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1ddicion,haile ‘moft wmt‘w Thane,

What,can the Deuill fpeake true ?
I he Tharne of Cawdor lives

Wiy doe you dreffeme in borrow ll(oo 52
(Vo was the Thane Jines yet,
Butvnder heauie Tudgement beares that at Life,
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t Arc not without Ambicion, bue without

| That I may powremy Spirits in thine Eare,

| What is your tidings?

§ o

{ The Raven fimfelfe is hoatfe,

Thea would make

Of direlt Crielt

Stop vp thacceffe,and

For in my way it lyes, Starres bide your fires,

Let not Light fee my black and deepe defires :

The Eye winke at the Hand; yet let that bee,

Which the Eye feares,when it is done to {ze. Exir,
King. True,worthy Banguo : he is full fo valiant,

And in his commendations, | !

Itisa Banquet to me. Let’s after him,

Whofe care is gone before,to bid vs welcome :
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It is a peerclefle Kinlman, Flsurifb.
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Scena %z}zm.‘
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Enter CWacbeths wifz alone with a Letter,

Lady. They met me in the day of fucceffe - and I bane
learwd by the perfelt'[t report, they haue smare in them, then
mortall knowledge. When Iburnt in defire to queftion thems
fursber, they made themfelues Ayre, intowhich they vanib'd.
Whiles I ffood vapt in the wonder of it, came Miffines from
the King, who all-hail'd me Thane of Cawdor, by which Title
befare, thefe weyward Sifters [aluted me, and rveferr'd me to
the comming on of vime, with haile King that [balt be, This ;
basie I thought good te deliner thee (my deareft Partner of
Greatuc(le) that thon might' st ot loofe the dues of reigycing
by being ignorant of what Greatneffé 15 promis’d thee. Lay
it to thy beart, and farewell,

Glamys thou are,and Cawdor,and fhalc be

What thou art promis’d: yet doe I feare thy Nature,
Itistoo full o’th” Milke of humane kindnefle,

To catch theneereft way. Thou would’it be great,

The illneffe fhould atrend 1t. Whae thou would'f highly,
Thac would’ft thou holily : would'@t not play falfe,
And yet would't wrongly winne.

Thould'ft haue,great Glamys,that which cryes,
Thus thou muft doe,if thou baue it

And that which rather thoun do’f} feare to doe,
Then wifheft fhould be vndone: High thee hither,

And chaflife with the valour of my Tongue

All thatimpeides thee from the Golden Round,
Which Fate and Meraphyficail ayde doth (eeme

To haue thee crown’d withall, Enter Meflenger.

Meff. "T'he King comes here toNighe,
Lady, Thou'rt thad o fay it,
Is not thy Mafter with hinr2 Who ,wer’ fo,
Would haue inforin’d for preparation.
AMeff.So pleale you,it is true: our Thane is camming:
One ot myfellowes had the fpeed of him;
Wao almoft dead for breath,had {carcely more
vp his Meflage

& a2 m"
Lady.- Giue hinn tending,
He brings great newes, Exit Meffenger.

¢ croakesthe farall entrance of Duscan

all thoughts,vnfex me here,
e from the Crowne to the Toe,top-full
: make thickmy blood,

| paflage to Remorle,

i

[ hat no compundlious vifitings of Natuve

e et e - e e e . SR s i 1.

The ngedw of <M acbeth.

Shake my fell purpofe, nor keepe peace betweene
Theffeét,and hit. Come to my W omans Breits,
And take my Milke for Gall,you murth’ring Minifters,
Where-euver,in your fightlefle fubftances,
You waic on Natures Mifchiefe. Come thick Nigh,
And pall theein the dunnet 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 Macbetb,
Great Glamys, worthy Cawdor,
Greater then both,by the all-hafte hereafier,
Thy Letters have tranfported me beyond
This ignorant prefent,and I feele now
The future in the infant. :

Mach. My deareft Loue,
Durcan comes here to Nighe,

Lady. Andwhen goes hence?

Macb. To morrow,as he purpofes,

Lady. O neuer,
Shall Sunne that Morrow fee,
Your Face,my Thane,is as a Booke,where men
May 1eade ﬁxangc miaters,to beguile the time,
Looke like the rime,beare welcome in yous Eye,
Your Hand,your Tongue:zlooke liketh'innocent flower,
Bue be the Serpent vndei’t. Herhats comming,
Mufi be providzd for : and you fhall put
This Nights great Bufinefle into my difpatch,
Which fhall to all eur Nights,and Dayes to come,
Gine {olely foueraigne fway,and Mafterdome.

Mach. Wewill fpeake further,

Lady. Onelylooke vp cleare:
Toalter fauor,ever is to feare

Leaue all the reft to me. Exennt,

Scena Sexta,

i i e — = e

Hobayesyand Torches. Enter King, Malcelw,
Donalbaine, Bangso,Lenox, Mucduff,
Roffe, Angna,and Attendants,

Kings This Caftlehatha pleafant feat,
The ayre nimbly and {weetly recommends it felfe
Vnto our gentle fences,

Bang. This Gueft of Summer,
The Templc«hauming Barler does approue,
By his loued Manfonry that the Heauens breath
Smells wooingly here : no lutry frieze,
Buttrice,nor Coigne of Vantage,but this Bird
Hath made his pendant Bed,and procreant Cradle,
Where they muft breed ;and haunt: I haue obferu'd
The ayre is delicate. Enter Lady.

King. See,fee,our honot'd Hoftefle:
The Loue that followes vs, fometime is our trouble,
Which ftill we thanke as Loue. Herein I teach you,
How you fhall bid God-eyld vs foryourpaines,
And thanke vs for your trouble,

Lady. All our feruice,
In cuery point twice done,and then done double,
Were poore,and fingle Bufinefle,to contend
Againft thofe Honors deepe,and broad,

f
|
v

Wherewith your Maieftie Joades our Houfe:
For thofe of old, and the late Dignities, i
Heap’d vp 1o them,we reft your Ermites. i
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L Kn,ﬂ'., \’Vh._r@ su‘tf‘ h ‘i""“ ( av'VdCh ; 200 UVLHCU thou cﬂeem g folﬂah}{'h of L.‘Fr
| We courft him at the heeles,2dndhad 2rs=”'no'e Andlive 2a Coward in thine owwne Eflceme?
To be his Purueyor: But he'tides wmlg Letting Idacenoe, waicvpen I would,
And his great Louc( harpe as his Spurre )ha 'nh\ phim | Likethe poore Catith®’Addage. " !
To his homebefore vs : Faire and Noble Hoffefle Mach. “rV"acc B
Weare your gueft to nighr,> I <‘are( llrl acha ¢ aman,
4 La. Your Sefiarnits uzer,
Haue cheirs, themfelues and \vh istheirs in compt,
To make cheir Audit at your High neﬁ.: plealure,
Still to returne your owae. . 4
King. Giue nie yourhand { Andto bemore thenwhat you'wergyou woula
C ~ondu@ tneto mine Hoft wé louel him highly, o much merethe man, Nastimesnor place
And fhall continue, our Gsacestowards hia 1 then adherejand yet youwould malkéboth::
By your leaue Ho(hitc. Exermt | They have madeth ' 4 and that-theirfittiefie now
B i Suckeyand know
- = = 2 Ly oeEsiieg o) s :“ -':.w ro loue the Babetha m";:...&-m.
Seens S Septima. ] o o x;‘*ﬂl’“‘*mm Face,
Haue | luckt my Nipplefrom JDO‘N-C[ e Gumaes,
i R T o 7 | Anddafht che Braines ouc, had I fo {fwome
Ho-boyes.  + Torches. As you l”me donete th‘c Votninsin g
Enter a Sewer avd diners Sevaantsyoul DifbesidndSerdice Mackh. 1f we (heould faile 2 ! ygmil 7o
oner the Stage. Thep eiver Macbetl. Lady. We faile? g B T N ]
Mack. Ifit were'done, whentis done, theritwer well, | But fcrew youtéoutage to'the fticking thw
It were done q'wlny 1t Afaffinacion And wee’le not fagle:: whcul)m;t 4 18 :;ﬂccpe
Covld trammell vpthe Confeqbence;znd cateh (Whereto the rather (hall his dayes hard lourney
lith his {urcrafc-.&rcccﬂ:; that bus this blow | Soundly inuite him) his ewo Chamberlaines
‘H]n it bethe be all,and the end all. Heere, Will 1 wich Winepanid Waflell,fo:cotinince;
But heere, vpont his Bankeéand Schoole of time, That Memorie,the \Warderoftthe Brainey /i
Wee'ld inmpe tielife to come, Burinthele Cafes, | Shall be a Fume,and the Receit ¢fiReaton 2 ‘ r
We fiill haue iudgement heere, that we but teach A Lymbeck onely s when in Sfinifhv{leepe; i il
Bloody Inftruétions,which being taughr, retirne Their drenched Nacures lyes'asinaBearh, i & N
Toplagueth th’ Enuente;, Thise ucm..mdfd Tuftice W hat cannot youand I performe vpon '
Commends th’Ingredience of our poyfon’d Challice Th’vnguarded Duncan ¢ VW “hat not ;:.Jtvron
Toour owne hps, Hee’s heerein do::mc‘ truft; His 1'")8'1"1L Officers? who fhall beare the guilt
Firft,as I am his Kir{nan, and his Subie(t, Of our great quell,
Scrong both apainft che Deed : Then,as bis Holt, Mach. bnuo forth Men-Children onely:
Who {hould againft his Mortherer (hut the doore, For thy vadaunted Mettle (hould compofe
Not beare the knife mv (elfe, Befides,this Dancane Nothing bur Malest Will ithot berecein'd,
Hath borne hisFacilties {fo meeke ; hath bin W hen we haue mask’d with blood thofe ﬂcepsct WO
So cleerein his great Office, that his Vertues Of his owne Chamber;and vsd their very Daggers,
Will pl eaaehkrﬁnﬁcls Ti umpet-tonguy da againft That they haue doi't 2
The deepe damnmon of his takit 1"0f’r. Lady. Who dares feceiue it ocher,
And Pitty, like a naked New-borne-Babe, As we fhallmiake's Gncie and Clamor rore,
Striding the blaft; or Heauens Cherubin, hors’d | Vpon his Death? .
Vponthe fightleffe Curriors of the Ayre, { Mazch. 1am fertled, and bend vp
Shall blow thehorrid deed in euery eye { Each corporall’Adent to this terrible Fear
That teares (halldrowne the winde. 1hauenoSpurre | Away,and mock the tiine with faireft fhow, .«
To pricke the fides of my intent, but onely | Folle Facerhufl Hidewharehe falle Heart dot knowa i
Vaulting Ambition,which ore-leapes it felfe, ( Exemnt N L
Andfalles on ¥R "éithes 3 Edter Lady. td v ‘
. | Hownow ? What Newes? l 2oy 5 T T
La,He has almoft fupt: why baue you left the chamber ? | . :
JIJM. Hath heask’d fog me?@ l nff,’ f S&",{},‘ﬁ‘l/ff. Q(,‘eﬁﬂ, Trfm,;;.
/' Know youtiot,he ha's ? ‘- ;
M We waJamgccd nofurcherin this Bufinefle : LT st ai k_,,ﬁw
He'n'rw Honour d mé of lare; and Fhavebonght
Goldea Opinions from all fores of people, Enter Banguo and Fleance with s Torch
Which would bewerne now i theit neweft glofle, ‘ ‘ beforeiim,
Not caft afide fo foone. é i Bang. Hlow gots the 1 light; Boy ?
La. Wasthe hope drunfiey 5o N Fleance: The Mooneis downe: I hauenot hefd the
Wherein you di¢ltyour felfe 2 Hathit {lept ince ? ] Clogk, 3
And wakes i€neWwts looke fo greent) and pale; Bang. Andfhéegoesdowne ac Twelue,
Acwhat'it did {6 Treely 2 From this e, Fleance, 1vake’s,'tis later, Sir,
Sueh T account thifloue. > Art thou affear’d | Baiq. Hwid, take mwy Sword:
To be thefamefin thineowne 'A &, and Valour, !1 Therc’q Husbandiy in Heauen,
As thoi art in défire PWeould it chou haue that® ' | Their Candiesare all out: taksthcethatt“'*
mm 2 ] Al
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| A heanie Summons lyes like Leadvponme, I goe,and it is done: the Bell inuites me, . : t
i{ And yet I would not {leepe: Heare it not,Dunean, for it is a Knell, 58
Mercifull Powers,reftraing in me the curfed thoughts That fummons thee to Heauen, or to Hell, Exit, ¥
| That Nature giues way to in repofe. o i
Enter Macbeth ,and a Sersant with a Torch, S cena Sec un 6{ %
Giuememy Sword : who's there?
Mach, A Friend. BN IR
Bang.\WhatSir,not yet at reft?the King’s abed, Euter Lady.
He hath beene invaufuall Pleafure, La.That which hath made thé drunk,hath made me bold:
And {ent forth great Largefle to your Offices, What hath quench’d them,hath giuenme fire.
This Dtamond he greetes your Wife withall, Hearke,peace: it was the Owle that fhrick’d,
By the name of moft kind Hofteflc, The farall Bell-masn,which giues the ftern’ft good-night,
And (huc vp in meafureleffe content, Heisabout it, the Doores are open : i
Mac, Being vnprepar'd, And the furfeted Groomes doe mock their charge
Our will became the feruant to defed, With Snores, I haue drugg’d their Poffers,
Which elfe fhould free haue wrought, That Death and Nature doe contend about them,
Bang, All'swell. Whether chey liue, or dye.
I dreamt laft Night of the three weyward Sifters: Enter Macbeth.
To you they haue thew'd fometruth, Mach, Who’sthere? what hoa?
Mach, 1tbinke not of them : Lagy. Alack,lanafraid they haue awak’d,
Yet when we can entreat an houre to ferue, And’tis not done: th’aucm:w,aqu not the deed,
We would fpend it in fome words vpon that Bufineffe, Confounds vs: hearke: T liv'd cheir Daggers ready,
If youwould graunt the time. He could not miffc ‘em. Had he not refembled
Bang. At yourkind'ft leyfure, My Father as he flept,I had dor’c,
Macbh, 1f you fhall cleaue to my confent, My Husband ? :
When tis,it {hall make Honor for you, Mach. 1 haue donethe deed :
Bang, Sollofenone, Did{ chounot heare a noyfe?
Infecking to augment it, but Rill keepe Lady.[ beard the Owle {chreame,and the Crickets cry.
My Bofome franchis’d,and Allegeance cleare, Did not you fpeake ?
I fhall be counfail’d, Mach, When?
Mach. Good repofethe while. Lady. Now.
Bang. Thankes Sir: theliketoyou,  Exit Banguo, AMach, Asldefcended ?
Mach. Goebid thy Miftrefle,when my drinkeis ready, Lady, 1.
She firike vponthe Bell. Gettheetobed. Exit. Aach, Hearke,who lyesi'th’ fecond Chamber 7
Is this a Dagger,which 1 fee before me, Lady . Dozalbaine,
The Handle toward my Hand? Come,let me clutch thee: Mac. This is o forry fisht,
I haue thee not,and yet I fee chee fRill, Lady. A foolifh thought,to {ay a forry fight,
| Art thou ot facall Vifion, fenfible Macb, There’s one didlaugh in’s flespe,
To feeling,as to fight? or art theu but And onecry’d Murther,thac they did wake each other
A Dagger of the Minde,a fal(c Creation, 1 ftood,and heard them : But they did fay theis Prayers,
Proceeding from the heat-opprefled Braine 2 And addreft them againe to {leepe,
I fee thee yet, in forme as palpable, Lady. There aretwolodg'd cogether.
As this whichnow I draw, Mach, One cry’d God bleffe vs,and Amen the other,
Thoumarfhallft me the way that I was going, As they had feene me wich thefe Hangmans hands:
] And {uch an Infirument I was to vfe, Liftning their feare, I could not fay. Amen,
Mine Eyes are made the fooles o'th’other Sences, When they did fay God blefle vs.
{1 Or elfe worth all the ret: 1 (cethee il Lady. Confider it not fo deepely.
And on thy Blade,and Dudgeon,Gouts of Blood, Maz.But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen?
Whichwas not fo before. There’s nofuchthing: I'had moft need of Blefling,and Amen ftuck in my throat.
Itis che bloody Bufinefle,which informes Lady. Thefe deeds muft not be thought
Thustemine Eyes. Now o're the one halfe World Afcer thefe wayes: fo,it will make vs mad. :
Nature feemes dead,and wicked Dreames abufe Mach Methought I heard a voyce ery,Slesp no moge:
The Currain’d {leepe: Witcheraft celebrates (Macberh daes muyther Sleepe, the innocent Slecpe,
Dale Heccats Offcings : and wither'd Muzther, Sleepe thatknits vp the rauel’d Sleene of Care,
Alarum’d’ by his Centinell,thé Wolfe, The death of each dayes Life,fore Labors Bath,
Whofe howle's his Watch,thus with bis ftealthy pace, | Balmeofhurt Mindes,great Natures fecond Courfe,
Wich Targsins rauifhing 1des, towards bis defigne Chiefe nourifher in Life’s Feaft.
Mioués likea Ghofts Thoufowre and fitme-fet Earth Lady. What doe youmeane? ,
' ¥Heare not my fteps,which they may walke, for feare ‘ Macb. Still it cry’d, Sleepe nomere to all the Houle : |
‘Thy very ftones prate of my where-about, Glamsis hath murther’d Sheepe,and therefore Cawdor
And take the prefent horrer from the time, Shall fleepenomore: Macbeth thall {leepe no more..
Which now {utes with.it. Whiles I threar,heliues: Lady, Who was it,that thus cry'd?why woschy Thaue, |
1 Words to the heat of deedes too cold breath giues, You doe ynbend your Noblefrength tothinke |
oA Bell rings, : Sq braine-fickly of things: Goe get fome Water, i
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And wafh this filchie Witneffe from your Hand,
Why did you bring chefe Daggers from thé place?
They mufi Iye there : goe carry them,and (meare
| The fleepie Groomes witly blood,
Macb. lle goe no more :
1 am afraid,to chinke what I haue done =
Looke on’t againe, I date net.
Lady. Infirme of ‘purpofe:
Giue me the Daggers: the fleeping,and the dead,
Are burasPi&ures i ’tis the Eye of Child-heod,
That fearesapainted Deuill, 1f he doebleed,
e guild the Faces of the Groomes withall,
For it muft feeme their Guiit, Exit.
Krocke withia,
Mach. Whence is that knocking ?
How is’t with me,when eaery noyfe appalls me ?
What Hands are here? hsh : they pluck out mine Eyes.
Will all great Neptumes Ocean wath this blood
Cleane from my Hand? no:this my Hand will rather
The multitudinous Scas mcarnardine,

Making the Greene one,Red,

!
i
L
|
1
?

Enter Lady.

Lady,, My Hands are of your colour : bur 1 {hame
To weare a Heart {o whtte, Knacke.
Ihesre a knocking at the South entry &

Retyre we to our Chamber :

Alirtle Water clearesvs of this deed.
How eafie is it thén'¢ your Conftancie
Hath left you vnattended.
Heaike,more knocking.

Get on your Nighe-Gowne,leaft occafion call vs,
And (hew vs to be Warchers: be not loft

So poorely in your thoughts.

Knacke.

Mach. To know my deed, Knocke.
'Twere beft not know my {elfe,
Wake Duncarn with thy knocking :
[ would thou could'it. Exennt,

Scena Tertia,

EButer a Porter.
Knocking within.

Porter. Here’s a knocking indeede : if a man were
Porter' of Hell Gate, hée thould haue old turning the
Key. ' Kwock::  Koock,Knock,Knock. Who's there
veh’name of Belzebub? Here’s a Farmer , that hang’d
himfelfe on th’expe&ation of Plentie:Come in time,haue
Napkins enow about you,here youie {weat for't, Knack.
yKnock, knock., Who' there in th'other Deuils Name?
Faith here’s an Equinocator, that could {weare in both
the Scales againft eyther Scale, who committed Treafon
enough for Gods fake,yet could not equivecateto Hea-
uen : oh come in, Equivocator. Kaock, Knock,
Knock,Knock, Who's there ? “Faith here’s an Englith
Taylor come hither , for ftealing out of a French Hofe:
Come in Taylor, here'you may roft yourGoofe. Knock,
Knock Knock, Neuerat quiet : What are you? buc this
place istoo cold for Hell. 1le Deuill-Porter it no furcher:
I had chought to hauve let in fome of all Profeffions, that
goe the Primrofe way toth’euerlafting Bonfire,  Kneck,

Anon,anon,] pray you remember the Porter,

i et ttn

1

. With a new Gorgon, Doenot bid me fpeake:

Enter Macduff,and Lenox.

Macd, Was it folate,friend,ere you went toded,
That you doe Iye fo late ?
Pore Faith Sir,we were carowfing till the fecond Cock:}

And Drinke,Sir,is a great proucker of three things.

Macd. Whav thtee things does Drinke efpecially
prouoke? ‘

Port, Marry, Sir, Nofe-paiating, Sleepe, and Vrine.
Lecherie,Sir,it prouokes,and vnprouokes : it prouckes
the defire,bucit takes away the performance, Therefore
much Deinke may be faid to be an Equinocator with Le-
cherie; it makes bim,and it marres himj it fets him on,}.
and it takes himoff 3 it perfwades him, and dif-heartens
him ; makes him (tand too,and not ftand teo : in conclu-
fion,=quittocates him in a fleepe,and giving him the Lye,
leaues him.

Macd. 1beleene, Drinke gaue theethe Lye laft Night,

Port. Thatitdid,Sir,i'the very Throatonme: but L
requited him for his Lye, and (I thinke)being too firong
for him,though he rocke vp my Legges fometime, yet I
madea Shiftto calt him,

Euter Macbeth.

Macd. 1sthy Mafter firring ?
Qur knocking ha’s awak'd him: here he comnes.

Lenox. Good morrow, Noble Sir.

Mach. Good morrow both,

Macd, Tsthe King Rirring,worthy Tharie?

Moach. Not yer.

Macd. Hedid command mé to call timely on him,
I haue almoft flipt the houre,

Mz b. Tlebring you to him,

Maed, Tknow this is aioyfull croubleto yous
But yet ’tis one,

Mach. Thelabour we delight in,Phyficks paine :
This is the Douwre,

Macd, lle make fo bold to call, for’cis my limitted
feruice. Exit Macduffe,

Lenox, Goesthe King hence ro day 2

Mach. He does: he did appoint {o.

Lenox. TheNight ha’s beenvnruly:
Where we lay,our Chimneys were blowne downe,
And (as they fay) lamentings heard ith’Ayre;
Strange Schreemes of Death,
And Prophecying,with Accents terrible,
Of dyre Combuftion,and confus’d Euents,
New hatch’d toth’ wofull time.
The obfcure Bird clamor’d the live-long Night.
Some fay,the Earth was feuorous,
Auid did fhake.

Mach, *Twas arough Nighe.

Lencx. My young remembrance cannot paralell
A tellow roit.

e S TR I e e —

Enter CMacduff.

Macd, O horror, horror, horror,
Tonguc nor Heart cannot conceiue,nor name thee,

Mach, and Lenox, What's the macter ?

Macd. Confufion now hath made his Mafter-peece:
Moft {acrilegious Murther hath broke ope
The Lords anoynted Temple,and ftole thence

he Life o’th’ Building,

Mach, Whatis't you fay,the Life?

Lenox. Meane you his Maeftie?

Meacd, Approch the Chamber,and deftroy your fight
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Sec,and then fpeake your felues : awake,awake, Where our Fate hid in an augure hols, |
Exennt Macbeth and Lewox. | Mayruth,and feizevs ? Lets away, !
Ring the Alarum Bell : Murcher,and Treafon, Our Teares are not yet brew’d, ¢
Bangno,and Donalbaine : Malcolme awake, Mal."Nor our firong Sorrow ]‘
Shake off this Downey {leepe, Deaths counterfeit, Vpon the foot of Motion.
And looke on Death it (elfe : vp,vp,and fee Banqg. Looke tothe Lady: |
" The great Doomes Image: Malcolme,Banguo, | Anc when we haue our naked Frailties hid; |
As from your Graues rife vp,and walke like Sprights, That fuffer in expofure; letvs meet, , ‘
Fo countenance this horror. Ring the Bell, And queftion this moft bloody pizce of worke,
Bell rings, Ewnter Lady, To know it further, Feares and ferples fhakeys s,
. Lady. What's the Bofineffe¢ Inthe great Hand of God I fland,and thenge,
That fuch a hideous Trumpet calls to pariey Againft the vndivulg’d pretence, | fight
The fleepers of the Hou(z? fpeake,{peake. Of Treafonous Mallice.
Maed, O gentle Lady, Macd. And fodoe],
"Tis not for you ro heare what I can {peake : All. Soall. $a0\F
The repetition in 2 Womans care, Mack. Let’s briefely put onmanly readinefle;
Would murther as it fell, And meer i’ch’ Hall together.
Enter Bangso. : All, Well contented, Exennt,
O Bangrio,Bangus, Our Royall Mafter’s murcher’d, Male. What will you doe?
Lady. W oe alas ; Let’s not confort with them :
What,in our Houfe ? To (hew an vnfelt Sorrow, is an Office
* Ban. Too cruell,any where. Which the falfe man do’s eafie,
iDeare Dsff, 1 prychee contradiét thy lelfc, | Ile to England.
And fay,itis not fo, Don. Tolteland,I: ‘
Our feperated forrnne fhall keepe vs both the fafer :
Enter Macbeth Lenox ,and Roffe, Where we are,there’s Daggers in mens Smiles;
: The neere in blood, the neerer bloody,
Mach. Had 1butdy'd anhonre before this chance, AMzle. This murtherous Shaft that's fhor,
I had liu’d a blefled time: for from this inftane, Hath not yet lighted:and our fafelt way,
There’s noching ferious in Mortalitie: Is to auoid the ayme. Thereforeto Horfe,
Allis but Toyes : Renowneand Grace is dead, And let vsnot be daintie of leave-taking, |
The Wine of Life is drawne,and the meere Lees But hiftaway : there’s warrant in that Theft,
Is left chis Vaule, to brag of, Which fteales it {elfe, when there's nomercie left.
Exeunt.

Enter Malcolme and Dewsalbaine,

—

Denal. What isamifle?
Mach., Youare,and doenot know'e: Sfé’lld %ﬂﬂ'd.
The Spring,the Head,the Fountaine of your Blood ! |
Is (topt, the very Source of it is ftopr. - . |
Macd. Your Reyall Father’s inurcher’d,

Maj. Oh,by whom? Exter Roffe,with an Old san, |
Lenox, Thofe of his Chamber,as it feem'd,had don’e :

Their Hands and Faces were all badg’d with blood, Old man, Threelcore and ten T can remember well,

So were their Daggers,which vawip'd,we found Within the Volume of which Time,I haue feene

Vpon their Pillowes: they ftar’d,and were diftraited, ( Houres dreadfull,and things ftrange: bur this fore Night

No mans Life was to be trulted with them, ' Hath trifled former knowings,
Mach. O,yet I doe repent me of my furie, Roffe. Ha,good Father,

Thar I did kill them. Thou feeft the Heauens,as troubled with mans A&,

Maed. Wherefore did you fo?

Threatens his bloody Stage: byth’ Clock 'tis Day,
Aach. Who can be wile,amaz’d,temp’rate, & furious,

And yet darke Night ftrangles the trauailing Lampe :

Lovall.and Neutrall,in amoment ? No man; | Is’c Nights predominance,or the Dayes thame,

Th'e zpedition of my viclent Loue That Darknefle does the face of Earth intombe,

Out-run the pawfer, Resfon. Herelay Dawcan, When living Light thould kiffe ic ?

His Siluer skione,lac’d with his Golden Blood, 0ld rwan, * Tis vonaturall,

And his ga(h’d Stabs,look’d like a Breach in Nature, Euenlike the deed that's done ; On Tuefday lafl,

For Ruincs waftfull entrance : there the Murtherers, A Faulcon towring in her pride of place, '

Steep’d in the Colours of their Trade ; theirDaggers Was by a Mowfing Owle hawke at,and kill’d,

| Vomanoerly breech'd with gore: who could refraine, Rofflz. And Dancans Horfes,
L That had ahearc to loue ; and in that heare, (A thing moft firange, and certaine)

Courage,to make’s loue knowne ? Beauteous,ard fwift,the Minions of their Race,
Lady. Helpe mehence, hoa. Turn’d wilde in nature,broke their ftalls,Bong out,
Moacd. Looke tothe Lady, Contending *gainft Obedience,8s they would
Mal, Why doe we hold our tongues, | Make Warre with Mankinde.

That mof{t may clayme this arguwnent for ours ? ] Old man. "Tis faid they eate each other. !
Donal, What fhould be fpokenhere, Roffe, Thcy didfo: & {

Y o j.
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| To th’amazement of mine eyes thatlook'd vpon's.
'i Enter Macduffe,
| Heere comes the good Macduffe.,
| How goes the world-Sir;now 2
| Macd. Why fee younot ?
Roff.Is’t known who did this morethen blendy deed?
Macd, Thofe that Macberbhath {laine.
Rsff. Alas the dsy;
What good could they pretend ?
Macd, They were{obborned,
Malcolme, and Dosalbzine the Kings two Sonucs
Are ftolne away dandfled, which puts vpon them
Sufpition of the ceed.
Roffe. *Gainlx Nature f1ill,
Thriftleffe Ambitton;that will ravenvp
Thine owne lives meanes : Then 'tis mofi like,
The Soueraignty will fall vpon Aduchers.
(Macd. Heisalready nam’d,and gone to Scone
Tobe inuefted.
Roffe. Where is Dancans body ?
Y Macd. Carried toColmekill,
The Sacred Store-houle of his Predece{lors,
And Guardian of their Bones,
Roffe. V&"i}lypu to Scone ? ¢
Maed. No Cofin, lleto Fife,
~ Roffe Well, I will thither.
Macd, W ell may you f{ee things wel done there:Adicu
Leaft our old Robes fit cafict thenour new,
Roffe. Farewell;Father.
Old M. Gods benyfon go with you,and with thofe
That would make good of bad,and Friends of Foes.
' Excunt omnes

Actus Tertins.  Scena Prima.

Euter Banquo.

Bang. Thou haft itnow, King, Cawdor,Glamis,all,
As the weyard Woinen promis’d, and I feare
Thou playd’t moft fowly for’t : yetit was faide
It {hould not ftand in thy Poflerity,

But that my felfe (hould be the Roote,and Father
Of many Kings. Ifthere come'truth from them,
As vpon thee CMacheth, their Speeches thine,
Why by the verities on thee made good,

May they not be my Oracles as well,

And fet me vp inhope, But hufh,nomore,

Seit founded. Enter Macketh as King, Lady Lewox, |
Roffe,Lords and Attendants,

Mach. Heere's our chiefe Gueft,
_Lg, 1fhe had beene forgotten,
Ithadbene as a gap inour great Fealt, .
And all-thing vabecomming.
Mach. Tonight we hold a folemne Supper fir,
And Ile requeft your prefence.
Bang. Letyour Highnefle
Command vpon me, to the which my duties
Are with a moft indiffoluble tye
For euer knit.
Mach. Rideyourthisafternoone ?
Ban, I, my good Lord,
Mach. We (hould haue elfe defir'd your good aduice
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(Which Rill hath been both graue,and profperous)
In this dayes Councell: but wee’ie take to morrow,
Is’t farre you ride?
Ban. Asfarre,my Lord,as will fill vp the time
*T wixt this,and Supper. Goe not my Horfe the better,
I muft become a borrower of the Night,
For a darke houre,or twaine,
Mach, Faile not our Feafl,
Ban, My Lord,I will not.
Mack, We heare our bloody Cozens are heftow’d
In England,and in Ireland,not confefsing
Their cruell Parricide,filling theic hearers
With ftrange inuention. But of that to morrow,
When therewithall,we fhall haue caufe of State,
Crauing vsioyntly, Hye youcoHorfe:
Adieu,till you returne at Night,
Coes Fleance with you?
Ban. I,my good Lord : our time does call vpon's.
Maeh. 1 with your Horfes {wift, and fure of foot £
And fo I doe commend you to their backs.
Farwell, Exit Bangno.
Let cuery man be mafler of his time,
Till {evenat Night,to make focietie
The fweeter welcome :
We will keepe our felfe till Supper time alone;
Whilethen God be withyou, Exennt Lords,
Sirrha, a word with you : Attendthofe men
Our pleafure?
Seruant, They are, my Lord, without the Pallace
Gate. ‘
Mach. Bring them before vs. Exit Sernant,
To be thus,is nothing, but to be fafely thus :
Our feares in Banguo (ticke deepe,
And 1n his Royaltie of Nature reignes that
Which would be fear’d. "Tis much he dares,
And to that dauntlefie temper of bis Minde,
He hath a Wifdome,that doth guide his Valour,
To aét infafetie. There is none but he,
Whofe being I doe feare : and voder him,
My Genins is rebuk’d,as it is {aid
Mark_Anthouies was by Cefar. He chid the Sifters,
When ficft they puc the Name of King vpon me,
And bad them fpeake to bim. Then Prophet-like,
They bayl'd him Father to a Line of Kings.
Vpon my Head they plac’d a fruitlefle Crowne,
And pur a barren Sceprer in my Gripe,
Thence to be wrencht with an ynlineall Hand,
No Sonne of mine fucceeding : if 't be fo,
For Bangso’s Ifle haue I fil'd my Minde,
For them,the gracious Duncan haue I murther'd,
Put Rancours in the Veflell of my Peace
Onely for them,and mine eternall Iewell
Giuen to the common Enemie of Man,
To make them Kings, the Seedes of Bawgno Kings,
Rather then fo,come Fate iuto the Lyft,
And champion me toth’viterance.
Who's there ?

Enter Sernant, and two Murtherers,

Now goeto the Doore, and ftay there till we call.
Exit Sernant.
Was it not yefterday we {poke together?
Murth, Tt was,fo pleafe your Highnefle,
Mach, Well then,
Now haue you confider’d of my {peeches::

Knew,l
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Know, that it was he,in the times paft,
Which held you fo vrder fortune,
Which you thought had been our innocent felfe,
This I made goodto you,in our laft conference,
Paft in probation with you
How you were borne in hand, how crofi :
The Inftruments: who wronght with them:
And all things elfe,that mighe
To halfea Soule,and to a Notien eraz’d,
Say,Thus did Banguo,

‘x. Murth. You made it knowne tovs,

Mach, 1did fo: -

And weot further, which is now
Our point of fecond meeting.
Doc you findé your patience {o predominant,
In yournature, that you can let this goe?
Are youfo Gofpell'd,vo pray for this good man,
Aund for his T{Tue, whofe heauvie hand
Hath bow’d you to the Graue, and begger’d
Yours for euer ?
1. Murth. \We are men, my Liege.
Moach. 1,m the Catalogue ye goe formen,

Showghes, Water-Rugs,and Demy-Wolacs are clipt
All by the Name of Dogges : thevalued file
Diftinguifhes the {wift,the low,the fubtle,
The Houfe-keeper,the Hunter, euery one
According to the gift, which bounteous Nacure
Hathin him clos’d: whereby he does receiue
Parcicular addition, fiom the Bill,
That writes them all alike : and fo of men,
Now,if you hauea fation inthe file,
Not i’th’ worlt ranke of Manhood, fay’t,
And I will puethat Bufine(fe in your Bofomes,
Whofe execution takes your Enemie off,
Grapplés you to the hearrzand loue of vs,
Who wears our Health but fickly in his Life,
Which in his Death were perfect.
2. Muwrth, 1amone,my Liege,
Whom the vile Blowes and BufFets of the World
Hath fo incens’d,that I am reckleffe what I doe,
To (pight the World,
1. Murth. And 1another,
So wearie with Difafters,tugo’d with Fortune,
That T would fet my Life on any Chance,
To mend it,or be rid on’t.
Moach, Both of you know Banguo was your Enenie,
Murth, True,my Lord.
Mich, Soishemine: andin fichbloody diftance,
That euery minute of his being,thrufts
Againft my neer't of Life:and though I could
With bare-fac'd power fweepe him from my ﬁgﬁu,
{ And bid my will auouch it yet I muft not,
For cestaine friends that are both his,and mine,
Whofe loues T may not drop,but wayle his fally
Who I my felfe fliuck downe: and thenceitis,
That I to your affitance doe make loue,
Masking the Bufinefle from the common Eye,
For fundry weightie Reafons,
2. Murth, We thallny Lord,
Performe what you cammand ve.
1. Murth., 'fhough our Lines--
Mack, YourSpirits (hine through you,
{ Within this hioure, at moft,
{ I will aduife you where to plant your felues,
| Acquaint you with the perfedt Spy o'th” time,

{
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As Hounds,and Greyhounds,Mungrels,Spaniels,Curres,

The moment on't,for’t muft be done to Nigh,
And fomething fromthe Pallace: alwayes thoughe,
That I require a cleareneffe; and with him,
To leaue no Rubs nor Botches in the Worke:
Fleans his Sonne,that keepes him companie,
Whofe abfence is no lefle mareriall torie,
Then is bis Fathers,mufl embrace the fare
Of that darke houre: refolue your felues apart,
Ile come to you anon,
Murth. We are refolv’d,my Lord.
Mach. lle callvpon you firaight  abide within,
It is concluded : Banguo,thy Soules flight,
If it finde Heauen,raufl finde it ourtoNight. - Exensr,

Scena Secunda.

e p— -

Enter CMacbeths Lady, and a Sevuant.

Lady. s Barguo gone from Court?
Sersant. 1,Madame,but returnes againete Nigh,
Lady. Say to the King,I would attend his leyfure,
For a few words,
Seruant. Madame, T will,
Lady. Nought’s had, all’s fpent,
Where our defire is got without content :
"T1s fafer,to be thae which we defiroy,
Then by deftruction dwell in doubifull joy.
Enter Clacbeth.
How now,my Lord,why doc youkeepe alone ?
Of forryeft Fancies your Companions making,
Vfing thofe Thoughts,which fhould indeed haue dy’d
With them they thinke on: things without all remedic
Should be without regard: what'sidone,is done,
ZMack. We haue {corch’d the Snake,not kill’d it:
Shee’le clofe,and be her felfe,whileft our poore Mallice
Remaines in danger of her former Tooth,
But let the frame of things dif-ioynt,
Both the Worlds fuffer,
Ere we will eate our Meale in feare,and flecpe
Inthe affliction of thefe terrible Dreames,
That (hake vs Nightly: Better be with the dead,
Whoin we,to gayne our peace,haue fent to peace,
Then on the torture of the Minde to lye
In refile(fe extafic,
Duncane is in his Graue ;
After Lifes ficfull Feuer,he {leepes well,
Treafon ha’s done his worft : nor Steele,nor Poyfon;

Exit.

- Mallice domeftique, forraine Leuie, nothing,

Can touch him further.
Lady, Comeon:
Gentle my Lord.{lecke o’re yourrugged Lookes,
Be bright and Iouiall among your Guefts to Night.
Mach. So fhall] Loue,and foIpray beyou:
Let your remembrance apply to Bangso,
Prefenc him Eminence,both with Eye and Tongue :
Vnfafe the while, that wee muft laue
Our Honors in thefe flactering fireames,
And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts,
Difguifing what they are,
Lady, You muftleauc this.
Mach. O, full of Scorpions js my Minde,deare Wife::
Thou know'ft,ttmic Bangmo and his Fleans liues
Lady. Buc
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Lady. Butinthem, Natures Coppic’s not ererne.
Mach, There’s comfore yer,they are affaileable,
Then be thouiocund : erethe Bat hath flowne
His Cloyfter'd flight, ere to black Hecrats fummons
The fhard-berne Bectlc ,with his drowhc liums,
Hath rung Nights yawning Peale,
There fhall bedosica:deed of drcacfull note,

Lady. What's to be doge ?

Till thou applaud cthe deed: Conve,{eeling Night,
Skarfe vp the tender Eyeof pitt‘sﬁxll Dw,

And with thy bloodie and inuifible Hand

Cancell and teare to pieces that grcat Bond,
Which keepes me pale. Lightthickens,

And the Crow makes ‘\ng toth Rookxc Wood:
Good things of Day begin to droope, and drowfe,
1 Whiles Nwhts black Agents to their Prey'sdoe rowfe,
Thou maruell’t at my words: but holdthee (till,
Things bad begun,mzke ftrong themfclues byill:
Soprythee goe with me. Exennt.

Mach. Be innocent of the knowledge,deareft Chuck,

Scena Tertia.

Enter three Adartberers,

1. Butwho did bid thee ioyne with vs?

3. M‘&!Cét’fbo

2. Heneedes not our miftruft,fince he dr-Ixucrs
Our Offices, and what we haue to doe,
Tothedire&ion iuft.

1. Then ftand with vs:
The Weft yet glimmers with fome fireakes of Day.
Now fpurres the lated Traueller apace,
To gayne the timely 1nne; end neere approches
The fubie& of our Watch.

3. Hearke,I heare Horles,

Bangnowithin, Giucvs a Light there,hoa,

2. . Then’tis hee:
The reft, that are within the note of c:\][n:c:t:auou:T
Alreadze arei’'th’Court.

1. His Horfes goe abour,

3. Almoftamile: but he dogs viually,
So all men doe, from hence toth’ Pallace Gite
Make it their Walke,

Enter Bangtio and Fleans with a Torch,

2, A Light,a Light,

3. °Tis hee,

1. Stand teo’t, __ :

Ban. Tvwillbe Raynetd Nighes : &

1.Let it come downe,

Ban. O, Trecherie! N
Flye good F!t'ﬂﬂ! flye, ch flye,
Theu may'freveng e O Slaue !

3. Who did firike oue thé Lmht ?

1. Was't not the ij

. There*sburone downe: the Sonne is: ﬂcd
2. Wehaueloft '

Exennt .,

Beft halfe of our Affaire. > B L2
1. Well, let’s a.way,nnd fay how much is done, o

Sczena Quarta.

Banguet prepar d. Enter < Macbeth, Lady,Roffe, Lenax:,
Lords, and e Aitendants.:

Mach. ¥ouknow your owne degrees,fic doynes
At firtand lafi,ehe hearty welcome.

Lords. Thankes toyour Maiefty.

Mach. Our {elfe willmingle with SDcxety, 3
And play the humble Hoft : oS
Our Hofteffe keepes her Stare but in beﬁ time
We will require ber wr:lcome. SRECH |

La. Pronounce it for me Sir, to all our Fncnds,
Formy heart {peakes ;thay.are welcome, -

Enter firft CMuriberer, i ¢

Mack See they encounter thee with cheir harts thanks |
Both (idesare euen: heere Ile fici’chimid’f,
Be large in mirth,anon weell drinke 2 Mealure
The Table round: There’s blood vpatrthy face,

Murr. Tis Banguo'sthen,

Mact.*Tis bewer thee w.thout, then he within.
Ishedifparch’d 2

AMur. My Lord his throat is cut, thae T did for him,

Mac. Thouare the befto’th’Cut-throats,
Yethee’s good that did thelike for Fleans:

If thou didt it, thou are the Non-pareill. .

Mur. Moft Royall Sig
Fleans is fcap’d. b

UMach. Then comes my Fitagaine?

I had elfe beene perfeét 5

Whole asthe Marble, founded as the Rocke,
Asbread, and generall, as the cafing Ayres

But now I am cabm d, ctib "d,confin’d, bound in’
To fawcy doubes, anﬁ fcarcs But qum sfafe?

AMar. 1,my good Lord: fafein aditeh he bides,
With twenty trenched gafhes on his hiead ;

)

Theleaft aDeath to Narure, .7 ‘ , Bles)
Mach. Thankes for chat: ¥ s

There the growne Serpent lyes, the worme that's ﬂed

Hath Nature thatin time will Venom breed, it

No teeth for th'prefent. Gex thee gone, to morrow 17
Wee'l heare our fclues againe, Exit Muyderer.

Lady. My Royall Lord, of
You do not giue the Chcerc the Feafk is f@ld
That is not oftcn vouch’d, wh:le tigamaking
"Tis given,with welcome: to feede were beftat home ¥
From thence, the fawece'tomeate isCeremony, -
Meeting'were bare wuhcuc it

Enter the Gl;q/i of Bdﬂqua, and firs in Mcéﬂzbs p!otm

(.7/{466 Siveet Rcmembrancer
Now good digeflion waiteon Aquemc,
And health on both
Lenox.. May'vpl eafe your Highneffe fic.
Mach. Herehad welnow ot Gountries Honor ;roof'd,
Werethie grac’d perfon: ofour Burgnoprefent :
Who, may | rather challcnge for vnkmdneﬂ"c,
Then pitty for Mifchagges 'l om0 cids "as;
Reffe. His abfence (Sir) flind
Layes blame vpon his'ptémife, Plcas tyour H;ghmeffc
To grace vs with your Royall Compmy?

Mt‘al’j
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Mach, T he T'»b]“k fall,
Lenox. Heereis aplace refern’d Sir,
Mach., Where?
Lenox. H
What is’c that moues your Highneffe
“CMuach, Which of s you hawe done tms}"
Lords. Whatymy good Lord >
Mach. Thouo: Fdid iv: neuer [hake
_T'H'v goar} lockes at ane
Ka[[r Gentlemen mc is Highnefleis not well.
Lady. Sitworthy Friends: myl ord is Pf:en thus,
' And hath beene from Mis youth:. Pray you kcepe Seat,
 The fic is mementary, vpom ah ought’
{He will againe bewell. If mukhyounote him
You fhall uﬁq:*ld i, 2nd extend hiaPaHmn,
tFeed, and regard himnot., Areyoua man?
JI.Q-—!' 1, andabold one; rhncdaumm{c onthat
Which rmg)ntnol sall the Pluclln
La. O proper fluffe s
Thiss the very p»mtmﬂ of yourfeare:
This is the Ayresdrawnd-Daggerwhich youfaid
Led you to Duncay.c O, the& flawes.and flarts
(Impoftozs ta g 1(:.11"(‘) wonkdwellbecome
A\\mrmm.mrv at a Winteps fire: \
Al theriz’d by f‘CL Grandam fhameit felfe;
Nhy do you make {uch faces ? When all’s' dene
‘1 ait lookebutona
Mach Psymce {ce there:
{ Behold, looke, loe; how fay yau
. \wiv\' what care I, if thou canft ned, fpeake too.
: Aha fes, 11 iohr Graues tnufl fend
our Montments
5 (zi'ii_\,'acs.v
;'}ii‘:g:,m’d

|
i
|
\
\
i
|
|
|
{
1
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quOI’;',

€ C] 1t v in FO”Y. i
Mach. 1F] “h‘ml.c:re,liﬂa\y himi '
t La. Fieforfhame.

| Mach. Bloodhathbene {'h‘c! ere new,i'th’alden time
' Ere bumane Statute purg’d.thegéntic Weales

I,and finsetoo; Murthersiipue bené perform’d

e S S e 0 S S e 2

The T}agedif, of AL dcéetb.

"Approach thoulike the xucmed Ruffian bclrr
The arm’d Rhinoceros, orthyHircan Tiger,
Takeany {h ape but chat, and my firme Nerues
Shall neuer tremble: ()1 bealiue-againe,
And dareme torhe Defart with thy St vax
If trembling Iinhabit themyproteft mee ‘
The Baby ofaGlrlc. H(nce horrible fhadow,
Voreall mock’ry hence, Wi by fo, being gone
T'amaman againe: pray you ft fill.
La, You bauc difplac’ d the mirth,
Broke the good mer'fin‘g,wir 1moft admir’d diforder,
Mach. ( anfuch things be,
And ouercome s like a Sumqacrr Clowd;
W 1tlmu:our1pcrml wondei? Youmakemefiianoe
Euen to the difpofition that J owe
When now I'thinke you can bx"lmld fuchfighes,
Andkeepe the naturall Rubie of your Cl Jrv’kra
When mine is blanch’d with feare.
Roffe, What fighrs,my Lord ?
Ligs] pmvxm» fpeakepor:heg
Q tionenrages him :
Stand not vpon Lhcmu’n of your goir
But go at once.
Len. Good Inight and better health

sworie & worfe

onge

on

l,f)(

Attend his .A.ncﬂ\.
Lﬂ.

A kinde ﬂnndmﬁl ttoall,
b. It wll haue blood they fay:

Blood will haue Blood :
Stonces haue beene knowne to moue, & Treesto fpeake :
Augures, and vonderflood Relations, haue
By Maggot Pyes, & Choug m,&t?ookcsb oughe forth
The feeret’ man of Blood. W hausthcmght?

2, Almoftat oddes with 1morping,whichis which.

Mach. ;- ow fay’ft thau that Aducdyff denies his-perfon

Atour great bidd m;;
Didyou'fend to him Sit 2

Alach. 1 heare it by the way : But T will fend s
There’s notaone of them but in his houfe -
11 1‘"€Pu a Seruant Feed. I willtomorrow

Too terrible farche eare. Thetimes has beney

That when the Bz aines wereotitythicman wmrl l dye,

And there an end : But now theyirife agdine

Wigdttwenty moreall urehiers-on thcxr crownes,”

And puth vsifrond aus floolcsi, This is more ﬁ‘rangc

Thenfuchamurtbanisas ) 3T

svEaaMyworihy Lord

| Your Nuou, Friends do lacke you.. i
Aach. 1diafotger:

Do not mufeatme oy mpft wortny Fmvds

(And betimes Iwill) to the weyard Sifters,
More fha 2llthey fpeake: for nowlambent to know
| Bysthe worftmeanes, the mu;"%, for mine owne good,
All caufesfhall give way, Taminblood
Stepr in fo farre, Lhat[hcw] f I wade nomote,
Returning were as tedious as goore:
‘Straroe‘.sunw I haue in head, chdr will re hand,
Which muﬁ beadled, ere they ma ybt:zc:mo_.
La. You lacke the feafon of all Narutes,fleepe.

I banea firangé¢ mbumity; whichisoothing i
tTo tho fe le know e Come,love and health to all,
&Ii ien e fir downe : Giue meforde Wimneshll full 2
Enter G u.,/?'
adife .:a‘! my achiwhale T able;
ingue, whom we miffe:
,‘ ,‘.,’w; 1he were'h toall wn] hioh wee thitfl]
{{ And all to all,” 3‘-.7T'-‘, 169
| Lords. Our dnr.cs,'.,td the plﬂdne.
HEMWac. \n;m;,, & it vy Bghele the caith hxclc !]uc

e

§
I
ji
ﬁ

1 (Jj Mh\. 119 ,f';
i1Andto our deere *

Mach.Come,weel to fleepe : My fRrange & {elf-abufe

s the initiate fearesthat wantsthard vie:
Weare yet but yong indeed, Exennt,
& Fr—— e g

|

Scena Quinta.

Tounder. Enter theabireeWirches, meeting

Heéat.

i
3 'i'inremws aid mapseyelelle;shyblood is cold : 4
Thouh :;r;*;ﬂpmulabmmin rhafe ®yes

1. Why hawnow Heeat,youlooke angerly? |
Hee, Baue Inotreafon (Beldams) as youage®
Sawcy,and over-bold, how did youdare
To Frade; and T .affncku with-dfacber),
InRiddies;and Affaires of death ;

1l Which thog Ld..ﬁoh'.\l-f? withe nalisdo 1ai187 Ly
i L% 1‘1'.&‘.:.-; of this 0(‘0095_(‘35‘952 & :? ¥ 33
t'Burasa thing of Cuftome:: Ixsfﬂ:-mmr, ‘
.‘:Cy{ﬁy doibPoylesthe pldafute: 6fthenm
ﬁ‘ Mact. R ”.a:fm;tln.u,,gi;i‘:,i\;‘e. y¢ i ¥ 2353 ‘
LR AT -

Exit Lords, :

Cacemces® )

Aﬂ\’% |
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| And T the Miftrig ofyum Charme Vhere he beltowes him{elfe ? i
4 foans som tl STant due of Bi h i
iiNﬁsnencr all’d to beare my part, rom whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birt

|

l“‘i 1’1 fi’lf’ £n 'llﬁﬁ L,,O“r[ n(] lS rece \:rp d

Or fhew th gz oty of our Art ?
OFW“"' MOA,L ;.’ {CLS Enm’ﬂyé‘( \,‘/1,_

And which is worfe, allyot tlnnf_’d.".:’
Hath bene but f; "1\* ayward Sonne,

The clofe contriuer of all harmes, l Lam’ The Seanes of Duncare
?

grace,
That themaleuolence of Fortune, ‘r&mng

|
/ | . e
QPE”I‘EM“{'WG’. wr"".zfl ,Who (as o *Her*r, o) f mkesnoml ishigh refpe&. Thither AZacduffe
| ¢ :
Loues for his owne ends, not for you. | Isgone, topray Elchiy King, vpon his ayd
i I and and warlibel Chemard
B[?[r}'&kf‘a!‘v‘\“f}{‘lﬁl‘i{)‘,"i (;ctljm' gony ! TJ Wax '\Ounuﬂ‘u 1;5[‘(‘\.‘).-.4‘.]()V‘\L‘:J.j’.._bf-"yn”rvu
And atthepit of Acheren ‘
Meete me 'th’l vim'ninm : thither he i

Will come, to] m_af;.nu ftinie, |
Your Veffels, and your Spels prouide,

Your Charmes,and cuery thing befide {

I amfor th’Ayre : This wg)i e fpes 1i

Vnto a difmall, and a Fatall end.

Great bufineffe muft be wrought ere Noone,

s ’3 r:OdV Kni ‘“S)‘
ndree c',“f’ free Hor‘*"
noew. Andthisreport

- \ 1 1

Cino- rthar liea
\ngjthat hee

‘iI"" m “Warre.

Vpon the Corner of the Moone : ; 7 7

There hangsa vap’rous drop, profound, _ x,a“‘ de H md : ani with an nl\h«iu:‘_e Sir,not I

1le catchicere it cometo ground; Tt dy Meflenger mr}w,cs me his backe,
And that diftil’'d by Magicke ﬂm hts, | And s as who fhould fay, you’l rae the time
| Shall raife fuch Art Bl Sprig ]m | That cIf g ;,Ls me with this Anfwer.

As by the firength oftheir ;Huhou, Lenox. Andrthatwell might

anl, ma"ﬂﬂ iim onto hﬁ Ccnﬁ:Fom ! Adunﬁ him to a Caution, t hold what diftance

His wifedome can 'v_n'm: de, Some holy Angell

Flye to the Court of I Eng l"r“d .and vnfold

lns Mul:me ere e come, that a fwift ble lefling
May foone returne to this our {uftering Comvv

Vrc‘u a hand accurs’d.

{;;:k opes’boue \“g Se‘ ome (,W a:.a’i'écarf:

Andyou all know, S Security
1s Mortals cheefeft Enemie.
Maficke and @ Sor

s

"*1

]

Hearke, I am call'd : my litcle Spiric fee Lerd, 1le fend my Prayers with him., Exennt
Sitsina Foggy eloud,and ftayes for me, g 1 7 ol ;
Sing within. Come away, come away dvc,
1 Come, let’s make haft, (hee’l foone be i ' PO e
Wy : k _ . Ailus Ouartus.  Scena Prima.
ackeagaine, Exennt, ~ j
5;.(1 end p i 7 hender, Enter the three Witches,
VELNA DEXL A !
{ 1 Thricethebrinded Cat hath mew’d.
2 Thrice,and once the Hedg c-PJE)&c: whinid.
Euter Lenox and another Lord, 3 Harpier cries, ’tis time, 'tis timeq

1 Roundabourt the CalleU go:
ln th"pf‘rww’lnrr:uicr tluow b
Toad, that voder cold d ftone, .
D'ayr‘ and Nights, ha’s thirty one:
Sweltred Veno m{ ccpmﬂ got,
buv!f‘t oufirft i'ch _.u?‘.“""lboi‘.
Double, double, toile and crouble ;

Whom you may {ay (if't pleale you) Eleans Kill d, Fire 1"'”10’ and Casldron bubble.
For Fleans fled : Mm muft not walke too late. 2 Fillet of a Fenny an\c,

Who cannot want the thought,how monfirous Inthe Cauldron boy feand bake:

It was for Adalcalme, ar lf,l» for Donaibane Eye of Newt, and Toc of Fr ogﬁg,

Tokill their gracious Father ? Damned Fack, Wooll of Bat, and Tongue of ‘Dogge:
How it did greene Afacherh ? Did he no tltraight Addezs Forke, and Blinde- W(\FH’ICSSESHC‘

In piousrage, the two delinquents tesre Lizavds legge, and Howlets wing :

That were the Slaues of drink e,ondthrallcs of fleepe? }craCharme@('pow:cfuI]moublc,

Was ot chat Nobly donet 1, and wifely too : Like a Hell-broth, boyle and bubble.

For ‘twould haue anger’d any heart aliue e4H#, Double, double, toyle and trouble,
To hearethe men deny’t. SothacI fay, Fireburne, and Cauidn,n bubble.

He ha’sborne all things well, and I othinke, 3 Seale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolfe,

That had he Duncans Sonnes nder his Key, Wirtches Mnmmcy‘ Maw,and Gulfe
(As,and’c pleafe Heauen he fhalf not) t they fhould finde Of'the raujn’d falc Sea fharke :

What *cwere to kill a Father : So fhould Fleans. Roore of Hemlocke, dige’d i th'darke:

But peace ; for from broad words,as Jcmi e he fayl’d Liver of thphcmmr' lew,

H!?pr(‘1(ﬂf0”F the Tyrants Feaft, Inr Gall of Goate, and Slippes of Yew,

Uacdnffe lines in difgrace. Sir,can you tcll Sliuer’d in the Moones Ecclipfe: SO

Lenox. My former Spee ches,
Haue but hit your Tl.oughrs
Which caninterpret farcher : Onely I fay
Things haue bin ftrangely borne. The gracious Duwcan
Was pittied of Macheth : marry he was dead
Andtt t beright V'm:mt B: m,;m walk’d toolate,

\ 2L - Nofe/
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Nofe of T urke,and Tartars lips :
Finger of Birth- ‘r,,, 1gled Babe,

Di tcnuclmcx db by a Drab,
Make the Grewell chick
Adde thereto a2 Tigers C
For th’Ingredie: sce of our Cawdron,
Al D onble, double, , toyle and Ea‘(;z'iﬁ)l‘;
Fire burne ,,aml( anldron bubble
2 Coole it with a Baboones ’vmu d,

Then the C Hm ne is firme'and good.

'}

Enter [Ek‘c;»f.f);zifaaa’i.l)c' other three 7itches.

f—f&c O well done : I commend your paines,
And euery one {hall {harei’th’gaines:
And now about the Cauldron u[!”
Like Elues and Fairies in a Ring,
Inch anting all that yon putin.

TR
dOmetnt

Open Loc

r knockes.

Macbeth.

Whatis’t you do?

All. A deed 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 lettl em fight
Agair ﬂhazulmmh : Though the yefty Waues
| € Confound and fwallow N u'zg;zt'\on vp :
| i'v“whb 1dm Co nebel

s heads :

N §
I.unrc:ns to their & oun ndations: T

Of Natures Germaine, tumble altog
Euen nll deftruction ficken : Anfwer me
To what I aske you-

2 Demand.
Wee'l anfwer,
1 Say,ifth’hadft rather heare it from our mouthes,
Or ﬁcn,) our Mwer*
Mach. Call’em : let me {ee’em,
Powrcm ..‘owmbmo( , that hath eaten
Her nine Farrow: Greaze that’s {weaten
From the Murderers Gibbet, throw
Into the Flame,
A/, Come hich erlm. s

S5

1. Apparation,an Armed Head,
17406, Tell me, thou ynknowne power,
1 Heknowves thy thought:
v » oy V e
Heare his {peech, buc fay theu nought.
b, Macbeth, Macbeth :

iy

Beware the Thane of Fife : difmiffe me. umv th,

1¢ ‘b ‘f cends.,

vill not be comm uf‘d h ¢’s another

o Apparition, a Bloody Childs.
" CMacbeth, M, récrbjﬂdmﬁctb

ac i three eares. Ii d hn,.u’c [ﬂ”‘(’
. Bebloody, bold,& refolute :

- 1 1 A M < T Tao
Mack How now you fecret,black,& midnight Hags:

ces bln wn downe,

ighthe treafure

Thy Selfe and Office deaftly (how. Thunder

Jhat ere thou art,for thy good ‘-‘ution,thanka
t harp’d iny feare nwl Lut one word motre.

T bunder.

Z e Tmoedze of o M dclﬁff)

p—

p

e

e i e e <t g B

Lat aun hto fcorne

Thor powre of man : Fornone of woman borne

Shall harme 44 «umw’: Defeends,
Mac. Thenlive Macd anffe:what need I feare of thee ?

But yrr Ile make affurance : double {ure,

And take a Bond of Fate : thou fhaltnot lize,

That I may tell pale-hearted Fe are, it lies ;

And {lee pcm fpight of Thunder. T barsider |
Appmy:m;z a Childe ,ﬁmufl.‘?td witha T vee i bis band, |

’Wh'ir is this, that rifes like the iffue of a King,
And weares vpnn his Baby.brow, the round
Andt top of ! Soueraignty ?

All. Liften, but fpeake not too'.

3 Appar. Be Lyonmetled, proud,and take no care:
Who chafes, who fre ts, or where Confpirers are :
Macketh Fnl[ncuel vmqmﬂx d be, varill
Great Byrnam Wood, to high Duntm;u Hill
Shall come againft lum Defeend.

Mash, T!m will neuer bee :

Who can imprefle the Forreft, bid the Tree
Vnfixe bis earth-bound Reot ? Swee tboadments,good:
Rebellious dead, rife neuer till the Wood
Of Byrnanrife Jﬂd our h igh plac’d Macbetl
Shall line the L cafc ofNJture,pay his breath:
To time, and mortall Cultome, Vet my Hart
Thtobs to know one thing : Tell me, it your Art
Cantellfo much : Shall 5;1,7.7:!0 sifluceuer
Reigneinthis Kingdome?
All. Seeke to know no more,
Mach. T will befatisfied. Deny me this,
And an eternall Cutfe fall on you : Let me lwmw
Why finkes chat Caldron? & what noife is this? Hoboyes

1 Shew,

2 Shew.

3 Shew,

All. Shew his Eyes, and greeue his Hare,

Come hike fhadowes, {o d(’pnt
A fhew ofn r/;t Kings, and Banquo laft with 4 glaffe
rZrﬂm u ARG 1

Mach. Thouart too like the® .pmtmﬁ,mqw Down:
]h) LluWuu c}r) fn are mine Ly; ble And rixy Haie
Thou other Gold- ;uund.bww is like the fir@ :

A third, is like the former. Filchy Hagges,

Why do you L]‘(\«J’mcthl;x A fourth ? Start eyes !
What will zhe Line firerch out to’th’eracke of Doome ?
Anothcr_vct ? A feauenthr Ilefee no more::

And yet the eight appeares, who beares a wl‘mr“
Which ﬂlLNumm nany more:ardfome I fe

That two-fold *‘a,h 5, and trebble § eprnamn)
Horrible fight : Now I fee’tis true,

Forthe Blood-bolter’d Banguo fmx les vpon me,
Andpoints at themfor his. What? isthis {o?

1 ISir,allthisisfo, Bucwhy
Stands CMacbeth thus amazedly 2
Come Sifters, cheere we -vp his fpnwlts
And fthew thc beft of our delights.

Ile Charme the Ayre to giue a found,

While you perfonm your Antique round :

That this g great King may kindly fay,

Our duries, did his Wfiwmepay. Miuficke.
The Wwitches Dance and vanifb,

CMach. Where arethey ? Gone 2
L et this pernitious houre,

Stand aye accurfled in the Kalender.
Corne in, without there. Enter Lenox.

Lenox. What's your Graces will.

7 ,/‘[{{::{f‘[f

-

e e 2 e S R R S eV

e A T T e TN e P D S A et et

S —

i
f
i




The Tragedieof <M. acheth.

145

Mach. Saw you the Weyard Sifters ?

Lenox. Nomy Lord.

Mach, Cametheynotby you?

ewox. Noindeed my Lord,

Mach. Infe&ed bethe Ayrewhercon they ride,
And damn’d all thofe:that cru@ them,: 1 did heare
The s,alinppmg of Horfe. Who was’t came by ?

Len. Tis two or three my Lord that bring you word :
Macduffis fled to Englanid.

Mach. Fled torEngland 2

Len. 1,my good'L. ord

Mack. Timeythou anncqut "Rmy dr caoc‘mlous

The flighty pnrpufc neuer is.oTe<tooke
Valefie the deed'go with it. From'this moment,
The very hr{’clmos of my heart fhall be
The firftlings ofmy band, ‘And cuennow
To Crown' my thoughts with Agts: beit thoght & done:
The Caitle of J/Lwdaff, I will furprize,
Scize vpon Fife; giueto th’edge o th’Sword
His Wife, his Babes,and all vnformnatc Soules
That trace himin his Line. Noboafting like a Feole,
This deed Ile do, before chis purpofe coole,
But no more fights; Where ate thefe Geatlemen ?
Come bring me where they are. Exennt

Scena Secunda.

Enter Macduffes Wife hier Son,and Raffe.

wife. What had he done,to make him fly cthe

Roffe. Youmuft haue patience Madam.

Wife. He had none :
His flight was madnefle : when our Actions do not,
Qur feares do make vs Traitors, :

Reffe. You know not
Whether it was his wifedome,or his feare.

rife. Wifedom? to leaue his wife,to lcaue his Babes,
His Manfion,and his Titles, ina place
From whcncc himfelfe do’s flye? He loues vx not,
He wants the naturall touch. Forthe poore Wren
(The moft diminitive of Birds ) will fight,
Her yong ones in her Ne(t ngam(’t the Owle ¢
Allis the Feare, and nothing is the Loue;
Aslittleis the Wiledome, where che flight
So runnes againft all t'cafoxl.

Roffe. My deerelt Cooz,
I pray you {choole your felfe. But for your Husband,
Heis Noble, Wife, Iudicious,and beft knowes
The fits o’th’Seafon. I dare not{peakemuch further,
But cruell are the times, when we are Traitors
‘And do not know our {elues : when we hold Rumor

'From what we feare, yet know not what we feare,

Butfloatevpona wlldc and violent Sea
Each way,and meue. Itake my leaue of you:
Shall not belong but Ile be heere againe:
Things at the worft will ceafe or elfe climbe vpward,
To what they were before. My pretty Cofine,
Blefling vponyou,

wife. Father’d he is,
And yet hee’s Father-leffe,

Roffe. 1amforuchaFoole,fhould I ftay longer
It would be my difgrace, and your difcomfort.
I take my leauc at once. Exir Roffe.

g . = -

Land?

Wife. Sirra, your Fathers dead,

\ And what will you do now? How will you liue ?

Son, AsBirds do Mother.
wife. What with Wormes,and Flyes?

wife, Poore Bird,

[hon dﬁ neuer Feare the Net, nor Lime,
l Th: Ritfall, nor the Gin,

Son. Why fhould I Mother?
Poore Birds they are not fet for’
My Farther is not dead for all your {aying.

Ii/”xfe Yesheisdead :

How wilt tbou do foraFather?

San. Nay how will youdo fora Husband ?

wife. WhyIcan buy fhetwenty at any Market,

Son. Then you '] by "em to fell againe,

wife. Thou fpeak’lt withallthy wic,

And yet U’faich wicth wit enough for chee.

Son. Wasymy Facher a Traitor, Mother %

Wife. 1, thathe was.

Son. Whatisa Traitor?

Wife. Why onechat fweares,and [yes.

Sor. Andbeall Traitors,that do fo.

wife. Euery onethat da’s [0, is a Traitor,

And muft behang'd,

Son. And muft they allbe hang’d, that {fwear and lye?

wife. Euery one.

Sen. Who mult hang them 2

wife. W hy the hone(t men,

Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools:for there
are Lyars and Swearers enow; o beate the honeft men,
and hang vp chem,

wife. l\ow God helpe thee, poore Monkie :

But how wilt thou do fora Facher ?

1
i
ii Son, W:thwhazlgct]mmn ,2nd {o do they.
|

Son. 1f he were dead, youl’ld weepe forhim : if you
would nog, it were a good figne, thac I fhould quickely

\ hauea new Father.

wife. Poore pratler,how thou talk’ft 2
| f_.«za‘era /l[ﬁ[ﬁ/ﬂaer
AMef-Blefle you faire Dame : 1 am not to you known,
Though in your {tate of Honor I'am perfeét ;
I doubt fome danger do’s approach you neesely.
If you will take a homely mans aduice,
Be not found heere : Hence with your little ones
To fright you thuss Me thinkes I am too favage:
To do worfe to you, were fell Cruelty,
Which s too nie your perfon. Heauen PI('rCK‘LC you,
I dare abide no longer, Exit Meffenger
wifes Whether fhould Iflye?
1 haue done no harme. But I remember now
Iam in this earcthly world : where to do harme |
1s often laudable, to do good fometime
Accounted dmocrous folly. Why then (alas)

Do Iput vp that womanly df(CLTm'ﬁ
Tof{ay I haue done no harme?
VW hat aie thefe faces ?
Enter Murtherérs.
Mur. Whereisyour Husband ?
Wife. 1hopeinno place fo vofané ttified,
Where iuch as thou may’ft finde him.
Mur, He's a Traitor.
Son. Thou ly'ft thou fhagge-car’d Villaine,”
Mur, Whatyou Epge?
Yong fry of Treachery ?
Son, He ha’s kill'd me Mother,

Run away I pray you: Exit crying Mureber.
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Scana Tertin,

Enter Malcolme and Macduffe.

Mal. Letvs fecke out fome defolate thade, & there
'Weepe our fad bofomes empty.

Wacd. Letvsrather
Hold faft the mortall Sword : and like good men,
Beftride our downfall Birthdome : each new Morne,
New Widdowes howle,new Orphans cry,new forowes
Serike heaven on the face, that irrefounds
Asit it fele with Scerland, and yell’d out
Like Syllable of Dolour.

Masl. What I beleeue, lle waile ;
What know, beleeue ; and what I can redrefle,
As I {hall finde the time to friend : T wil.
What you haue fpoke, it may be fo perchance,
This Tyrant, whofe fole name blifters our tongues,
Was once thought honelt ; you haue low’d him well,
He hath not touch’d you yer. Tam yong,but fomething
You may difcerne of him through me, and wifedome
Tooff:r vp a weake,pooreinnocent Lambe
T’appeafe an angry God.
Macd, 1amnottreacherous.
Male. But Mache) is.
A good and vercuous Nature raay recoyle
Inan Imperiall charge. ButI fhall craue your pardon:
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpofe;
Angels are bright fill, though the brightet fell.
Though all things foule, would wear the brows of grace
Yet Grace muft fill looke fo.
Mascd. Thaueloft my Hopes.
Male. Perchance euen there
Where 1did finde my doubts.
Why in that rawnefe left you Wife, and Childe?
Thofe precious Motiues, thofe (trong knots of Loue,
Without leaue-taking. Ipray you,
Let not my Iealoufies, be your Difhonors,
But mine owne Safeties : you may berightly iuft,
What ever I {hall thinke.

Macd. Bleed, bleed poore Country,
Great Tyrrany, lay thou thy bafis fure,
For goodnefle darenot check thee : wear §thy wrongs,
The Title, 1s affear’d. Far thee well Lord,
I would not be the Villaine that thou think’R,
For the wholeSpace that’s in the Tyrants Grafpe,
Andche rich Eaft to boot,
Mal, Benot offended :
1 {peakenot asin abfolute feare of you :
I thinke our Country finkes beneath the yoake,
Itweepes, it bleeds, and each new day a gath
Isaddedto her wavnds, Ithinke withall,
There would be hands vplifted in my righe:
And beere from gracious England haue ] offer
Of goodly thoufands. But for all thus,
When Ifhall creade vpon the Tyrants head,
Or weare it on my Sword ; yermy poore Country?
Shall bave more vices then it had before,
More {uffer,and more fundry wayes then cuer,
By him that fhall fucceede.:
Macd. What (hould he be ?
Mal, Itis my felfe I meane :in whom I know
All the particulars of Vice fo grafted, ‘

The ﬂqgejie_’_ of <M acheth.

That whenthey fhallbe open’d, blacke Aacberh
Will feeme as pure as Snow, and the poore State
Efteeme himas a Lambe, bcing compar’d
With my confinelefle harmes.

Macd. Notinthe Legions
Ofhorrid Hell, can come a Diuell more damo’d
In euils, to vop Macberh.

Mal, Igranthim Bloody,
Luxurious, Auaricious, Falfe, Deceitfull,
Sodaine, Malicious, {macking of euery finne
Thatha's aname. But there’s no bortome, none .
Inmy Voluptuoufneffe : Your Wiues,your Daughiters,
Your Matrons, and your Maides, could not il vp
The Cefterne of my Luft,and my Defire
All continent Impediments would ore-beare,
Thatdid oppofe my will. Betces Macherh,
Then fuchan oneto reigne,

Macd, Boundlefle intemperance
Tn Nature is a Tyranny : It hath beene
Th'vntimely emprying of the happy Throne,
And fall of mnany Kings. But feare not yet
To take vpon you what is yours : you may
Conuey your pleafuresina {pacious plenty,
And yet feeme cold. Thetime youmay fo hoodwinke :
We haue willing Dames enough:there cannot be
Thar Vulturein you, to deuoure fo many
As will to Greatnefle dedicate them/feclues,
Finding it fo inclinde,

Mal. With this, there growes
Inmy moft ill-compos d Affe&ion,fuch
A anchleffe Avarice, that were 1 King,

I thould cut off the Nobles for their Lands,
Defire his Iewels, and this others Houfe,

And my more-hauing, would be as a Sawce
To make me hunger more, that I thould forge
Quarrels vniuftagainft the Good and Loyall,
Deftroying them for wealth,

Macd, This Auvarice
ftickes deeper : growes with more pernicious roote
Then Summer-feeming Luft: and it hath bin
The Sword of our flaine Kings: yet do not feare,
Scotland hath Foyfons, to fill vp your will
Ofyour meere Owne. All thefeare portable,
With other Graces weighd.

Mal. But 1have none, The King-becoming Graces,
AsTuftice, Verity, Temp’rance, Srablenefle,
Bounty, Perfeuerance, Mercy, Lowlinefle,
Deuotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude,

1 bave no rellifh of them, bur abound
In the diuifion of each fenerall Crime,
A&ting itmany wayes. Nay,had I powre, I fhould
Poure the fweet Milke of Concord,into Hell,
Vprore the vniuerfall peace, confound
All vnity on earth. 1

Macd. O Scotland, Scotland.

Mal. 1ffucha onebe fit to gouerne, fpeake:
I amas I haue fpoken.

Mac-Fit to gouern?No not to line, O Natid miferable!
With an varicled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred,
When fhalt thou (ee thy wholfome dayes againe?
Since thacthe truefl Iffue of thy Throne
By his owne Interdi&ion flands accufl,
And do’s blafpheme bis breed ? Thy Royall Father
Was a moft Sainted-King : the Queene that bore thee,
Oftner vpon her knees, then on her feet, '
Dy'decueryday the liwd, Farethee well,

Thefe
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Thefe Euils thou repeac’ft vpon thy felfe,
Hach banifh’d me from Scozland. O my Breft,
Thy hope ends heere,
CAMal. Macdsff, this Noble paflion
Childe of integrity, hath from my foule
Wip“d theblacke Scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts
To thy good Truth, and Honor, Diuellith e Macbeib,
By many of thefe traines, hath fought to win me
Into his power : and modeft Wifedome pluckes me
From ouer-credulous haft: but God aboue
Deale betweene thee and me; Forevennow
I put my felfeco thy Direétion, and
V:xfpcakc mine owne detration, Heer_e abiure
The raints,and blames I laide vpon my {elte,
For ftrangers to my Nature. I am yet
Vinknowne to Woman, neuer was foriworne,
Scarfely haue coueted what was mine ownes
At no time broke iny Faith, would not betray
The Deuill to his Fellow, and delight
No leffein truth chen life. My firft falfe {peaking .
Was this vpon my felfe. WhatIam truly
Isthine, and my poore Countries to command :
Whitherindeed, before they heereappioa:h
Old Seyward with ten thoufand warlike men
Already ata poinr, was fetting foorth:
Now weel together, and the chance of goodnefle
Be like our warranted Quarcell.y Why are you filent?
Macd, Sochwelcome; and vowelcom things % once
*Tis hard to reconcile. -
Enter a Daitor.
Mal. Well, moreanon. Comes the King forth
I pray you?
Doft. 1Sic:thereare acrew of wretched Soules
That fay bis Cure : their malady conuinces
The great affay of Art, Butat histouch,
Such fan&ity hath Heauen giuen his hand,
Tliey prefently amend. Exit;
Mal. IthankeyouDoéter,
Macd. Whav'sthe Difeafe he meanes?
Mal. Tis call’d the Enill.
A moft myraculous worke in this good King,
Which often fince my heere remaine in England,
1 haue eene him do : How he folicites heauen
Himfelfe beft knowes: buc ftrangely vifited people
All fwolneand Vicerous, pittifull to the eye, |
The meere difpaire of Surgery, he cures,
Hanging a golden ftampe about their neckes,
Paton with holy Prayers, and tis{poken
Tothe fucceeding Royalty helcaues
The healing Benedi&ion, With this ftrange vertue,
He hath a heauenly guift of Prophelie,
And fundry Bleflings hang about his Throne,
That fpeake him fall of Grace.
Enter Rajﬁ’.
Aacd. See who comes heere.
Male. My Countryman: butyet 1 know him not.
Macd. My cuer gentle Cozen,welcome hither.
Male. 1know himnow, Good God betimesremoue
The meanes thavmakes vs Strangers..
Roffe. Six, Amen. :
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ¢
Reffe. Alas poore Countrey,
Almoft affraid to know it felfe. It cannot
Be call’d our Métlicr, bur our Graue ; where nothing
But who knowes nothing, isonce {eene to {mile:
Where ﬁghcs,and groanes,and fhricks thatrent theayre

T

i Are made, notmark'd : Whereviolent forrow feemes
A Moderne extafie : The Deadmans knell,
Is there fcarfe ask’d for who, and good mens lives
Expire before the Flowers in their Caps,
Dying, or ere they ficken.
Macd. OhRelation; toonice and yet too true.
Male. What's the neweft griefe ?
Roffe. Tharofan houres age,doth hiffe the fpeaker,
Fach minute teemes anew one,
AMacd. How do’s my Wife?
Roffe. Why well.
CMard. And all my Children?
Roffe. Well too.
Macd. The Tyrant ha’s noc batter’d at their pcatc?
Roffe No,they were wel at peace,when ] didleaue 'ém
AMacd, Benotaniggard of your {peech: How gos't?
Roffe. When 1 came hither to tranfport the Tydings
Which I haue heauily borne, there ran a Rumour
Ofmany wonhy Fellowes, that were out,
Which was to my beleefe witneft the rather,
For that I {aw the Tyrants Power a-foot.
*Neow is the time of helpe : your eye in Scotland
Would create Soldiours, make our women fighe,
To doffe their dire diftrees,
Male. Bee'ttheir comfore
We' are comming rhicher : Gracious England hath
Lent vs good Seyward, and ten thoufand men,
An older, and a better Souldier,none
Thar Chriftendome giues our.
Roffe. Would 1 could anfwer
T his comfort with the like. But I haue words
That would be how!l'd outinthedefercayre,
Where hearing (hould not latch them.
CMacd. What concerne they,
The generall caufe, or is ita Fee-gtiefe
Due to fome fingle breft?
Reffe. No minde that’s honeft
Butin it {hares fome woe, though the maine part
Pertaines to you alone.
Macd. 1fitbemine
ﬁ Keepe it not from me, quickly let me have it,

Roffe. Letnot your cares difpife my tongue for ever,
Which fhall poffeffe them with the heauieft found
That ever yet they heard.

Maed. Humh: I guefle acir.
Roffe, Your Caftleis furpriz’d: your Wife;and Babes
Sauagely {laughter’d : To relate the manner
Woere on the Quarry of thefe murther’d Decre
Toadde the death ofyou,
Adale. Mercifull Heauen:
What man, ne’re pull your hat vpon your browes:
Giue forrow words 3 the gricfc that do’snot {pezke,
Whifpers the o’se-fraught heare,and bids ic breake.
Aacd. My Childrentoo?
Ro. Wife,Children,Seruants,all thatcould be found.
Macd. And I mufk be from thence?My wifekil'd too?
Roffe. 1haanefaid, }
Malc. Be comforted.
Let’s make vs Med’cines of our great Reuenge,
To curethis deadly greefe.
eMacd, Heha’s no Childrén. -All my prétry ones
Did you fay All2Oh Hell-Kite ' All? -
Whiat, Al my pretcy Chickens, and thejr Damme
At one fell fwoope? ,
Male, Difpureitlikea mang
Macd, 1 thall dofo:
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But Imnft alfo feele icasaman;;

I cannot but remember fuch things were

Tbat were moft preciousto me : Did heaven looke on,

And would not taketheir parc ? Sinfull Macduff,

They wereall Rrooke for thee : Naughe that I am,

Not for their owne demerits, but for mine

Fell flaughcer on their foules : Heauen reft them now.
Aal. Bethis the Whetftone of your fword, let griefe

Conuert to anger: blunt notrhe heart,enrage it.

Macd. O I could play the woman with mine eyes,
And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heauens,
Cut (hort all intermiflion : Front to Front,

Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my felfe

Within my Swordslength fet him, ifhe lcape
Heauen forgiue him too.
Mal. Thistime goes manly
Come go we to the King, our Power is ready,
Our lackeis nothing but our leaue. «acbeth
Is ripe for (haking, and the Powres aboue
Put ontheir Inftruments : Receive what cheere youmay,

The Nightis long, thac neuer findes the Day, =~ Exesnr
Actus Quintus.  ScenaPrima.

Enter a Doctor of Phyficke, anda Payting

Gentlewoman. ‘
Doit, ThauetooNights watch’d withyou, but can |
perceiue no truth in your report, When wasit fheelaft
walk'd ? !
Gent. Since his Maiefty went into the Field, T haue
feene her rife from her bed, throw her Night-Gown vp-
pon her, valocke her Cloflet, take foorth paper, folde 1t,
write vpon't, read it, afterwards Seale it, and againe re-
turne to bed ; yet all this while in a moft faft {leepe.

‘Doit. A great perturbation in Nacure, to receyue at
once the benefit of (leep, and do the effefts.of watching.
In this flumbry agitation, befides her walking,and other
actuall performances, what (at any time) haue you heard
her fay?

Gent. That Sir,whichI will not report afeer Her,
Doit. You mayrome, and’tismoft meet you fhould.
Gent. Neither to you, nor any one,hauing no witneffe
to confirme my {peech. Enter Lady,with a Taper.
Lo you, heere fhe comes : This is her very guife,and vp-
on my life faft a{leepe : obferue her,ftand clofe. |
Doét, How came the by thaclighs? ,

Gent, 'Why it ftood by her: fhe ha’s light by her con-
tinually, ’tis her command.

Dobt, Youfeehereyes are open.

Gent. 1buttheir fenfe are fhut.

Doit, Whatis itfhedo’s now ?

Lookehow fhe rubbes her hands.

aty

|
l

| 2 Souldier,and affear’d? what need we feare?who khowes

Gezt. 1tis anaccuitom’d a&tion with her, to feeme
bus wathing her hands : 1 haue knowne her continue in
his a quarrer ofanhourg.

Lad. Yetheere's a {por,

Dott: Heark {hefpeaks, T will fet downe what comes
fromher, to farisfie my remembrance the more firongly,

Lz-'Qut damned {por:out ] fay, One:Two.: Why
then tis time to doo’c : Hellis murky, Fye,my Lord,fie,

8

it, when none can call our powreto decompt ; yétwho
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would haue thought the olde marto have had (o much ;
blood in him. !

Doft. Do youmarke that?

Lad.The Thane of Fife, had 2 wife :whezé is thenow? |
What will thefe hands ne're be cleane 7 No more o'that |
my Lord, no rore o’that : you marre all with this flar. |
[lflge

Dolt. Gotoo,gotoo:

You haue knowne what you fhould not,

Gent. Sheha’s{poke what fhee thould not, Iam fure
of that : Heauen knowes what fhe ha’s knowne.

La, Heere’s the fmell of the blood @il : all the pere
fumes of Arabia will not {weeten this little hand.

Oh, oh, oh.» » .

Doit, What afighis there? The hart is forely charg’d.

Gent. Iwould not haue fuch aheart inmy bofome,
for the dignity of the whole body. :

Dotl. Well,well,well. ‘

Gent, PrayGoditbe fir,

Doét, This difeafe isbeyond my practife : yetI haue
knowne thofe which hawe walke in their {leep,whe haue
dyed holily in their beds.

Lad, Walb your hands, put on your Night-Gowne,
looke not fopale: Ttell you yec againe Bangmo™s buried
he cannot come out on’s graue.

oft Euen {o?

Lady. Tobed, tobed: there's knocking at the gate ;
Come,come, come, come, give me yourhand : Whay's
done, cannot be yndone. To bed,te bed, to bed.

Exit Lady.

Doét. Will fhe go now to bed ?
Gent, Direltly,
Dott. Foule whifp’rings are abroad: vinaturall deeds
Do breed vnnaturall troubles : infe@ted mindes
To their deafe pillowes will difcharge cheir Secrets -
Moreneeds fhe the Divine, then the Phyfitian :
God,God forgiue vsall. Looke after her,
Remoue from her the meanes of all annoyance,
And ftill keepe eyes vpon her: So goodnight,
My minde fhe ha's mated, and amaz’d my fighty
I thinke but dare not fpealce.

Gent. GoodnighrgoodDo&on Exeunt,

ORI

Scena Secunda.

Dr#ums and Colowrs. Enter Memteth, C atbnes,
Angus, Lenox, Soldiers.

Zdent. The Englifh powre is neere,led on by Makolm,
His Vnkle Seyward, and the good Macdaff,
Reuenges burne in them : for their deere caufes
Would to the bleeding, and the grim Alarme
Excite the mortified man.
Ang. Neere Byrnan wood
Shall we well meec them,that way are they comming.
Catb. Who kaowes if Donalbawe be with hisbrother?
Len, For certaine Sir, be is not : T'haue a File
Ofall the Gentry ; there is Seywards Sonne,
And many voruffe youths, that euen now
Proteft their firft of Manhood,
Ment. Whatdo’s the Tyrant,
Cath. Great Dunfinanc he ftrouply Fortifies:
Somie fay hee’smad : Others, that lefler hiate him,
Do call it valiant Fury, but for certaine
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He cannot backlehis difteinper’d canfe
Within the belt of Rule:
Ang. Now do’s he feele
His fecrec Murthers fticking on bis hands,
Now minutely Reuolts vpbraid his Faith-breach:
Thofe he commands, moue onel, in command,
!f\ot}unf' inloue : Now do’s he fecle his Title
Hang ]oo'ubouth;m like a Giants Robe
Vpona dwarfith Theefe.
/’l[:, Who then (hall blame
His pefter’ d Senfesto recoyle,and frart,
When all that is within him, do’s condemne
It felfe, for being there.
Cath. Well, march we on
Togive Obcdscnce whcrc eistroly ow’d
Meet we the Med’cine of the fickly Weale,
And with him poure wein our Countries purge,
Each drop of vs.
Lenox. Orfo muchasitneedes,
To dew the Soueraigne Flower, and drownethe Weeds:
Make we our March towards Birnan., Exesnt m.zrchmg.

cena Tertia.

Enter Macketh, Dollor and Attendants,

Mack. Bring me no more Reports,let them flyeall :
Till Byrnane wood remoue to Dunfinafie,

I cannot taint with Feare. What's che boy CMalcelma?
Was he not borne of woman ? The Spirits thatknew
All mortall Confequences, haue pronounc’d me thus:
Feare not Adacheth,no man that’s borne of woman
Shall ere haue po wer vponthee. Then fly falfe Thanes,
Andmingle with the Englifh Epicures,
The minde 1 {way by, and the heare I beare,
Shall neuer fagge with doube, nor fhake with feare.
Eunter Serwant.

The diuell damnethee blacke,thon cream-fac’d Loone :
Where gor’ft thou that Goofe-looke.

* Ser. Thereis ten thoufand-

Mach. Geefe Villaine?

Ser. Souldiers Sir.

Mach. Go pncke thy face, and ouer-red thy feare
Thou Lilly-liver'd Boy. What Soldiers, Patch?
Death of thy Soulc, -1oic Linnen cheekes of thine
Are Counfailers to feare. What Soldiers Whay-face?

Ser, The Engli{h Force,fo pleafe you,

Mach, Take thy facehence. Seyron, Tam fick at hare,
WhenIbehold : Sﬂ)’tﬂf:, fay, this puth
Will clieere me euer, or difieate me now.
I haueliv’d long enough; my way of life
Is ﬁlncmtothe Seare, the yellow Leafe,
And that which thould accompany Old- Agc
AsHonor, Loue,Obedience, Troopes of Friends,
I muft not 1ooke to haue : bur in their Reed,
Curfes, not lowd buc deepe, Mouth-honor, breath
Which the poore heare would faine deny and dare not.
Seyten ?

Enter Seyton.

Sey. What’s your gracious pleafure ?

CMachk, What Newesmore ?

Sey. Allisconfirm’dmy Lord,which wasreported,

Mach.ll¢ fight,till from my bones,my fefh be hacke.

| Giue me my Armor.
Seyr. "Tis not needed yet.
Much, Ile putiton:
Send out tnoe Horfes, skirre theé Country round
Hang thofe that talke of Feare, Giue memine Armor:
How do’s your.Patient, Do&or?
Datt. Notfo ficke my Lord,
As {heis troubled with thicke-comming Fancies
That keepe her from her reft,

Mach, Cure ofthat :
Can’ thounot Minifter to a minde difeas’d,
Plucke fromthe Memory arooted Sorrow,
Raze ont the written troubles of the Bramc,
And with fome fweet Obliuious Antidete
Cleanfe the ftufft bofome, of that perillous fluffe
Which weighes vponthchcart ?

Doct, Thcmn the Patient
Muft minifter to himfelfe.

Mach. Throw Phyficke to the Dogs, Ilenone ofiit.:
Come, put mine Armour on : giue me my Staffe :
Seyton, fend out : Dotor, the l"ha nes flye from me:
Come fir, difpatch. Ifthow could’R Dodtor, caft
The Water of my Land, finde her Difeafe,

And purgeir to a found and priftive Health,
I would applaud thee to thevery Eccho,
That thould applaudagaine. Pull't off Ifa y,

- What Rabarb, Cyme, or what Purgatiue u:uogc
Would ifowre thefe Englifh hencf: shear’t Y of them?
Dett, Imygood Lord : your Royall Preparation
Makes vs hcare !"omcrh-rp.
Mach. Bring it after me:
I will not be affraid of Death and Bane,
Till Birnane Forreft come to Dunfinane.
Doit. Werel from Dunfinane away,and cleere,

Profic againe fhould hard!y draw me heere. Exennt

Scena Quarta,

e e,

Drum and ((olonrs. Enter CMalcolme,Seyward, Macduffe,
Seywards Sonne, Menteto, Cathnes, Angui,
and .Sala'zm Marching .

Male, Cofins,] hope the dayes arenecre at hand
That Chambers \ml be fafe.

Ment, We doubtitnothing,

Syew. V\'.*:': wood is thisbeforevs ?

Ment, Thewood of Birnane.

Malc, LeteuerySouldier hew him downe 2 Bough,
And beart Tsefarehite , thereby fhall we thadow
The numbers of our Hozﬁ and make difcouery
Errein report of vs,

Saold, It {hall be done.

Syw. Welearne no other, buc the confident Tyrant
Keepes (hill in Dunfinane and will indure
Our fetting downe befor’t.

Malc. "Tishis maine hope :
For where there isaduantage to be giuen,
Both more and leflc haue ginen him the Reuol,
And none ferue wich him, but confirained things, |
Who(zhearts are abfenttoo,

¢ Arasd  Tecour ¥ Cenfures
Attend :h t-ueeuent, and put we on
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Induftrious Souldierfhip.
Sey. Thetime approaches,

That will with due decifion make vs know

What wefhall {ay we have,and what we owe

Thoughts {peculatiue, their vofure hopes relare,

But certaine iffue, Aroakes muft arbitrare,

Towards which,advance theiwaire. -~ Exemnt marching

Scena Ounta.
T~

Enter Macbheth, Seyton, & Senldiers, with,
Drum and Colours.

¢ Mach. Hang out our Banners on theoutward walls,
The Cry.is flill, they come : our Cafiles fireagth
Willlaugh a Sied ge to {corne: :Hccrc letthem lye,
Till Famine and the Ague eate them vp :
Were they not forc’d with thofe that fhould be ours,
We might haue met them dasefull, beard to beard,
And beate them backward homes What is thatnoyfe ?

A Cry within of Womsen,

Sey. Itisthe cty of women, my good Lord.

Mach. 1haue almol} forgor the tafte of Feares :
The time ha’s beene, my fences would haue cool’d
To heare a Night-(hricke, and my Fell of haire
Would at a difmall Treatife rowze, and flirre
As life were in’t. T haue fupt full with herrors,
Direnefle familiar to my {laughrerous thoughes
Cannot once ftarc me. Wherefore was thatery ?

Sey. The ()\:!Pa‘.ni (:n\,.* Lord) is dead.

Moach. She (hould haue dy’de heereafter;
There would haue beene a time for {ucha worc
To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow,
Creepesin chispetty pace from day to day,
To the laf Syllable of Recorded time :
And all our yefterdayes, hauelighted Fooles
The way to dufty death. Our, out, breefe Candle,
Life’s but a walking Shadow,a poore Player,
That firucs and frets his houre vpon the Stage,
And thenis heard no more, ItisaTale
Told by an Ideot, full of {ound and fury
Sig,;nify.'mg nothing, Enter a Clleffenger,
Thou cony’t to vle thy Tongue ;thy Story quickly.

Mef. Graciousmy Lord, -
I fhould report that which I fay I faw,
But knew not how to doo',

AMach. Well, (ay fir.

Zf2 As 1 did ftand my watch vpon the Hill

A ¢
L¥E -,J
‘/

l‘»

I look’dreward Byrnane, and anonme thought

r x7 14 T

The Weod began to moue.
= /. 2 ! C3a
Adach, Lr Siaune.,

:. af Jf',!';&j bo, - |
Mef. Letme endure your wrath, if't benotfo :

Wathiii this three Mile may you fec it comming,

1fay, 2 mouing Groue.
Mach. 1f thou {peal’it fhife,
Vpon the next Tree {hall.thou hang alige
Tili Famine cling thee : If thy fpecch be footh,
I care notifthon doft for me as much.
1 pull in Retojution, and begin
To doubt th’Equinccation of the Fiend,
That lies like truth, Feare not,till Byrnane Wood
Do come to Dunfinane,and now a Wood

150 Tbe?}agea’ie of M acheth.
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Comes toward Dunfinane. Arme,Arme,and out,
If this which he anouches, do’s appeare,

Tﬂhc'trc isnor flying hence, nor tarrying here,
I’ginne tobe a-weary of the Sun,

And wifh th’eftare o’th’'world were nsowwndon.
Ring the Alarum Bell, blow Winde, come wracke,

Atleaft weel dye with Harnefleon our backe, Exeuns
Scena Sexta.

Drumme and Colowrs,
Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macdwffe,and their o grmy,
with Boughes.

Mal. Now neere enough:
Your leauy Skreenes throw downe,
And {hew like thofe you-are : You (worthy Vnkle)
Shall with my Cofin your right Noble Sonne
Leade our firll Batrell. Warthy 2sacduffe, and wee
Shall take vpon’s what elfe 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 Trumpers {peak,giuc thé all breath
Thofe clamorous Harbingers of Blood, & Death. Exean

Alarsims continucd,

Scenu S'eptimm

Enter Macbeth.

Aach, They haue tied me toa ftake, I cannor flye,
Bue Beare-like I muft fighe the courfe. What’s he
Thac wasnotborne of Woman? Such aene
Am] to feare, 0z none.

Enteryoung Seyward,
T.Sey. Whatis thy name?
Mach. Thou'le be affeaid to beare it.
¥.Sey. No: though thou call’it thy felfe ahoter name
Thenanyisinhell,
Mach. Myname’s CHacketh.
¥.Sey, The divell himfelfe could not pronounce a Title
More hatefull to mine eare.
Muackh. No: nor more fearefull.
7.S¢y. Thoulyeft abhorred Tyrant,with my Sword
Ile proue the lye thou fpeak ft.
Fight, andyoung Seyward flaine,

Mach. Thou was’t borne of woman s
But Swords I {mile ar, Weapons laugh to {corne,
Brandifh’d by manthat’s of a Woman borne.

Alarams, Enter Macauffe. ’
Macd. That way the noife is ; Tyrant fhew thy face,
If thou beeft flaine, and with no firoake of mine,
My Wife and Childrens Ghofts will hauncme @il ;
I cannot firike at wrerched Kernes, whofe armes
Are hyr'd to beare their Staues ; either thou Aacberh,
Or elfe my Sword with an vnbattered edge
1 fheath againe vndeeded. There thou fhould'ft be,
By this greatclatter, one of greateft note

Exit.

Seemes
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i Seemes br[ut’fd Letme finde him For tune,
And more I beggenot. Euwxit. Alarums.

Enser Malcolme and Seyward.

Sey. This way my Lord;the Caftles gemly rendred
The Tyrants people,on bmh fides do fight,
The Noble Thanes do brauelyin the \Var.c,
The day almoft it felfe profelles yours,
Andlittleisro do.
Male. Wehaue met with Foes
Thac ftrike befide vs,
Sey. Enter Sir,the Cafile Exennt. Al
2 Enter Macheth.
Mach. Why fhould I play the Roman Foole,and dye
On'mine owne {word ? whiles I fec liues,the galhes
Do beteer vpon them.
Enter Macdnffe.
Maed. Tuine Hell-hound, turae,
Mach. Ofall men elfe I haneavoyded thee :
But get thee backe, =y {oule is too much charg’d
Withblood of thine already.
CAlacd. 1hauve no wor C]a,
‘My voice isin my Sword, thou bloodier Villaine
Thentearmes can give EhCP out. Fighi: Alarsm
Machb. Thouloofeftlabour,
Aseafie may’ft thouthe intrenchant Ayre
With thy keene Sword impreffe,as makeme bleed :
Let fall thy blade o1 ' vulnerable Crefts,
I bearea charmed Life, which muft not yeeld
To one of woman borne,
Magd. Dilpaire thy Charme,
And let the Angell whom thou fill haft {eru’d
Tell thee, Macanffe was from his Mothers womb
Vatimely ript.
Mach. Accurfedbe that tongucthat tels meefo 3
For it hath Cow’d my better partof man :
Andbe thefe Iugling Fiends no more beleeu’d,
That palter with vs in 2 double {ence,
That keepe the word of promife to our eare,
And breake itto our hope. Ilenot fight with thee,
Macd. Then yeeld thee Coward,
And liue to be the thew, and gaze o’th’time,
Wee'lhaue thee,as our rarer Monftsts are
Painted vpon a pole,and ynder-writ,
Heere may you fee the Tyrant.
Mach, I will not yeeld
Tokiffe the ground before young Adalcolmes feet,
Andtobebaited withthe Rabbles curfe.
Though Byrnane wood be come to Dunfinane,
And thou oppos'd, being of no woman borne,
YecI will ery the laft. Before my body,
Ithrow my warlike Shield : Lay on Aacduffe,
" And damn’d be him, that firft cries hold,encugh.
Excunt fighting.  Alardms,

arvnns

\ C{"»

Ester Fighting, and Bdacketl [laine.

Retrear,and Flonrifb, Ente nwh Drumme and Colonrs,

lewlm,&jm/z;d Roffe Thawes b Soldiers,

Mai, Tweuld the Fncms we rnf’c were {afearnin’d:

Sey. Somemuft go off : and yer by thefe I {ee,

So great a day as chis ischeapely bouoh.
flfm’ M.zcdafra is mifling,and your Noble Senne.
Reffz Your fon my Lord,ha’s paid a fouldiers debz,
He onely ha'd but tillhe was a man,
The whichno fsoner had his Pro WdT" cohﬁ m'd
Inthevnf mm.ng ftation where he f ouv A
But like 2 man he dy’de.

Sey. Then heis dead?

Roffe.t ,and brought off the field: your caufe
Muft not be meafur’d by his wo orth, for then
It hathno end,

Sey. Had he hishurtsbef

Roffe. 1,0ntheFront

Sey. Why then, Gods Soldier be he -
Had I2s many Sonries, as I haue haires,
I would not with them te a fz irer death:

And fo his Knell is knoll'd
Aal, Hee's worth mote forrow,
And chat Ile fpend for him.
H ¢’s worth no more,
L.evia) 1e parted well,and paid his fcore,
And {0 God be with i Here comes newer comfort.

of forrow

E)P'L

, Enter Macdaffe;with Macbeths bead.

Aacd. Haile King, for fo thou art.
Behold where fands
Th’Vl‘mpcrs cutfed head : the timeis free :
Hee cheec compaft with thy Kingdomes Peatle,
That (peake my falutation in t.mrmmda :
Whofe voyces I defire alowd with mine.
Haile Kiog of Scotland,
All. iiaslc King of Scotland, Flourifh,
Mal. We (hall not fpend a large expence of time,
Before we reckon with your feverall loues,
And make vs euen with you, My Thanes and Kinfmen
Henceforth be Earles, the fitt that euer Scotland
Infuch an Honor nam’d ;: What’s moreto do,
Which would be planted newly with the time,
As calling home our exil’d Friends abroad,
That fled the Snares of watrchfull Tyranny,
Producing forth the cruell Minifters
Of thi sucad Butcher,and hisFiend-like Queene ;
Who(as tis thought) by {elfe and v:o]cnc hands,
Tooke off her life. Thisand what needfull elfe
That call’s vpon vs, by the Grace of Grace,
We will performe in meafure,time,and place :
So thankes toall at oncc,:md to each one,
Whom we inuite, to fee vs Crown'd at Scone.
Flosrifbe Exeunt Omnes,
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