut thorc all inzermiffion : Frone to Front,

Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my felfe
Within my Swordslengeh fec him, ifhe icape
Heauen forgiue him too.
Mal. This time goes manly :
Come go we to the King, our Power is ready,
Our lacke is nothing but our leaue. (Mackei
Is ripe for fhaking, and the Powres aboue
Put on their Infiruments : Receiue what cheere you may,

The Nighe islong, that neuet findes theDay. ~ Exesnt
Attus Quintus.  Scena Prima.

Enter a Dotlor of Phyficke, anda wayting
Gentlewomsan.

Doét, Thaue too Nights watch'd with you, but can
perceiveno truth in your repore. When was it fhee laft
walk'd?
Gent. Since his Maiefty went into the Field, T haue
feenc her rife from her bed, throw her Night-Gown vp-
pon her, valocke her Cloffet, take foorth paper, folde 1c,
write vpon’t, read it, afterwards Seale it, and againe re-
turnc to bed ; yecall chis while in a moft fa leepe.
Deit. A greatperturbation in Nature, to receyue at
once the benefic of flecp, and do the effets of warching,
In this flambry agitation, befides her walking,and other
atuall performances, what (at any time) haue you heard
her fay?
Gent. ThatSir,whichI willnotreport after her.
Doit. You mayto me, and 'tis moft meet you fhould.
Gent. Neither to you, nor any one,hauing no witneffe
to confirme my fpeech. Enter Ladywith & Taper.
Lo you, heere the comes : This is her very gnife,and vp~
on my hfe faft afleepe:: obferue her,(land clofe.
Doét. How came ihe by chat lighe?
Gent. Why it (1o0d by her : fhe ha's light by her con-
tinually, "tis her command.
Dott. Youfec her eyes are open.
Gent. 1but their fenfe are fhut.
Dott, Whatis it fhedo’s now ?
Looke hotw fhe rubbes hec hands.
Gene. Itis anaccuftom’d action with her, to feeme
thus wathing her hands : T haue knowne her continue in
this a quarter of an houre.
Lad, Yetheere’s a fpot.
Deit. Heark,fhe fpeaks, T will fet downe what comes
from her, to fatistic my remembrance the more firongly,

Le. Out damned (pot: ouc I (a{. One:Two: Why
then 'tis time to dao't : Hellis murky, Fye,my Lord,fie,
a Souldier,and affear’d? what need we fearc?who knowes
it, when none can call our powre to sccompt :  yet who

i

wouldhaue thought the olde mman to- hauehad fo much
blood in him.

Doét. Do youmarke that? .

Lad.The Thane of Fife, had 2 wife :wheze is thenow?
What will thefe hands ne're becleane 2 No more o’that
my Lord, no raore o'that : you marre all wich chis flar.
ting.

Deit. Gotoo,gotoo:

You haue knowne what yon thould not,

Gent. Sheha’s {poke what thee thould not, T am fure
of that : Heauen knowes what fhe ha's knowne.

La. Heere's the fmell of the blood il : all the per=
fumes of Arabia will not fweeten chis liccle hand.

Oh, oh, oh.» . : .

Dott, Whatafighis there? The hare is forely charg’d.

Gent. 1wouldnot haue fuch aheart in my bofome,
for the dignity of the whole body.

Dott. Well,well,well,

Gent, PrayGoditbe fir.

Doit, Thisdifeafeisbeyond my pradtife : yetI haue
knowne thofc which haue walke in their fleep,who haue
dyed holily in their beds.

Lad. Wafb your hands, put on your Night.Gowne,
lookenot fopale: Itell you yet againe Bangwe’s buried ;
he cannot come out on’s .graue.

Dott, Euenfo? T

Lady. Tobed,tobed: there's knocking at the gate :
Come,come, come, come, gtue me yourhand : Whar’s
done, cannot be vndone. To bed,to bed,tobed.

Exit Ledy.
Dott. Willthegonowto'bed?

Gent, Direitly,

Doit, Foule whilp'rings are abroad: vnnaturall deeds
Do breed vanaturall troubles : infected mindes
Toctheir deafe pillowes will difcharge their Secrets :
Moreneeds fhe the Diuine, then the Phyfitian :
God,God forgiue vsall. Looke after her,

Remoue from her the meanes of: allannoyance,
Andflllkeepe eyes vpon her : So goodnighs,
My minde fhe ha’s mated, and amaz'd my fighte
I thinke,but dare not fpeake. )

Genr. Good nighe good Do&or» Exennt.

—_—

Scena Secunda.

Droim and Colowrs. Enter Menteth, Catbnes,
Angus, Lenox, Soldiers.

His Vnklé Sgyward, and the good A« 3
Reuenges burne in them : for their deere caufes
Woulg to the bleeding, and the grim Alarme
Excite the mortified man.
Ang. Neere Byrnan wood
Shall we well meet them,that way are they comming.
Céth. Whoknowecs if Dowalbane be with his brother?
Len. For certaine Sir, he isnot :  hauea File
Ofall'the Gentry ; there s Seywards Sonne,
And many varuffe youths, that cuen now
Proteft their firft of Manhood,
AMent. Whatdo's the Tyrant,
Cath. Great Dunfipanc he firongly Forcifies :

Arf;m,The Englith powre is necre,led on by 21a/eotu,
acdof.

Some fay hee'smad : Others, that leffer bate him,
Do call it valiant Fury, but fer certaine
He
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He cannot buckle his diftemper’d caufe
Within the belc of Rule.
Ang. Now do’s he fecle
His fecrec Murthers Ricking on his hands; .
Now minutely Reuolts vpbraid his Faith-breach:
Thofe he cc ds,mouc oncly in d.
Nothing inloue : Now do’s he feele his Title
Hang loofe about him, like a Giants Robe
Vpona dwarfifh Theefe.
Ment. Who then fhall blame
His pefter'd Senfes torecoyle,and fase,
When all that is within him, do’s condemne
Ic felfe, forbeing there.
Cath. Well, march we on,
To giue Obedience, where 'tis truly ow’d :
Meet we the Medcine of the fickly Weale,
And with him poure we in our Countries purge,
Each drop of vs.
Lenox. Offo muchas it needes,
To dew the Soueraigne Flower,and drowne the Weeds:
Make weour March towards Bitnan,  Exewnt marching.

Scena Tertia.

Enter Macbeth, Doctor jand Attendants,

Mach, Bring me no more Reports,let them fiyeall :
Till Byrnane wood remoue to Dunfinzne,

I cannot taint with Feare, What's the Boy <M alcolme?

Washe not borne of woman ? The Spirits that know

Allmorall Confequences, haue pronounc’d me thus:

Feare not Machethyno man that’s borne of woman

Shall ere haue power vponthee. Then fly falfe Thanes,

Andmingle with the Englith Epicures,

ThemindeI {way by, and the heare I beare,

Shall neuer fagge with doub, nor fhake with feare.
Enter Serwant.

The divell damne thee blacke,thou cream-fac’d Loone :

‘Where got'ft thou that Goofe-logke,

Ser. There is ten thoufand.

Mach. Geefe Villaine?

Ser, Souldiers Sir.

Mach. Goprickethy face, and ouer-red thy feare
Thou Lilly-liver'd Boy. What Soldiers, Patch?
Death of thy Soule, thofe Linnen checkes of thine
Are Counfailers tofeare. What Soldiers Whay.face?

Ser. The Englifh Force,fo pleafe you,

2Mach. Take thy facehence. Segyton, Yam fick at hare,
WhenIbchold : Seyren, I fay, this puth
Will cheere me euer, or dif-cate me now.

Thaueliw'd long enough : my way of life
Isfalncinto the Seare, the yellow Leafe,
Andthat which fhould sccompany Old-Age,
AsHonor, Loue,Obedience, Troopes of Friends,
I muft not looke to haue : butin their Reed,
Curfes, not lowd buc deepe, Mouth-honor, breath
Which the poore heart would faine deny and darenot.
Seyton?

. Enter Seyton.

Sey. What's your gracious pleafure 2

CMach. What Newesmore ?

Sey. Allis confiim’d my Lord,which was reported,

Mach.1le fighe,till from my bones,my flefh be hackt.

“Muft miniG® co himfelfe.

Giucme my Armor,

Sgye. "Tisnot needed yet,

Mach, Tle putiton:

Send out1hog Horfes, skitre the Country round;
Hangthofe that talke of Feare. Giue me mine Armor:
How do’s your Patient, Do&or ?

Dett. Notfo ficke my Lord,

As theis troubled with thicke-comming Fancies
Thackeepe her from her reft,

Mach. Cure ofthat -

Can’ft thou not Minifter to aminde difeas’d,
Plucke from the Memory arooted Sorrow,
Raze out the written troubles of the Braine,
And with fome fweet Obliuious Antidote
Cleanfe the fufft bofome, of that perillous Auffe
Which weighesvpontheheart ?

Doit, Therein the Patient

Mac. Throw Phyficke to the Dogs, 1le nohe of ic:
Come, put minc Armour on : giue me my Staffe :
Seyton, fend out : Door, the Thanes fiye from me:
Come fir, difpatch. Ifthou could’t Dotor, caff
The Water of my Land, finde her Difeafe,

And purgéit to 4 found and priftive Health,

I would applaud thee to the very Eccho,

Tha thould applaudagaine. Pull't off 1fay,
WhatRubarb, Cyme, or what Purgatiue drugge
Would fcowre thefe Englith hence :hear't § of them

Dott, Imy good Lord : your Royall Preparation
Makes vs heare fomethirg,

Mach. Bringit afterme:

I will notbe affraid of Death and Bane,
Till Bitnane Forzeft come to Dunfinane.

Doit. WereIfrom Dunfinane away,and cléere,

Proficagaine fhould hardly draw me heere. Exeunt

Scena Quarta,

Dratm and (olours. Enter Malcolme,Seyward, Macdnffe,
Seywards Sonne, Menterir, Cathnes, Angwu,
and Soldiers Marching.

Malé. Cofins,I hope the dayes arencereat hand
That Chambers will be fafe.

Ment. We doubtitnothing,

Syew, What wood is this before vs ?

Ment, Thewood of Birnane,

Male, LeteuerySouldier hew him downe a Bough,
Andbear’cbefore him, thereby fhall we (hadow
The numbers of our Hoaft, and make difcouery
Erreinreportof vs.

Sold. It thall be done.

Syw. Welearneno other, but the confident Tyranc
Keepes ftill in Dunfinane,and will indure
Our fetting downe befor't,

Male. “Tis his maine hope :
For where there is adiantage tobe giuen,
Both more and leffe haue giuen him the Reuolt,

And none ferue with himﬁzux confirained things,
Whofehearts are abfent oo,
Macd, Letouriukt Cenfures
Attendthe truceuent, and put we oni

nn 3

Induftriousf
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Induftrious Souldicrfhip.
Sey. Thetimeapproaches, .

That will with due decifion make vs know

‘What we fhall {ay we haue,and what we owe:

Thoughts fpeculatiue, their vnfure hopesrelate,

But certaine iffue, Aroakes muft arbicrate,

Towards which,aduance the warre.  Exewnt marching

Comes toward Dunfinane, Arme,Armie,and oue,

If this which he auouches, do’sappeate,

Thereisnor flying hence, nor tarrying hece,

I’ginne tobe a-weary of theSun, -

And wifh th'efate o'th'world werenow vndon,

Ring the Alarum Bell, blow Winde, come wracke,
Atleaft wee'l dye with Harnefle on our backe,: Exenns

Scena Quinta.

Scena Sexta.

Enter Macbeth, Seyton, & Senldiers, with,
Drum and Colowrs.

Mach. Hang out our Banners on theo@ward walls,
The Cryis fill, they come : our Caftles firength
Will laugh a Siedge to fcorne: Heese let them lye,
Till Famineand the Ague cate themvp :

Were they not forc’d with thofe that fhould be ours,

‘We might haue mee them darefull, beard to beard,

And beate them backward home. What is thatnoyfe ?
A Cry within of Women,

Sey. Ttisthe cry of women, my good Lord.

Much. Thaue almoft forgot the tafte of Feares :
The time ha’s beene, my fences would haue cool'd
To heare a Night-fhricke, and my Fell of haire
Would at a difmall Treatile rowze, and firre
As life were in’t,. I baue fupe full with horrors,
Direncflc familiar to my {laughterous thoughes
Cannot once ftare me. Wherefore was thatcry ?

Sey. The Queene (my Lord) is dead.

Much. Shefhould haue dy’de heereafter ;
There would haue beene a time for fuchaword :
T'o morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow,
Creepes in this petty pace from day to day,

To thelaft Syllableot Recorded time :

And all our yeRerdayes, haue lighted Fooles

Thewayto duR{ death. Our, out, breefe Candle,

Life’sbut a walking Shadow,a poore Player,

That firucs and frets his houre vpon the Stage,

Andthenis heard nomore, ltisaTale

Told by an Ideot, full of found and fury

Signifying nothing, Enter a Meffenger,

Thou com’t to viethy Tonfue sthy Story quickly.
Mef. Graciousmy Lord,

I thould report that which I fay I faw,

But know not how to doo't.

Mach. Well, fay fir,

‘Mef: As1did Rand my watch vpon the Hill
1look’d toward Byrnane, and anon me thought
The Wood began tomoue.

Afach, Lysr,and Slave.

Afef. Letme endure your wrath, it benot fo ¢
Within this three Mile may you fee it comminge
1fay,a mouing Groue.

Mach. 1€thou fpeak’tfhlfe,

Vpon the next Tree fhall thou hangalive -

Till Famine cling thee : 1€ chy fpecch be footh,

1 care notif thou doft for me as much,

Ipullin Refolution, and begin

To doubt th'Equinocation of the Fiend,

That lies like truth. Feare not,till Byrnane Wood
Do come to Dunfinane,and now a Wood

Drumme and Colours. L

Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macdwffe,and their o Army,
with Bowgbes. -

Mal. Now neere enough:
Your leauy Skreenes throw downe,
And fhew like thofe you are: You (worthy Vakle)
Shall with my Cofin your right Noble Sonne
Leade ourfirt Battell. Worthy 21acduffe, and wee
Shall take vpon’s what clfe remainesto do,
According to our order.
Sey. Fareyouwell:
Do webut finde the Tyrants power to night,
Let vs be beaten,if we cannot fight.
Macd Make all our Trumpeu%pcak,giuc thé all breath
Thofe clamorous Harbingers of Blood,8& Death. Exenns
Alarwms continwed,

Scena Septima.

; Enter Macbeth.
Mach, They hauetied me toa ftake, Icannot fiye,
But Beare-like I muft fighe the courfe. What'she
That was not borne of Woman? Such aene
Am I to feare, oz none.
Enteryomng Seywards
Y. Sey. Whatis thy name ?
Mach. Thou'lebe affraid vo heareit,
7.8¢y. Nos though theu call’ft thy felfe ahoter name
Then any isinhell,
Mal: My name’s CHacheth,
7.5¢p.The diucll himfelfe could not pronouncea Title
More hatefull to mine care. :
Mauch. No: nor more fearefull.
7.Sey. Thoulyeft abhorred Tyrant,with my Sword
Ile proue the lye thou fpeak ft. .
Fight,andyoung Seyward flaine.
Mach. Thou was’tborne of woman
But Swords I fmilear, Weapons laugh to fcorne,
Brandifh’d by man that’s of a Woman botne. Exit.
Alarums. Enter Mucdsffe. .
Mued. That way the noife is : Tyrant thew thy face,
Ifthou beeft flaine, and with no firoake of mine,
My Wife and Childrens Ghofts will haunc me fill :
1 cannot firike at wretched Kernes, whofe armes
Are hyr'd to beare their Staues ; cither thou Aucbeth,
Or clfe my Sword with anvnbattered edge - -
1 theathagai decded. There thoufhould'A be,
By this greatclatter, one of greateft note:

Seemes
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Seemes bruiced. Let me finde him Fortune,
Andmore Ibeggenot. - - Ewit.s

Enter CMaleolme and Syward,. >

Sey. This way my Lord,the Caftles gerly réndreds”

The Tyrancs people,on both fides do fight,
The Noble Thanes do brauely in the Warre,
‘The day almtt it felfe profefies yours,
Andlittleiscodo. .
Male. Wehaue met with Foes
That Rrike befide vs,
Sey. Eoter Sir,the Cafile. Exennt. Aldrum
Emter Macheth.
Much. Why fhould I play the Roman Foole,and dye
Onminc owne {word ? whiles, I fee lines,the gathes
Do betrer vpon them.
. Enter Macdnffz.
Macd, Turne Hell-hound, turne,
Mach, OFall men elfe I haueauoyded thee :
But iet thee backe, my foule is too much charg’d
Withblood of thine already.
Macd: 1 haue no words,
My voice isin my Sword, thou bloodier Villaine
Thentearmes can giue thee ouc. Fight: Alarkm
Mugh. “Thouloofeft labour,
As cafie may’ft thou the intrenchant Ayre
With thy keene Sword imprefle,as make me bleed :
Letfall ziy blade on vulnerable Crefts,
Ibearea charmed Life, which muft not yeeld
To one of woman borne.
Macd. Difpaire thy Charme,
And letthe Angell whom thou (il haft feru’d
Tell thee, Mucduffe was fromhis Mothers womb
Vatimelyript. - .
Mach: Accurfedbe that tonguethae tels mee fo 3
For ithath Cow’d my better partof man :
Andbe thefe Tugling Fiends no more beleeu'd,
That palter with vsina doublefence,
That keepe the word of promife to our eare,
And breakeitto our hope. Ilenot fight with thee,
Macd. Then yeeld thee Coward, .
And liucto bé the fhew, and gaze o’ch’time,
Wee'lhaue thee,as our rarer Monfters are
Painted ypon a pole,and vnder-writ,
Heere may you {ee the Tyrant.
Mach. T will not yeeld
Tokiffe the ground before young Malcolmses feet,
And to be baited with the Rabbles curfe.
Thou%'h Byrnane wood be come to Dunfinane,
And thou oppos'd, being of no woman borne,
YetI willtry the laft.’ Before my body,
Tthrow my warlike Shicld : Lay on Macdsffe,
And damn’d be him, that fir@ cries hold,enough.
. ' Exeunt fighting.  Alarums,

o

Alariiwss, |

 Enter Fighting, and Mucheth fliine,”

Retrent yund Flowrifb, Eniér with Drrumsms avd Colonrs,
Malcilns,Scyward, Rolfe, Thanes & Soldiers.,
> Mal, T'would the Frierds we miffe; were fafearriu'd”
Sey. Somemuft go off: and yét by thefe] fee,
Sogreataday asthisischeapelyboughe,
Mal. Macduffeis miffing,and your Noble Sonne.

Reffe.Your fon my Lord,ha’s paid a fouldiers debr, «
Heonely lin'd but till he was aman,

The which no fooner had'his Proweffe conficm’d
Inthevnfhrinking Ration where he fought,
But likeamanhe Ey‘de; o

Sey. Then heis dead? :

Roffe.,and brought off the field: your caufe of forrow [}
Muftnot be meafur’d by his worth, for then -1
Ithathno end, ’

Sey. Had he his hurts before ? -

Roffe. 1,0ntheFront,

S7. Why then,Gods Soldierbehe : . .
Had Ias many Sonnes, asThaue haires, - -~ +f
1 would not with them to a fairer death: - if
And fo his Knell is knoll'd. ]

Mal, Hee's worth more forrow,
-And that Ile fpend for him. : S
. §¢p. He's worthno more, .
They fayhe parted well,and paid hisfcore, =~ - =
And fo God be with him.. Here comes newer comfo‘t(i-
Enter Macduffe;with Macbeths bead: .

Macd. Haile King, for fo thou art. 4
Bchold where Rands
Th'Vfurpers curfed head : the time.s free s
Ifee thee compaft with thy Kingdomes Pearlé,
Thatfpeake my falutation in their minds :
Whofe voyces T defire alowd with mine.
Haile King of Scotland, :

ARl HaileKing of Scotland, :Flowrifh,

Mal. We fhall notfpend alarge expence of time,
Before we reckon with your feuerall loues,

And make vs euen withyou, My Thanes and Kinfmen
Henceforth be Earles, the fitft that euer Scotland
Infuch an Honor nam'd: What's mere to do,
Which would be planted newly with the time,
As calling home our cxil'd Feiends abroad,
That fled the Snares of watchfull Tyranny,
Producing forth the cruell Minifters
Ofthis dead Butcher,and hisFiend-like Queene ;
Who(as tis thoughe) by felfe and violent hands,
Tooke off her life. This and what needfull elfe
That call’s vpon vs, by the Grace of Grace,
We will performe inmeafure,time,ond placez .~ *
So thankes to all ac once, and to each one,
Whom weinuite, to fee vs Crown'd at Scone.

ifbe Exewns Omwes,

FINIS.




