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| ~ MACBETH.

e Aitus Primus.  Scena Prima.

T hander and Lightnirg. Enter three witchess

2. When the Hurley-burley

) t. Where the place?
3. Vpon che Heath.
3. Thereto meet with Macherh.
1. 1come Gray-Malkm.
Al Padock cz1's aton: faire i< foule,and foul
Houer throughthe fogge and filihic ayre,

M Hen fhall we three meet againe ?
£/8 'n Thunder,Lightning,or in Raine?

’s done,

™ When the Batraile’s loft,and wanne.
3. That will beerethe fet of Sunne,

e1s faire,

Exennt,

Sceina Secunda.

Y

Alarnm within, Enter King CMalceme, Doral-

baine,Lenox with attendants, meeting
a Hnding Caprasne,

King, What bloody man is that? he can report,

As fcemeth by his plighe,of the Reuole
The neweft ftate.

Mal. ThisistheSerieant,
Wh» like a good and hardie Souldier foughe
*Gainft my Captiuitie : Haile braucfriend ;
Say 1o the King,the knowledge of the Broy!le,
As thou didft leaue it

Cap. Doubtfull it flood,
Astwo fpent Swimmers,that doe cling togethe

LI

And choake their Art: The mercileffe Macdonwald

(Worthietobe a Rebell, for to that
The multiplying Villanies of Nacuse

Doe (warme vpon him) from the Wefterne Ifles

Of Kernes and Gallowgrofies is {upply*d,
And Forwne on his damued Quaarry fmiling,

Shew’d like a Rebells Whore : but all’s too weake:
For braue Macketh (well hee deferues that Name)

Difdayning Fortune,with hisbranditht Steele,
Which {moak’d with bloody execution

(Like Valours Minion) caru'd out his paffage,
Till hee fac’d the Saue: :
Which neu’s fhooke hands,nor bad farwell to hi
Till he vfeam’d him from the Naue toth’Chop
And fix'd his Head vpon our Battledichies, ™

|

m,
sy

King,"O valiant Coufin,worthy Gentleman,

Cap. As whence the Sunne ‘gins his refiection,
Shipwracking Scormes,and direfull Thupders :
So from that Spring,whence comfort feetn’d’to come,
Ditcomfort fwells: Marke King of Scottand,marke,
No (ooner luftice had,with Valour arm’d, "
Compell'd thefe skipping Kernes to truft cheic heeles,
But the Norweyan Lord,{usneying vantage,  °
With furbufht Armes,and new fupplyes of men,
Began afrefh affaule.

King. Difmay'd not this our Captaines, Macherh and
Banguoh?

Cap. Yes,as Sparrowes Eagles;
Oz the Hare, the Lyon:
1f 1 fay footh, Imuft repere they were
As Canr.ons oucr-charg'd with double Cracks,
Sothey doubly redoubled firoakes ypon the Foe:
Except they meane to bathe in secking Wounds,
Or memorize another Golgorha,
Icannot tell : buc I am faint,
My Gathes cry for helpe,

King. So well thy wordsbecome thee,as thy wounds,
They tinack of Honorboth: Goe get him Surgeons,

Enter Roffe and Anga,
Who comes here ? .
Afal. Theworthy Thane of Rofe,
Lenox. What ahafte lookes chrough his eyes?
So fhould h¢ looke,that fecmes to fpeake things firange.
Roffe. God faue the King,
Kimg. Whence can’ft thou,worthy Thane !
Roffe. FromFifte, greatKing,
Where the Norweyan Banners lowt che Skie;
And fanne our people cold.
Norway himfelfe, with tesrible riumbers,
Aflifted by chat moft difloyall Traytor,
The Thane of Cawdor,begana difmall Conflid?,
Till that Bellona’s Bridegroome,)apt in proofe,
Cenfronted him wirh felfe-companfons,
Point againfl Point,rebellious Arme ‘gainft Arme,
Curbing his lauifhuJpirit : and to conclude,
The Vi&orie felton vs. '
King. Greathappinefle. -
Raﬂ%.‘ Thatnow. Sweno,the Norwayes King,
Crauves compofition : Co
Nor would we'deigne him buttall of his men,
Till he disburfed,ac Saint (dimetynch,  °7°
Ten thoufand Dollars,to our generall #fe, "+ 7~ -
Xlu‘. No}
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TheTragedie of M acheth.

Out Bofome jotereft : Goe prenounce his prefent death,
And with his former Title greet Aacherby
Reffe. 1lefee it done.
King. What he hath loft, Noble Macheh hath wonne,
o Exernt,

Scena Tertia,

“ee Thimder. Enter the three Wisches,

1. Where haft thoubeene,Sifter? -

2. Killiag Swine.

3. Sifter,where thou?

1. A Saylors Wife had Cheftnuts inher Lappe,
And mounche,& meuncht,and mounche :

Giue me, quoth I.

Aroynt thee, Witch,the rumpe-fed Ronyon cryes,
Her Husband’s to Aleppo gone,Matter o’ch’ Tiiger -
But in a Syue lle thither {ayle,

And like a Rat without a tayle,

Ile doe,lle doe,and lle doe.

3. lle giue thee 2 Winde,

1. Th'art kinde.

3. And [ snother,

1. Loy feife haue all the othier,
And the very Ports they blow,
Allthe Quuarters that they know,
I'th’ Ship-mans Card.

He dreyue himv drieas Hay

Sleepe (irall meyther Night nor Day
Hang vpon his Pent-houfe Lid ;s .
He fhall liue 2 man forbid :
Wearie Seu'nightsnine times nine,
Shall he dwindle,peake,and pine :
Though his Barke cannot be loft,
Yetitihall be Tempeft.toft,
Looke what 1 haue,

2. Shew me, fhew me.

1. Herelhaue aPilots Thumbe,
Wiacke,as homeward ke did come.

3. A Drumme, s Drumme:

b Macheth doth come. ..

ANl The weyward Sifters,hand in hand,
Pofters of the Seaand Land,

Thus doe goe, about, sbout,
Thrice to thine,and thrice to mine,
And thrice againe,to make vp nine,
Peace,the Charme’s wound vp.

Drumwithsn,

Enter Macherb and Bangso,

Mach, Sofoule and faire a day I hane not feenc,
Banguo. How farse is't call'd to Soris? What are thefe,
So wither d, and fo wilde in their attyre,
That looke not like th'Inhabitants o'th’Earth,
And vet areon't? Liue you,or are you aughe
That man may queftion ? you fecme to vnderftand me,
Py ¢3¢ atconce her choppie finger laying
Vpoa her skinnie Lips: you fhould' be Women,
And yet your Beards forbid me to interprete
Thatyou are fo,

——— A

- King. No more that Thawe of Cawdor thall deceive |

Mac, Speske if youcan: whatare you?
1. All haile Macberh,haile to thee 7hane of Glamis.
2. All haile Muacherh haite to thee Thawe of Cawdor,
3+ All haile Magberh ehac fhalt be King hereafier. . |
Bang. Good Sir,why doe you fRart,and feeme to feare
Things that doe found (o faire ? i'th’ nsme of truth
Are ye fantafticall,or that indeed
Which outwatdly ye fhew ? My ! "oble Partner
You gteet with prefent Grace,and great predition
Of Noblec hauing,and of Royall hope,
That he feemes wrapt withall: tome you fpeake not,
If you can looke into the Seedes of Time,
And fay ;which Graine will grow,and which will not,
Speake then tome,who neyther begge,nor feare
Your fauors, nor your hate,
1. Hayle.
2. Hayle.
3. Hayle.
1. Leffer then Macketh,and greater,
3. Not {o happy, yet much happyer,
3. Thou fhalt get Kings,though thoube none :
So all haile Afacherh,and Bangwo.
1. Bawgwo,and Macbeth, all haile.
Mach, Stay you imperfeck Speakers,tell me more :
By Smells death,! know I am Thaws of Glamis,
But how,of Cawdor? the Thane of Cawdor liues
A profpetous Geatleman : And to be King,
Stands not within the profpeé of beleefe,
No more then to be Cawdor. Say from whence
You owe this ftrarge Incelligence,or why
Vpon this blafted Heath you flop our way
With fuch Prophetique greeting ? )
Speake,T charge you. Witches vanfh.
Bang. The Earth hathbubbles,as the Water ha's,
And thefe are of them : whither are they vanufh'd?
Mach. Intothe Ayre: and what {cem'd corporall,
Mclted,as breath into the Winde,
Would they had ftay'd. ,
Bang. W ere fuch things here,as we doe fpeake sbout?
Or haue we eaten on the infane Root,
That takesthe Reafon Prifoner ?
Mach. Your Children (hall be Kings.
Bang. You fhallbe King.
Mach. And Thawe of Cawdor too: wentitnot fo?
Bang. Toth'felfe-fame tunc,and words. who's here ?

Enter Roffe and Angus.

Roffe, The King hath happily receiu'd, Macherh,
The newes of thy fucceflc: and when hereades
Thy pecfonall Venture in the Rebels figh,

His Wondzrs and his Prayics doe contend,
Which fhould be th'ne,or his: filenc’d with that,
Inviewing o’re the seft o'th'felfe-fame day,

He findes thee in the flout Norweyan Rankes,
Nothing afeard of what thy {elfe didt make
Strange Images of death,asthick as Tale

Can poft with pof}, and cuery one did beare

Thy prayfes in his Kingdomes great defence,
And powr’d them downe before him.

Ang. Wesare fent,
To giue thee from our Royall Mafter thanks,
Onely to harrold thee into his fight,
Not pay thee,

Roffe. And foran earneft of a greater Honor,

He bad me, from him,call thee Thane of Cawdos: ;
n
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In which addition,haile moRt worthy Thaw,
Fotit is thine.
Bang. \What,can the Deuill {peake true?
~ Mach, The Thewe of Cawdor liues:
Why doe you drefle me in borrowed Robes?
Ang. \Who was the Thane,lives yet,
Butvnder heavie Judgement beares that Life,
Which he deferues to loofe.
Whether he was combin’d with thofe of Notway,
Or did lync the Rebell with hidden helpe,
Andvantage 3 or that with hoth helabour'd
In his Conntreyes wracke, 1 knownot :
' But Treafons Capitsll confe(s'd,and prou'd,
Haue ouerthrowne lum.
Mach. Glamys,and Thene of Cawdor:
The greazeft1s behinde. Thankes for your paines,
Doc younot hope your Chuldren fhall be Kings,
When thofe that gaue the T hane of Cawdor tome,
Promis’d no lcfle to them,
Bang. Thattrufled home, .
Might yet enkincle you vato the Crowne,
Befides the Thane of Cawdor, Buc’tis fRrange:
And oftentimes,to winne vs to our harme,
The Inftrumehts of Darknefle tell vs Truths,
Wianne vs with honefl Tnifles,to betray’s
In deepeft confequence.
Coufins,a word, [ pray you.
Mach. Two Truths acetold,
Ashappy Prolagues to the {welling AQ
Of the Imperiall Theame. I thanke you Gentlemen:
This {upernaturall folliciting
Cannotbe ill ; cannot be good.
If ;112 why hath it giuen me carneft of fucceffe,
Commencing ina Tiuth? T am Thane ot Cawdor.
If good? why doe I yeeld to that fuggeltion,
Whofe hotrid Image doth vafixe my Herre,
And make my feated Heart knock at my Ribbes,
Againft the vieof Nature ? Piclene Feares
Ace leffe then horrible Imaginings :
My Thought, whofe Murther yetis
Sthakes fo my fingle fate of Man,
That Fun@ion is fmother’d in furmife,
Andnothing is,buc what isnot.
Bawg. Lookehow our Partnet’s rapt.
Mach, 1f Chance will haue me King,
Why Chaace may Crowne me,
Without my fticre.
Eang. New Honors come vpon him
Like our flrange Garments,cleaue not totheirmould,
But with the aid of vfe.
Mach. Come what come may,
Time,and the Houre,runs through the rougheft Day.
I Bang. \Worthy (Macbeth, wee (Ray vpon your ley-
fure.
- Mach. Giueme your fauour:
My dull Braine was wronght with things forgotten.
Kinde Gentlemen,yout paines are regiftred, '
Wheze cuery day I cuene the Leafe, .
To reade them. .
Let vs toward the King: thinke ypoo
What hath chanc’d : snd st more time,
The Interim haning weigh'd it,let vs fpeake
Our frec Heares each to other. :

but fmtaﬂicall;

Mach. Tillthen enough:
Come friends.

Exenm,

Bang. Very gladly. AN

Scena Quarta.

Fiowrsfb, Enter King Lenox, Malcvime,
Donatbasne, and Astendants,

King. s exccution doneon Cawder?: -
Or not thefe in Commiffion yet return'd ?

Mal. My Licge,they are not yet come back.
But 1 haue tpoke with one that faw himn die
Who did report,that very frankly hee

And fet fortha decpe Repentance :
Nothing in his Life became him,
Likeche lesning it, Heedy'de,
As one that had beene ftudied inhis death,
Tothtowawav the deare@ thing he ow'd,
As'twerc acareleffe Trifle. - Vv

King, TheresnoAre, -~ .
To finde the Mindes conflsutionin che Race.
He wasa Gentlernan,on whony Lbuile -
An abfolute Truft. o !

Eunter Macheth, Bangno,Rofe,md Awpw., -

O worthyeft Coufin, ke o
The finne of my Ingratitude euennow .
Was heauic onme. Thouart (o farre before,
That fwifteft Wing of Recompenctis flow,
To ouertake thee. Would thou hedtt.lefle deferu’d,
Thatthe proportion both of thanks,sitd paymente,
Might haue beene mine : onely 1 haue left ca fay,
More is thy due,thenmora then ol can pay.,

Mach. The fetuice,and the logaltie I owe,
Indoing it,payes it felfe.
Your Highnefle part,is to receiue our Duties :
And our Duies are to your Threone,and State,

—

T

LA ]

-

By doing euery thing fafetoward your Eoue
And tHonor. . Set
King. Weicomekither:
T baue begunto plang thee,and will labour
To make tiee full of growing. NobleBanque,
That hitno leffe deferu’d,nor muft be knowne
No leffe to have done fo: Letmeenfold thee,
And hold thee to my Heart, '
Bang. There if 1 grow,
The Harueft is your owne.

Kmg. My plenteous Ioyes,

Wantonin fulnefle, feeke to tude chemfelues
Indrops of forrow. Sonnes,Kinfinen; Thaves,
Andyouwhofe placessre the heareft, know,
We wiii e@tablith our Eftate vpon

Our eldef}, 324lcolme, whom we name hereafter,
The Prince of Cumberland : which Honor muft -

Not ynaccompanied,inucft him oncly,

But hignes of Noblenefe,like Scarres, fhall fhine
Onall Aefesuers, From hence to Envernes,

Aud binde vs further ro yon,

Mach. The Refl is Labor,whichis notvs'd for you s
lle be my felfe che Herbenger,and make ioyfuil
The hearing of my Wife,with your approach:
Sobumbily take oy lesae.

King. My worchy Cawdor, |

2ach The Prince of Cemberland:that is a flep,
On which I muft fall downe,or elfe o're-Lespe,

mm

e ——— r——————

Confefs’d his Ticzfons,implor'd your Highnefle Pardon, |.

Children,and Seruanes; which doe bus what they fhoald,

{

—
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Por.in my way it Iy¢s, Starres hide your fires,
Let not Light fec my black and degpe defises
The Eye winke at the Hands yet let that bee,
‘Which the Eye feares, when it is donc to {ee. Exir,
Kung. Trudworthy Bangus ¢ he is full {o valiant,

‘And in bis copaendations, ] am fed :

Itisa Banguet tome. Let's after him,

Whofe care is gone before,to bid vs welcome :

JJtis a peerelefle Kinfman. Flonrib, Exenns,

Scena Qinta.

——— —— —

Enrer CAlacbeths Wife alone with a Letter,

Lady. They mes me in the day of fmccefe : and I bane
learn'd by the perfelt'[t report, they hane mare in them, thew
mortall know!:dge. When Iburnt in defire to queftion them
further,skey made themfelwes Ayre, into which they vanyly'd.
wiles I c.d vapt im the wonder of 8, came Mffines froms
the King, who all-h ai/' d me Thane of Cawdor, by which T nele
before, th-fe weyward Syfters falnred me, and refirrd me to
the comm ug on oF tme wirb batle King that flals be. Thu
base I th:: b: ycod ta deisuer thee (my deareft Partrer of
Greasncfle ) t2a: thew maing’st wot loufe the dues of resoycing
€r beng sgnorant of what ureatneJe 15 promsss’d thee. Lay
st to 1y beart and farewel.

Glamys thouart,and Cawdor,and thalt be
What thou are promis’d.‘yct doce ] feare thy Nature,
Ttis roo full o'th” Miike of humane kindnefie,
Tocaechthe neerel way. Thou would'ii be great,
A.t not without Ambition, but without
The illncfie (hould attend ic. What thou would't highly,
Thst would'ft thou holily : would'it nat play falfe,
Andyet would'{t wrongly winne.
Thould & nauc,gress Glamys, that which cryes,
Thus thou muft dac if thouhaueit;
And that which rather thou do'ft feare to doe,
Then withelt thould be vndone. High thee hither,
That T may powre my Spirits in thine Eare,
And chaltife with the valour of my Tongue |
All that impeides thee from the Golden Round,
Which Fate and Metaphyficall ayde doth {feeme
Tohaue thee crown'd withall, Enter Me[lenger.
What is your tidings?

Mef, "TheKing comes heseto Night.

T.ady. Thouwrtmad tofay i,
Is not thy Matter with him > who,wer't {o,
Would haue inform’d for preparation, |

Meif.So pleafe you,itis true. our Thawe is comming:
Ouc of my fellowes had the fpeed of lnm;

Who almoft dead fot breath had fcarcely more
T e;s would make vp his Meffage.

Lady. Guuc lna tending,
Hebrings great newes,

The Rauen himfelfc 1 hoarfe,
Fhat croakes the facull entrance of Dercan
Vader vy Battlements. Come you Spirits,
That tend on mortali thoughes,vnfex me here,
And 6ll me from the Crowns to the Toe,top-full
Of direft Crucltie : make thick my blood,

Stop vp th'accefle and paffageto Remorfe,

That no compun&tious vifitings of Nature

Exit Meffenger.

The 7?4ged:'e of M acbeth.

Shake my fell puspofe, nor keepe peace berweene
Th'efte@,3nd bit. Come to my W omans Brefls,
And take my Mijlke for Gall,you murth’ting Minifters,

'
{
SO !
{

Where-cuer,in your fightleffe fubfRances, !
You wait on Natures Mifchiefe, Come thick Night, :
Andpalltheein the dunneft fmoakeof Hell, |

That my keene Knife fee rot the Wound it makes,
Nor Heauen peepe throngh the Blanket of the darke,
To cry,hold,hold, Evter Machetb,
Great Glamys, worthy Cawdor,
Greater then both,by the all-haile hereafter,
Thy Letters haue tianfported me beyond
This ignorant prefent,and | feelenow
The future in the infRant.
Mach, My deareft Loue,
Darcan comes here to Nighe,
Lady. And when goes hence?
Mach. To mortow,as hie purpofes.
Lady. O neuer,
Shall Sunne that Morrow fee.
Your Face,my Thawe,is 23 3 Bookc,wl.cre men
May reade fiange matters,to beguile thic tune,
Looke like the time,beare welcome in yous Eye,
Your Hand,your Tongue:looke liketh'innocent fluwer,
Bt be the Serpent vodert. He that's comnung,
Mufi be prourded for : and you fhall pue
This Nights great Bufine@fe into my difpaech,
Which thall to all our Nights,and Dayes to come,
Giue folely foueraigne fway,and Mn!(ctdemc.
Mack. We will {peake further,
Lady. Onely looke vp cleare :
Toaltet fauor,euer is to Fcuc :

Leaucall thereft co me. Exennt,

Scena Sexta.

Hoboyes,and Torches, Enmter King, Malcolme,
Donalbasne, Bangwo,Lenox,Macduff,
Roffe, Angma,and Attendams,

Kimg, ThisCaftlehatha pleafant fear,
The ayre nimbly and fweetly reccommends it (elfe
Vnto our gentle feaces.

Beang. ThisGueft of Surnmer,
The Termple-haunting Baslet daes approue,
By his loued Man{onry that the Heauzas breath
Smells wooingly hete : no lutcy frieze,
Buttrice,nor Coigne of Vantage,buc this Bird
Hath made his pendant Bed,and procresnt Cradle,
Where they muft breed,and haune: L haue obferu'd
The ayre isdelicate. Enter Luly.

King. Sce,fee our honor'd Hoftefle:
The Loue that followes vs, fometime is our trouble,
Which Rill we thanke as Loue, Herein 1 teach you,
How you fhall bid God-cyld vs for your paines,
And thanke vs for your trouble, ’

Lady. All our {eruice,
In cuery point twice done,and then done double,
Woere poore,and fingle Bufineffe,to contend
Againft thofe Honors deepe,and broad,

herewith your Maieftie loades our Houle:
For thofe of old,and the late Dignities,
Hesp'd vp to them, we reft yous Ermites.

King. Where's

-~
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——— ——

Kwmg, Where's the Thane of Cawdor?
\We courft hin acthe heeles, and had s purpoft
Tobetis Purueyor : But he ride-avell,  ~
And lus great Loue (thaipe as his Spurce )hath holp him
To his home betore vs : Faire and Noble Hoftefle
Weareyour guelt to nighr,

La. YourSeruants euer,
Hauc theirs, them{elues,and what is theirs in compe,
To make thair Audit at your Highnefle pleafure,
Sulltoreturne your ownle.

King. Giue me yourhand :
Conduétae to mine Hoft we loue him highly,
And fhall centinwe, oor Graxes towards hun,

By your lcaue Holtefle, Exeant
Scena Septima.
Hs-boyes.  Torches,

Enter 4 Sewer a~d diners Sersanss wub ‘Difboesand Sernice
over the Stage. The enter Machesk.

Afacb 31 were done,wheh *tis done, thentwet well,

It were done quickly : Ifth’Affaffination T
Could trammell vp the Confequence,2nd catch

With fus furceafe, Succeffe: chat buz this blow
Mighitbethebeall,and theend all. Heere,

But heere, vpon this Banke and Schocle of time,
Wee'ldiunpe the life to come, Butin thefe Cafes,
We fhll haue iudgement heere, that we buc ceach
Bloddy Infru&tions,which being taughr, returne
To plague th'nuenter, Thiscuenshanded Juftice
Conmends th'Ingredicace of our poylon’d Challice
Toour owne hps, Hee's heeren doubletruft;
Firft,as [ am hus Kiefinan, and his Subie &,

Strong both againft the Deed : Then,as his Hol,
Who (hould againt his Murtherer fhut the doore,
Not beare the knife my feife; Befides, this Dumcane
Hath bornie hic Faculties (o mecke ; hath bin

Sa clcerein his great Office, that his Vertues

W.il} pleade like Angels, Trumpet-tongu’d againlt
The deepe damnation of his caking off :

And Pitty, ke a naked New-borne-Babe,

Striding the blafty or Heauens Cherubin, horsy’d
Vponthefightlefle Curriors of the Ayre,

Shall blow the hor.id deed ineuery eye,

That rcares (hall drowne the winde. I haue no Spurre
To pricke the fides ot my intent, but onely

Vaulting Ambition,which ore.leapes it felfe,

And falles on th'other, Enter Lady.
How now ? What Newes?

La.He has almoft fupt:why haue you left the chamber ?

Mae, Hathheask'd forme¢

La. Know younot,heha's ?

Afac. We will proceed no further in this Bufinefle :
He hath Honour’d me of late,and I haue boughe
Golden Opinions from all forts of people,

Which would be worne now in their neweft gloffe,
Not caft afide {o foone.

La. Wasthe hope drunke,
Wherein you dreft your felfe ? Hath it flept fince 2
And wakes it now to looke fo greene, and pale,
At what it did {o freely ? From this time,
Such account thy loue. Art thouaffear’d
To be the fame in thine owne A&,and Valour,
Asthouartin defire > Would'@t thou haue that

Which thou efeem (t the Ormamenc ot Life,
Andliue a Coward in thine owne Efteen:e?
Letting I dare not, wait ypon I would,
Like the poore Catr'th’'Addage.
| Aach. Piythecpeace:
I darc do allthat may become aman,
" Who dares nomore, 18 none.
La. What Beaft was'tthen
That made youbiealie this enterprize to me?
W hen youdurft do se. then you were aman ¢
And to be mere then what youwcre, you yrould
Be lo much more the man. Nor time, nor place
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both ¢
They haue made themtelues, and that their fitnefle now
Do’s vimahcyou. Ihaue gwenSucke, and know
How tender 'tis to loue the Babe that milkesme,
1 would, while it was fmyling in my Face,
Haue pluckt my Nipple from his Bonelefe Gummes,
And dafhe the Braines out, had I (o (wotne
As you haue doue to thiv.
Aach. If we (hould faile?
Lady, Wefaile? -
But {crew your courage-to the Ricking place,
And wee'le not fagle: when Dancan is sileepe,
* (Whercto the rather fhall his dayes hard loumey
Soundly muite him) his two Chamberlaines
Will I with Wine,and Watlell,{o conuince,
That Memorie,the Warder of the Braine,
Shall be a Fume,andthe Receit of Reafon
A Lymbeck onely : whenin Swini(h fleepe,
Their drenched Natures lyes as in s Death,
What cannot youand | performe vpon
Th’'vonguarded Duncan ¢ Whatnot put vpon
Histpungie Officers? who (hall beare the guile
Of onr great quell. -
Afack, Bring forth Men-Children onely:
For thy vadaunted Mettle fhould compele
Nothing but Males.- Wil it notbe recelu’d,
When we haue mark’d with blood thofe fleepic two
Of his owae Chamber, and vs'd theirvery Daggers,
That tivcy haue don'e ?
Lady. \Vio dares teceine le other;
As we (hall make our Griefes and Clamor rore,
Vpon his Death?

Alib. 1anferled,and bend vp’
Each corporall Agent tothisterrible Feat,

 Away,and mock the nmewith faiceft (how,

Falle Face'mut hide what the falfe Heart doth know,
" Exennt,

Actus Secundus. Scena Prima.

Enter Bawquo,and Fleance,with a Treb
before bim.
Bang. How goes the Night,Boy ?
Fleance. The Moone is downe : 1 haue not héard she
Clock, .
" Bang. Andfhe goesdowne at Twelues -
Fleance. 1take’r tis later, Sir,

Bang. Hold,take my Swords »

There's HusbandryinHeanen, . . . -
Their Candles are all ouc: take thee that too.
mm 3
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16 " TheTragedie of Macheth.

A heauie Summons lyes like Lead vpon the,
And yet I would notfleepe:
Metcifull Powers,reftrsine in me the curfed thoughts

That Nature gives way to in repofe.

Enter Macheth,md 4 Sersant with a Torsh.

Giue me my Sword: who'sthere?
. Mach, APriend. . .

Bang.What Sir,not yet atrefi2the King's abed.
He hach beene in vnufuall Pleafure,
And fent forth great Largefe to your Offices.
This Dismond he greetes your Wife withall,
By the name of moft kind Hoftefle,
And (huc vp inmeafureleffe content.

Mac, Being vnprepar'd,
Our will became the feruaoe to defedt,
Which elfe (hould free hase wroughe.

Bang, All'swell
I dreamt laft Nighe of the three weyward Siftess:-
"Toyou they haue (hew’d fometrath.

Mach, 1thinke not of them :
Yet when we can entreat an houre to ferue,
We would {pend it infome words vpon that Bufincle,
If youwould graunt the time.

Bang. At yourkind'ft leyiure,

Mach, Ifyou (hall cleaueto my conlent,
Whentis,it fhall make Honor for you,

Bang. Sollofe none,
In fecking to sugmen it, but fill keepe
My Bofome franchis’d,and Allegeance clesre,
I {ball be counfail’d,

Mach. Good repofethe while.

Bang. ThankesSir: theliketoyou,  Exir Bangue.

Mach Goe bid thy Miftseffe,when my drinkesrcady,
She ftrike vponthe Bell, Gettheetobed. Exst.
1s this 2 Dagger,which I fee before me,
The Handle towand my Hand? Come,let me clutch thee:
I haue thee not,and yet [ fee thee @ill,
Art thou ot fatall Vifion, fenfible
To feeling,as to fight? or act thou but
A Dagger of the Minde,a falie Cresuon,
Proceeding from the heat-opprefled Braine 2
I fee thee yet, in forme as paipabie,
As this whichnow I dcaw.
Thou marfhall'R me the way that I was going,
And fuch an Ioftrument 1 was to vfe.
Mine Eyes are made the fooles o'th’other Sences,
Or elie worth all the refi - 1 {ee thee fill;
And on thy Blade,and Dudgeon,Gouts of Bloody
Which was not {o before. There’s no fuch thing:
Ttis the bloody Bulincfle, which informes
Thus,en mine Eyes. Now o're the one hslfe World
 Natare feemes dead,and wicked Dreames abufe
The Curtain d fleepe: Witcheraft celebraes
Pale Heccars Offngs : and witherd Murcher,
Alarum’d by his Cenrinell,the Wolfe,
Whofe howle's his Watch,thus with his fiealthy pace,
Wich Turgwins cavifhing fides, towards his defigue
Moues likea Ghoft, Thou fowre and fume-fec Earth
Heare nnt my fteps,which they may walke, for feare
I hy very fiones prate of my wherc-about,
And take the prafenc hiorror from the timey
Which now wutes with it. Whiles I threag,he Jiues:
W ords to the heat of deedes too cold breath giucs,

. A Bel rings.

I goe,and it is dooe : the Bell inuites me,

. Heare it not,Dunsan, for it is a Knell,

‘That fummons thee to Heauen, or to Hell. Exit.

—

| | Scen;: Secunda.

Ewter Lady.

La.That which hathmade thé drunk,hath made mebold:
What hath quench’d them, hath giuen me fire.
Hearke,peaces it was the Owle thac fhrick’d,

The fatall Bell-man,which giues the ftetn’ft good-night,
He is about it, che Doores are open:

And the (usfeted Groomes doe mock their charge

With Snores. [ haue drugg'd their Poffets,
That Death and Nature doe contend about them,
Whether they liue,or dye,

ter Macbeth.

Much. Who's thete? what hoa?

Lady. Alack,lam afraid they haue awak’d,
And’tis not doner th’attempt,and not the deed,
Confounds vs: hearke: 1 lay'd their Dagge:s ready,
He could not miffe 'em. Had he not refembled
My Father as he flept,I had don't,
My Husband ?

AMach. Thaue donethe deed:
Dudit thounot heare a noyfe?

Lady.f heard the Owle fchreame,and che Crickets cry,
.Did nat you fpeake ?

Mach. When?

Lady. Now.

AMack. Asldefcended?

Lady. 1.

M cb. Hearke,who lyesi’tl’fecond Chamber /

Lady . Donalbame.

Mac. This1s aforry fight,

Ldy. A foohththought,to fay a forry fight,

Afach, There’s onedidlaughin’s{leepe,

And onecry d Murther,that they did wake eachother:
I fiood,a.:d heard them : Bue they did fay their Prayers,
And addreft them againe to fleepe,

Ladr. Thereatetwolodg'd together,

M.ch, One cry'd God blefle vs,and Amen the other,
As they had teene me with thefe Hangmans hands;
Litnng theis feare, 1 could not fay Amen,

When they did 1.y God blefle vs.

Lady. Confiderit notio deepely.

JMaz.But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen?
1had moft need of Blcfing.and Amen ftuck in my throst.

Lady. Thete deeds muft not be thought
After chefe wayes: fo,ic will make vs mad.

Aach.Methought 1 heard a voyce cry, Sleep no more:
(Macherh does murther Sleepe, the innocent Sleepe,
Sleepe that knits vp the rauel'd Sleeue of Care,

The death of each dsyes Life,fore Labors Bath,
Balme of hurt Mindes,great Natuses fecond Courfe,
Chicfe nountherin Lif%’s Feaft.

Lady. Whatdoeyoumeane?

XMach. Sullit cry’d, Sleepe no more toall the Houfe :
lamis hath murther'd Sicepe,and cherefore Cawdeor
Shall fleepe no more: Macherh thall (leepe nomore.

Lady. Who was it,that thus cry’d>why warthy Thare,
You doe vnbend your Noble ffrength,to thinke
So brainc-fickly of things: G oe get fome Water,

: And

-
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“KnockiKnock, Neuerie quiet : What are you? bue s

And wath this filchic Witneffe from your Hand,
Why did you bring thefe Daggers from the place?
They muft lye there : goe carry them,and Gmeare
The {leepiec Groomes with blood.
Mach. lle goeno more:
1 am afraid,to chinke what I haue done ¢
Looke on't againe, I dare not.
Lady. Inf?rmc of purpofe.:
Giue methe Daggers: the {leeping,and the dead,
Arebut as P1&ures : "tis the Eye of Child-hood,
That feares a painted Deuill, If he doe bleed,
Ile guild the Faces of the Groomes withall,
For it muft feeme their Guile, Exit.
Knocke within,
Muach. Whence is that knocking ?
How is’t with me,when cucry noyle appalls me ?
What'Hands are here? hah : they pluck out mine Eyes.
Will all great Nepranes Ocean wath thisblood
Cleane from my Hand? no:this my Hand will rather
The multitudinous Seas incarnardine,
Making the Greene one,Red,

. Enter Lady,
Lady. My Hands are of your colour : but I (hame
To weare a Heart fo white, Knocke..
I hesrea knocking at the South entry :
Retyre we to our Chamber :
A litle Water clearcs vs of this deed.
How calie is it then ¢ your Conftancie
Hath lefc you voattended.
Heatke,more knocking.
Get on your Night-Gowne,leaft occafion call vs,
And fhew vs to be Watchers: be noc loft
So poorely in your thoughts,
Mach. Toknow my deed,
"Twerebeft not know my feife,
Wake Duncans with thy knocking :
I would thou could'fl.

Krocke.

Knocke.

Exeunt,

- —

Scena Tertia.

Enter 4 Porter.

Knocking within, |
Porter, Here's a knocking indeede @ if a man were
Porter of Hell Gate, hee thould haue old turning the
Key. Kwock, Knock,Knock Knock. Who's there
yth'name of Belcsbwé? Here’s a Farmer , that hang’d
him{clfe on th'expedation of Plentie:Come in time,haue
Napkins enow about you,here you'le fweat for’t. Knock.
1Knock,knock. Who sthete in th'other Deu:ls Name ?
Faith here’s an Equivocator, thut eould fwesre in both
the Scales againt ?!hﬂ' Scale, whe'committed Treafon
enough for Gods fake,yet could not equivocaeero Hes-

uen : ohcome in, Equiuocator,  Kwoek, - Knock,

Knock,Knock, Who's there 2 ‘Faith here’s an Eoghith -

Taylor come hither ' for fRealing out of a-French Hofe:

Come in Taylor, here you may roft your Goofe,

lace istoo.cold for Hell. Ile Deuilt-Porcer it no fureher: |

had choughe to haue let in fome of all Profeffions, that
goe the Primrefe way to cheerlafting Bonfire,  Kneck,
Anon,snon, I pray you remember the Porter,

2 v eecawe v
! - -

37
Entor Macduff,and Lewex. ‘

Macd, Was icfolate,friend,cre you went to Bed,
Thacyou doe lye fo late

Porz,Eaith Sir,we were carowfing till the fecond Cock:
And Drinke,Sir,is a great prouoker of three things,

Moacd, What three things does Drinke efpecially
proucke?

Port, Marry, Sir, Nole-psinting, Sleepe, snd Vrine,
Lecherie, Sir,it prouokes,and vnprouokes : it prouckes
the defire,butit takes away the performance, Therefore
much Drinke may be {aid to be an Equiuocator with Le-
cheries itmakes him,and it marres him it fees him on,
and it takes himoff 3 it perfwades him, and dif-heartens
him ; makes him tand too,and not Rand too : in concly-
fion,zquiuocates him in a fleepe,and giving him the Lye,
leaues him.

Macd. 1 beleeue Drinke gaue thee the Lye lat Nighe,

Port. That it did,Sir,i"the very Throatonme: bue |
tequited him far his Lye, and (I thinke)being too ftrong
for him,though he tooke vp my Legges fometime, yes I
made a Shift to caft him,

" Enter Macberh.

Macd. Tsthy Mafler fticring ?

Our knocking ha’sawak’'d him: here he comes.

Lenox. Good mortow, Noble Sir.

Mach. Good morrow both,

Macd. 1sthe King (trring,worthy Thawe?

Mach. Nog yet.

Macd, He did command me o call timely on him,

I haue almoft (lipe the houre,

Mab. ]lebring you to him, ,

Macd. 1know thisisaioyfull troubleto yous
Butyet'tisone,

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

Macd, lle make o bold to call, for'tis my limitted
feruice. Exs Maclnﬁ{

Lerox, Goes the King hence to day ?

Mach. Hedoes: he did appoint fo.

" Lenox. TheNightha'sbeen varuly:
Where we Ly, our Chimneys were blowne downe,
And (as they fay) lamentings heard ith’Ayre;
Strange Schreemes of Dcaﬁ’a, .
And Prophecying, with Accents gerrible,
Ot dyre CombuRion,and confus’d Euents,
New hatch’d toth’ wofull cime.
The obfcure Bird clamor'd the live-long Nighi,
Some fay,the Earth was feuorous,
Aud did fhake, ‘

Moach. *Twas arough Night.

Lenex. My young remembrance cannot paralel}
A fellow coiit, '

Enter Macduff,

Macd, O herror, horror, horror,

Tongue nor Hesrt cannot conceive,nor name thee,

Mach, and Lenax. What's the matrer

Macd. Confufion now hath made his Mafter-peecer
Motk facrilegious Murther hath broke ‘

The Lords anoynted Temple,and Role thence
The Life o'th’ Bujlding,
Mach. Whatis't you fay,the Life?
Lenox. Meane you his Maieftie?

- Macd. Approch the Chamber,and deftroy yo.g fighe}

With a new Gorgew, Doe not bid'me fpéake: - -
mm 3
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138 The Tragedre of M acbeth.

See,and then {peake your felues: awake,awake, Where our Fate hid in sa sugure g
’ Excnnt Mucketh and Lewox. 1 May ruth,and feize ve ? Let't\aw?;‘:'

Ring-the Alarom Beil : Murther,and Treafor, Our Teares are not yet brew’d.

Banguoand Denalbasne : Malcolme awake, . Mal. Nor our ftrong Sorrow

Shake of this Downey {leepe,Deaths counterfeit, Vpon the foot cf Motion.

And looke on Deathiit lelte s vp,vp,and fee . Bang. Looke tothe Lady:

The great Doomes Image: Malcolme,Bangro, And when we haue our naked Frailties hid, .

As from your Graues nie vp,and walke like Sprights, That fuffer in expofure ; let vs meet, '

To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell, And quefhion this moft bloody piece of worke,

Bell rings, Enter Lady. To know it further, Feares and fcruples thake vs:
Ledy. What's the Bufineffe ¢ In the greatHand of God I Rand,and thence,
That fuch a hideous Trumpet calls co patley Againft the vodivalg'd pretence, I fighe
The fleepers of the Houfz? fpeake,fpeake. Of Treafonous Mallice.
Macd, O gentle Lady, Macd. Andfodoel,

*Tis not for you to heare what I canfpeake:: All. Soall.

The repetition in a Womans eare, Mach. Let’s briefely put on manly resdineffe,

Would murther as it fell, ) : Aad meet i'th’ Hall together.

Enter Bangwo. . AN, Well contented, Exemt.

O Banguo, Bangws, Our Royall Mafter's murcher'd, Male. What will youdoe?
Lady. Woe alas: Let’s not confort with them:

What,in our Houfe? To thew an vnfelt Sorrow,is an Office
Ban. Too cruell,any where. . Which the falfe man do’s eafie,

Deare Daff, | prythee contradict thy felfe, Ne to England,

Aund fay,itisnot fo, Don. Tolreland,1:

‘ Our feperated fortune 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 Ibut dy'd anhoure before this chance, Male, This murtherous Shaft that'sfhot,

I had hu’d a bleffed time:: for from thisinftant, Hath not y¢: lighted:and our {afelt way,

Thete's noching ferious in Mortalitie: ‘ Is to auoid the uyme. Therefore to Horfe,

Allisbue Toyes : Renowneand Grace is dead, And let vs not be daintie of leaue-taking,

The Wine of Life is drawne and the meere Lees But fhiftaway : there’s warranc in thae Theft,

Is left this Vaule, to brag of, : Which ftealcs it felfe, when there’s nomercie left,

Exeuns.
Enter Malcolme and Denalbaine,
Donal. Whatisamiffe? :
Mach. Youare and doenot know's: SC ena %‘lﬂd.
The Spnag,the Head,che Fountaine of your Blood
Is ftopt, the very Source of it is Ropt. —
‘Macd. Your Royall Father’s inurcher'd,
AMal. Oh,by whom? Exter Rofe,wsh ax Old man,
I evox. Thofe of his Chamber,as it feem*d,had don's:

Theic Hands and Faces were all badg’d with blood, 0ld man, Threefcote and ten I can remember well,

So were their Daggers,which vawip’d,we found Within the Volume of which Time,1 haue fcene

Vpon their Pllowes: they ftar’d and were diflralted, Houres dreadfull,and things ftrange: but this fore Night

No mans Life wasto be trufted wich them,  Hath trifled former knowingss
Mach, O,yet I doerepent me of my furie, { Roffe. Ha,good Father,

That 1 did kill them. ' Thou feelt the Heauens,as trc :bled with inans A&,
Macd. Wherefore did you fo? Threatcas his blcody Stage: Lyih’ Clock 'tis Day,
12ach.Who can be'wife,amaz’d temp’rate, & furious, And yet darke Night firangles the trausiling Lampe :

Lovall and Neutrall,in a moment 2 No wan: Is’t Nights p:edoininance,or the Dayes fhame,

Wiexpedition of my violent Loué That Darkuefle does the face of Earth intombe,

Out.run the pawicr,Reafon. Herelay Dancas, When liuing Light thould kiffe ic?

H.s Situer skinne tac’d with his Golden Bload, Old man, " Tis vnnw'mll,

Ard his ga(h'd Stabs,look’d hike 2 Breach in Nature, Euen like the deed that's done : On Tucfday laft,

For Ruincs waitfu'l entrarce: there the Murtherers, AFaulcontowring in her pride of place,

Steep'd inthe Colours of their Trade ; cheir Daggers Was by a Mowfing Owle hawke at,and kill'd,

Vv manicily breech’d with gore: who could reframne, Roffe. And Dancans Horfes,

; .»: had aheartto loue; and in that heare, (A thing moft flrange, and certaine)

Comane romakc’s loue knowne? Beauteous,and fwiit,the Minions of theitRace,

I v, Helpeme hence hna, Turn'd wilde in nature,broke their (hlls,ﬁ:;xf out,
Afcd, Looketothe Lady, Contending 'gainft Cbedience,8s they wo
M. Why doe we hold ourtongues, Make Warre with Mankinde. ‘

‘That moft may clayme this argmacent for ours ? Gld man. 'Tis {aid they cate each other.

Tenal, What fhould be fpoken here, Rofe. Theydidfo: T
c- - { o

o,
——
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T e th’'amazement of mine eyes thatlook’d ypon™.
Enter Macduffe,
Heere comes the good Macduffe.
How goes theworld Sir,now 2
Macd. Why fee younor? -
Roff.1s’t known who did this more thenbloody deed?
Macd, Thofethat Afackerbhach (laine,
Roff. Alas the day,
VWhat good could they pretend ? ~
Aacd, They were fubborned,
Malcolme, and Dowalbaine the Kings two Sonnes
Are ftolncaway and fled, which puts vpon then
Sufpition of the deed.
Roffe. *Gainft Nature @ill,
Thriftleffe Ambition, that will rauenvp
Thine owne lives meanes : Then "ts mofl like,
The Soueraigoty will fall vpon AMacbeth.
Macd. Heisalready nam’d, and gone to Scone
Tobe inuefted.
Roffe. Whereis Dyncansbody? - |
Macd. CarriedtoCaltekill, "~ -
The Sacred Store-houfe of his Predeceffors,
And Guardian of their Bones.
Roffe. Willyouto Scone ? v
«Masd. No Cofin, lleto Fife,
Roffer Well,1 will thither. S
Macd. W ell may you fee things wel done there:Adicu
Leaft our old-Robes fit eafier then our new,
Roffe. Farewell, Father.
04 M. Godsbenyfon go with you,and with thofe
That would make good ofbad,and Friends of Foes.
’ , Exeunt omnes

Aétus Tertius. ScenaPrima.

Enter Bangwo.

Bang. Thou haltitnow, King, Cawdor,Glamis,all,
As the weyard Women promis’d, and I feare
Thou playd' moft fowly for't : yet it was faide
It {hould not ftand in thy Poflernty,

But that my {elfe fhould bé the Roote,and Father
Of maoy Kings. Ifthere come truth from them,
As vpon thee CHMacbetb, their Speeches fhine,
Why by the verities on thee made good,

May they not be my Oracles as well, -
Andfetme vp inhope, Buthufh,nomore,

Sewit fownded, Enmter Machets as King, Lady Lenox,
. Roffe,Lords and Artendants.

Mash. Heere's our chicfe Gueft,

La. 1fhehad beene forgorten,
It hadbene as 8 gap in our great Fealt,
Andall-thipg vabecomming. -

Mach.” Tonight we hold a folemne Supper fir,
A} Jle cequief your prefence.

‘Bang. Letyour Highnefle
: T Cominand vpon me, to the which my duties
4] Arewith amoft indiffoluble tye K
For cuer kait.

Mach. Rideyouthisafternoone?

Ban. 1, my good Lord.

Mach. Wethould haue elfe defir’'d your good dduice

L0
L ket

L

(Which fill hath been both grave.and profperous)
In this dayes Councell: but wee'le take to morrow.
Is't farre you ride?

Ban. Asfarre,my Lord,as willfill vp the time
*T wixt this,and Supper. Goe not my Hortlc the better,
I muft become a borrower of the Nigat,
For a dacke houre,or twaine,

2lach, Faile not our Feaft,

‘Ran. My Lord,I will not,

Afack, “We heare our bloody Cozens are below*d
In England,and in Irelané,not confefsing
Their cruell Parricide, filling their heasers
With ftrange inucnticn. But of that to mortow,
\When therewithall,we fhall haue caufe of State,
Crauing vsioyntly, Hyeyou o Horfe:
Adicu,tiil you returne stNighr,
Goes Fleance withyou? n .

Ban. 1,my good Lord: ottr time does call vpen's.” -

Mach. 1 with your Horfes fwift, snd fure of foot:
Aund fo I doe commend you totheirbacké
Farwell. Extt Banguo. "% ' -
Let cuery man be mafler of his time,  °
Tl feuen at Night,to make focietie T

The fweeter welcome:: h
We will keepe our felfe till Suppertime alone: * . .
Whilethen,God be withyou, " Exewnt Lod:.,r
Sirrha,a word with you : Attend thofe men s
Our pleafure? o

Scruant, They are, my Lord, without the Pdllsce
Gate. . ..
Mach. Bringthem before vs. Exit Sermant]” -
To be thus,isnothing, but to be fafely thus « '
Our feares in Baxguo fticke deepe,
And in his Royaltie of Nature reignes thae
Which wonld be fear’d: "Tis much he dares, ‘
And to that dauntlefle remper of his Minde, -l
He hath a Wifdome,that doth guide his Vislour, .
To a& in fafetie. There if nonebuthe, - aen s
Whofebeing I doe feare : and voder hih, -
My Geamais rebuk’d,as itis faid : - W
Mark_Anthonies wasby Cefar. He chid the Sifters, - °
When firft they put the Name of King vponme, . . -
And bad them fpeaketo him. Then Prophet-like,« - -
They hayl'd him Father to a Line of Kings. '
Vpon my Head they placd a fruitleffe Crowne,

And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe,

Thence to be wrenchet with an vnlineall Hand,

No Sonne of mine fucceeding : if t be fo,

For Bangus’s Wlue haue 1 il'd my Minde, :

For them,the gracious Duncas haue I murther’d,

Put Rancours in the Veffell of my Peace -

Onely for them,and mine eternall Iewell

Giuen to the common Enemie of Man,

To make them Kings, the Scedes of Bangwe Kings,

Rather then fo,come Fateinto the Lyft,

And champion me toth’vtrerance.
~Who's there ?

Enter Sernant, and two Murtherers.

Now goe to the Doore, snd ftay there till we call,
Exit Servant,

Was it not yefterday we fpoke together? S

Murth, It was,fo pleafc your Highneffe,

Mach, Well then,

Now haue you éonfider’d of my fpeeches:

Koow,

-

/
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Koew, that it was he,in the tlames pafl,
Which held you fo vader fortuse, .
Which youthought had been our innocent felfe
This I made goodto you,in our Iat conference,
Paftin probation with you:
How you were botne in hand, how crofi :
The Inftruments: who wrought wich them:
And all chings elfe,that might
To halfca Soule,a0d to a Notion craz’d, .
Say,Thus did Bangso,

1. Murth. You made it knowne tovs,

Mach, 1did fo:
And weat further, which is now
Our point of fecond meeting.
Doc you finde your patience (o predominant,
In your nature, that you can Jet this goe?
Are youfo Gofpell'd.to pray for this good man,
And for his Iffue, whofe heauie hand
Hath bow’d you to the Graue, and begger'd
Yours for euer ?

3. Murth. We are men, my Liege.

Meach. 1,in the Catalogue ye goc for men,
As Hounds,aud G.eyhounds,Mungrels,Spaniels,Curres,
Showghes, Water Rugs,and Demy-Wolues are clipt
Allby the Name of Dugges : the valued file
Duftinguifhes the (wite,the low,the fubrle,
The Houfe-keeper,the Hunter, enery one
According to the gift, which bounteous Nacure
Hathin him clos’d: whereby he does recciue
Particularaddition, fromthe Bill,
That wrices them all alike : and fo of men.
Now,if you)\auc a ftation in the file,
Not i%th’ worft ranke of Manhood, fay’t,
And I will put that Bufinefe in your Bofomes,
W hofe exscution takes your Enemie off,
Grapples you to the heari;and loue of vs,
Who weare cur Healch but ficklyin hus Life,
Which in his Death were perfeét,

3. Murth, I1amone,my Liege,
Whom the vile Blowes and Butfets of the World
Hath fo incens’d,that I am recklefle whac 1 doe,
To (prght the World,

1.Murih. And lanother,
So weanie with Difsfers,cagg’d with Fortune,
That I would fet my Life on any Chance,
Tomendit,orberid on’t.

Much, Both of youknow Buanquo was your Enemie.

Murth. True,my Lord.

Mach, Soishemine: snd in fuch bloody diftance,
That cuery minuse of his being,chrufts
Agamft my neer'ft of Life: and chough I could
With bare-fac’d power fweepe him from my fight,
And bid my will auouch it ; yet I muft not,
For cereaine triends that are both his,snd mine,
Whote loues I may not drop,but wayle his fall,
Who ] my Icife @ uck downe: and thenceitis,
That I to your aflidance doe make loue,
Masking the Bufineffe from the commion Eye,
For fun-iry weightic Reafons,

2. Aurtb. Ve (hall,my Lord,
Performe what you command ve.

1. Adsrth. Though our Liues--

Mach. Your Spitits fhiue through yoa,
Witlunthis houre, st moft,
1 will sduife you where to plant your felues,
J Acquaint you wiglithe perfe® Spy o'th’ time,

The moment on't,for’t muft be done to Nighe,
And fomething from the Pallsce: alwayes thought,
That I require s clearenefle ; snd with him,
Toleaue no Rubs nor Botches inthe Worke:
Fleans his Sonne,that keepes him companie,
Whofeabience is no lefle materiall tome,
Then is his Fachers,muft embrace the fare
Of that darke houre : refoluc your felues apart,
Ile come to you snon,

Murth. Wesre refolu'd,my Lord.

Mach. 1l call vponyou frsighe : abide within,
Itis concluded : Bawgwo thy Soules fight,
If it finde Heauen,muft ﬁmfe itoutto Night. Exemwt,

Scena Secunda.

Entér CMacheths Lady, anda Scrnant.

Lady. Is Bangwo gone from Court?

Sermant, 1,Madame,but returnes againeto Night,

Lady. Say to the King,T would sttend his leyfure,
For a few words,

Seruant. Madame, I will,

Lady. Nought's had, all's (pent,
Where our defire is got without content 3
*T1s fafer,to be that which we deftroy,
Then by defru&ion dwell in doubtfull ioy.

Enter Macheth.
How now,my Lord,why doe you keepe alone ?
Of forryeft Fancies your Companions making,
V(ing 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,

Machk. We haue fcorch’d the Snake, not kill’d ie:
Shee’le clofe,and be her felfe,whileft ourpoore Mallice
Remaines in danger of lier former Tooth,

But let the frame of things dif-1oyne,

Both the Worlds fuffer,

Ere we will este our Meale in feare,and flee

In the affliCtion of thefe terrible Dreames,

“That (bake vo Nightly: Better be with the dead,
Whom we,to gayne our peace,baue fent to peace,
Then on the torture of the Minde to lye

In reftlefle extafie.

Duncane is in his Graue :

After Lifes ficfull Feuer he{leepes well,

Trea‘on hz’s done his worft : nor Steele,nor Poyfon,
Mallice domefi:que, forraine Leuie, nothing,
Can touch him furtlier,

Lady. Comecon:

Gentlemy Lord.(lecke o'reyourrugged Lookes,

Be bright and louiall among your Guefts to Night.
Mach. So (halll Loue,and foIpraybeyou:

Let your remembrance spply to Bangwe,

Prefent him Eminence,both with Eye and Tongue :

Vnfafethe while, that wee muft laue

Our Honors in thefe flattering fireames,

And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts,

Difguifing wha they are,

Lady. %ou muft Icauc this.

Mach. O, full of Scorpions is my Minde,deare Wife :
Thou know’ft,that Banguo and his Fleans liues,

Lady. Buc

Exit.

>
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’ Ls+;. Butinthem, Natares Coppic’s not eterne.
i A&izs. There's comfore yet,they are affaileable,
; Theabethouiocund: erethe Bat hach flowne

113 Cloyfter'd fhght, ercto black Heccats furamons

i The (hard-borne Beetle,with his drowfic hums,

' Yath rng Nights yawning Peale,

Ticre fhall be done a deed of dreadfull note,

L.a!r. What'stobe doqe?

Al b Beianocent of the knowledge,deareft Chuck,
Tl theuappiaad dhie deed: Come,feeling Nighe,
Skarfe vpthe tender Eye of pitofull Day,

And with thy bloodie and inuilibke Hand

Cancell and teareto pirces that great Bond,

\\ tuch keepes me pale. Lightthickens,

And thie Crow makes Wing toth’ Rookie Wood.
Goodehings of Day beginto droope.~nd drowlc,
Whiler Phghes black Agenes to thei Prey’s doe rowfe.
Thea moruei! @ atmy words: bachold thee thill,
Thiogs bod begun,aale dreng themiclues byill:

So prythee goc wita me. Exeunt.

Scena Tertia.

Es:ter three Sfartherers,

1. Rurwho did bid theeroyne with vs?

3. Macloth,

2, Hencedes notour miftrut,fiiice he deliuers
Our Offices, and what we haucro dee, -
Tothedueftion it

1. Thealtardwitnvi:

The Weit yer glimmers with fome ftreakes of Day.
Now fpurres the lated Trauellet apace,

To gayne thetimely Inne, end neere approches
The fubic& of our Watch.

3. Hearke,] heare Horfes,

Banguowithin. Giuevsa Light there,hoa,

2. Then'tishec:

The ref}, that are within the note of expetation,
Alreadicarei’th’Court.

1. His Horfes goe about,

3. Almoftamile:buthedoss viually,

So all men doe, from heacetoth’ Pallace Gate
Makeit their Walke,

Enter Bangwe and Fleans with 4 Torch,

3. A Lighe,a Light,
3. 'Tis hee,
1. Stand tao’t,
Ban. Itwillbe Rayoeto Night.
1. Letic come downe,
Ban. O, Trecherie! )
Flye good Fleans, flye, flye, flye,
Thou may'ft reuenge. O Slaue !
3. Who did ftrike out the Light ?
1. Was't notthe way ?
3. There's but one downe: the Sonneis fled,
3. Wehaueloft
Befthalfe of our Affaire.
1. Well, let's away,and fay how much is done.
' Exennt,

Sczena Quarta.

e —

Banguet prepar d. Enter CMacheth, Lady, Roffe, Lene:,
Lordsy and o Attendants.

2ich. Youknow your owne degrees,fitdovwne:
Atitrlt and laft,the hearty welcome.
Jerds, Thankesto your Maiefty.
Mark. Out selic will mingle with Society,
And play the humbic Hoft :
Our Hofteffekeepes her Srate butinbelt time
WV e will require her welcome.
La. Pronounce it fot me Sir, to all our Friends,
For my heart fpeakesythey are welcome.
Enter firft CAlurtherer.
J1a.b.Seethey encounter thee with their harts thanks
Both lides are eucn: heereIle fici’ch’mid’t,
Be large in murth,anon wee'l drinke a Meafure
The Tatle round. There’s blood vpon thy face.
Mur. "Tis Bangud’s then,
Meach. Tis better thee without, then he within,
ishedifpatch’d 2 '
Mar. My Lord his throatis cut, that I did for him.
Mac. Thouart the be(to’th’Cut-throats,
Tethee's gnod chat did the like for Fleans.
If thou did it 1, thou arz the Non-pareill.
Awr. Mot Royall Sir
Fleanss {cap'd.
Mach. Then comesmy Fitagaine :
Thad clie beene perfedl
Whele as the Marble, founded as the Rocke,
Asbroad, and generall, as the cafing Ayre:
But now Iam cabia d, enb’d, confin’d,bound in”
To fawcy doubts, and feates. But Bangwe’s fafe?
Afsr. 1,my good Lord : fafein aditch he bides,
With twenty trenched gafhes on his head ;
The leat a Death to Nacure. :
Afach. Thankes for that:
There the growne Serpent lyes, the worme thav's fled
Hath Nature thatin time will Venom breed,
No teeth for th’prefenc, Getthee gone, to morrow
Wecl heare our felues againe, Exit Mwrdever.
Lady. My Royall Lotd,
You do not giue the Cheere, the Feat is fold
That is not often vouch’d, while *tis a making ¢
'Tis given,with welcome: to feede were bcg sthome:
From thence, the fawce to meate is Ceremony,
Meeting were bare without it.

Enterthe Ghoft of Banque,and firs in Machetbs place.

(Mach. Sweet Remembrancer :
Now good digeftion waite on Appetite,
And healthonboth._
Lenox. May't ‘rlecfc your Highneffe fic.
Mach. Here had wenow our éoumries Honor,roof'd,
Weréthe grac'd perfan of our Bawgwo prefent :
Who, may | rather challenge for vakindneffe,
Then pitty for Mifchance.
Reffe. Hisabfence(Sir)
Layes blame vpon his promife, Pleas’t your Highnefle
To grace vs with your Royall Company ?

Alccbl
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" Mach, TheTablesfull 7
Lenox, Heercis aplace referw’dSir,
Mauch. Where?
Lenox. Heeremy good Lord.

Whatis’c thatmoues your Highneffe 7

Much, Whieh of you hifiie done this?

Ay, Whagymy goodLord? . -
Mact. Thouganftnocfay I1did ic: neuer (hake

! Thy goary lockes at me.

Raffe. Geptlemenrife,his Highne(feis not well. -
Lady. Sitvwonhby Friends: my Lord is.often thus,
| And hath beeme from his youth, Piay you keepe Seat,
The ficis inomemary, vpon-athought -
Hewill againebewell, If much younote him
“You thall offend hin, and exrend his Paffion;
i Feed, and regard himnot.. Aseyouaman?
«  Mnb. 1, ind ahold one, that dare looke on'that
Which might appall the Diuell..
La. O proper fivffe : Co
+This is the yery painging of your feare :
1 This is the Ayre-drawsse-Dagger which you faid

b

:Led you to Dwncan.. O, thefe lawes and farts
Impoftors tatrue feare) would well become
‘A womans ftory, at a \Winters fire |
Authariz’d by ber Grandamn y(bamc it {clfe,
,Why do you make fuch faces? When all’s done
You lpoke hut ona ftoole. '
Macé . Prythes fec there :
{Behold, looke, loe, how fay you:
-Why what care I, if thou cap(t nod, fpeake toe.
JtCharncllhoufes, and our Graues mufl fend
Thofe that we bury, backe; our Monuments .
Shall be che Mawes of Kytes. :
La, Whar? quite vamaon’d ip folly,
Mach 1f1 ftangd heere,] faw him.
La. Fictorfhame, -+ .«

Ete humane Statute purg’d thegentle Weale:
:1,and fince tao, Mugthers have bene perform’d
 Too terrible for the gare. Thesines has bene,

FThat when the Braines werequs, the man would dye,

) And there an end : But now they rifeagaine .

L Wishywenty morsall mugthet onsheir crownes,’
And puth vs {rom ous ftoolss... Thisis more ftrange

 Then fuch a murther is, NP

. L& My warthy Lord :

L Yous Noble Friends do lacke you. -

Mach. 1deforgeiy 1 - .. .

FDo not mufe at me my moft woschy Friends,

I bauca frange inficmisy,whichis nothing

Tothofe that know me. Comse joucand health toall,

Then le fit dow ne : Giue gre forae Wane, fill full ;

Lnter Chsft.

T drinke to th'generall ioy o'th'whote Table,

And to our deere Fnend Bangve, whom wemifle :

Would he were hecre; to all, and him we chueft, ..

Andall toall. TN

Lovds. Ouidunies, and thepledge,  *- - ",

CHac. Auant, & quicmy figiv Jerthe earth hide thee:
Thy bones are marrowlcfie, thy bload is cold s
Thou halk no (peculasion 1n thofs ryes. C o
Which thop dofiglare with. vy, Lo,

La. Thinkeofthis good Peerest ..o - Sys
But as a tinng of Cuftome : 'Tisno ogher,

Macs, Whar man dorp, X dare s,

Mach., Bloodhath bene fhed ere now,i'th’olden time |

{

. I Sawcy,and oues-bold, how did yeu date
Oupely 33 fpoyles the plesfure of hecime, - v .0 | F

L Approach thoulike tac rugged Ruffian Beare,

| Brokethe good meeting,with moft admir'd diforder, -

Thearm'd Rhinoceros, or tiv'Hirean Tiger,
Take any fhape but that, aud my firme Nerues
Shall neuer tremble. Or bealive agsine,

And dareme to the Defart with thy Sword
If rembling I inhabit then, proteftmee * - ~.
The Baby of aGitle. Hence hotriblefhadow,

| Vareall mock’ry hence, Why (b, being gone,

JTamaman sgame: pray you fic flill.
La, Youhaue difplac'd the mirth, .
Macb. Canfuch things be, . wo

And oucrcome vs like a Summers Clowd, . R

Without our fpeciall wonder? Youmakeme firange - -

Euen to the difpofition that I owe, s

When now I'thinke you can behold fuch fighes, *

Andkeepe the naturall Rubic of your Cheekes, -

When mineiis blanch’d with feare, “

Roffe. Whas fights,my Lord 2 ' ol
La, 1prayyouipeake not: he growes worfe &Cwod}

Qeflionenrages him ; at once, goodmghr, '

Staudnot vpon the order of your going,

But go ac once. .

Len. Geodnighe,and bettet heakh

Attend his Maiefly.

La, Akihde goodmghttoall.
Mach. Tewillhaue blood they fay :
} Blood will haue Blood : L

EsuLords. |

 Stones haue beene knowne to moue,& Trees o (peake :

Augures, and vndetftood Relations,haue -
By Maggot Pyes, & Choughes,& Rookesbrought fmthi
The fecret'ft man of Blood, What isshenighe? «« .
La. Almoftat oddes withmorning,whichis which:
AMach, How lay'l chou that Macdnf denies his pérfof

Atour preat bidding,

La: Did you fend 1o him Sir 2. e T
Mach. Theare.is by the way:: Bue T will feod:” -

There’snotsonqof shembutinhishoufe .~ .~

Tkeepe 2 Seruant Feed. Iwilltomorrow ¢

(And betimes T will to the weyard Sifters.

More fhallthey fpeake; for now Lambent to know

By the worft ncanes, the woi ft, for mine owne gaod,

All caufesfhall give wav, 1amioblood ’

Steptin fo farre, that fhould I wade nomore, ..

Returping were as tediaus as go ore: Tl

Strangechings I hauc in head, that will to hand,

Which myR be aled, eseshey may be {cand. e
La. You lackethe feafon of all Naturesyflcepe.
Macb,Come,wee’l 1o fleepe : My firange & felf-abufe

Is the initiace feare that wants hatdy vies”

Weareyetbut yong indeed. '

~

.....

Exeunt, }
TR A
‘ll .

Scena %iﬁtd.

sl ] \

3

Tbunder.  Enter the thvee Witches, mesting -
Hecat, -

. InRiddles,and Affaires of death ;

1. W!B' how now Hecat, you looke angerly?
Hec, Baue Inotreafon (Beldams) asyouare?-

-

To Trade, and Trsfheke with Mackeh, -.: latre -

Y

Anil

- e i *
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And ] the Miftris of your Charmes,
The clofe contriuer of sll harmes,
Wasneuer c2li'd to beare my part,
Os fhew the glory of our Art ?

And which is wocfe, allyou hauz lone

Hath bene but fora wayward Sunue,
Spightfull,and wrathfull, who (a5 others do)
Loues for his owne ends, nc e for you.

But make amends now: Getyou gon,

And acthepit of Acheron

Mecte me v'th’Morning : thither he

Will come, to know tus Dethinie,

Your Veflcls, and your Spels prouide,
Your Charmes,and eucry thing befide ;

1 amfor th'Ayre : This nighe ile fpend
Vnto a difmall, and a Fatall end,

Great bufineffe muft be wrought cre Noone,
Vpon the Corncr of the Moone

Thete hangs a vap'rous drop, profound,

Ye estchitere it come to ground;

And thardiftill'd by Magicke flighes,

Shall raife (ach Artsficiali Sprights,

As by the firength of their iflufion,

Shall draw him onto his Confufion.

He (hall {purne Fate, fcorne Death, and beare
His hopes boue Wifedome,Grace,andFeare:
And you all know, Security

Is Mortals cheefelt Enemie.

Maujickeand a Song,

Hearke, T am call'd : my licile Spinit fee
Sitsina Foggy cloud,and Rayes for me.

3 Come,let's make hatk, heel {oone be

Backe againe. Exewss,

Scana Sexta.

e

Enter Lenox and awotber Lovd.

Lenex. My former Speeches,
Haue buc hit your Thoughts
Which caninterpret farther : Onely I fay
Things have bia ftrangely borne, The gracious Dusicas
Was pittied of Macheth : marry he wasdead :
And the night valiant Bungwo walk’d too late,
Whom you may {ay (if t pleafe you) Flean: kill*d,
Fot Fleans fied : Men muft not walke too Jate.
Who cannot want the thought how monflrous
It was for Malcolmeyand for Donadbaie
To kil thewr gracious Father ? Damrned Fact,
How it did gt eeue Macherh ? Did he not flraighe
In pious rage, the two definquents tesre,
That were the Slaues of disnke,and thralles of fleepe?
Wasuot that Nobly done? 1, and wilely too :
For 'twould liaue anger’d any hearcaliue
Totearethe mendeny’t. Sothac i fay,
He ha’sborne all things well, and I do thinke,
That had he Damcans Sonnes vader bis Key,
(As,and’c pleafe Heauen he fhall not) they fhould finde
What "twere to kill a Father : So thould Fleans,
Butpeace ; for from broad words,and caufe he fayl'd
His pre{enceat the Tyrants Feaft, Fheare

Singwithin. Comse away, conse away,te, §

Hasduffe linesin difgrace. Sir,can you telf

Whete he beftowes himnfelfe ? 4
Lord. The Soanes of Daucane
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth)

Liues ir the Enghfh Coust,and 1s receyu'd 1

Of the moft Pious Edward, wich fuch grace,
Thacthe malevolence of Fortune, nething
Takes fromhishigh refpe@. Thither Afandeffe
Is gone, topray the Hofy King, vpon his ayd
To wake Northumberland,and warlike Sgward,
That by che helpe of thefe (with him sboue)
Toratifie the Worke) we may agajne
Giuc to our Tables ineate, (leepe to our Nighes:
Frec from our Feafts,and Banquets bloody kaiues ;
Do tawhfull Homage, 30d receiue free Honors,
All which we pine tornow. Andthisrepore
Hath fo exafperate cheir King, thag hee
Prepares for fome attempt of Warte.

Len. Sentheto Muacdeffe

Lord, Hedid : and with an ablolute Sit,not 1
The clowdy Me(fenger turnes me his backe,
And bums; as who fhould fay, you'l rue the time
Thatclogges me withthis Anfwer,

Lenox. Andthatwellmighe
Aduife him to a Caution, t hold what diftance
His wifedome can prourde, Some holy Angell
Flye to the Court of England,and vnfold
His Mcffage ere he come, that a fwift blefling
May foone returne to this our fuffering Country,
Vadera hand accurs’d.

Lerd. 1z fend my Prayees with him, Exewnt

\ .z!ffm Quartus.  ScenaPrima.

—————

7&10110. Enter the tbree Witches,
1 Thrice the brinded Cat hath mew’d.
3 Thnce;and oncethe Hedge-Pigge whin'd,
3 Harpier cries, "tis time, "tis time,
1 Roundaboat the Caldrongos
Inthe poyfond Entrailes throw
Toad, that voder cold fRone,
Dayes and Nights, ha's thirty one :
Sweltred Venom fecping got,
Boylethoufirft i'th’charmed pot.
Al. Double, double, toile and trouble ;
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble.
2-Fillet of a Fenny Snake,
Inthe Cauldron boyle and bake :
Eye of Newr, and Toe of Frogge,
Woll of Bat,and Tongueof Dogge *
Adders Forke, and Blinde-wormes Sting,
Lizacds legge, and Howlets wing :
Feor a Charme of powrefull troudle,
Like 2 Hell.broth, boyle and bubble.
248 Double, double, toyleand trouble,
Fireburne, and Cauldron bubble.
3 Scaleof Dragon, Tooth of Wolfe,
Witches Mummey. Maw,and Guife
Of the rauin’d fale Sea fharke:
Roote of Hemlocke, digg'd i th'darke:
Liver of Blafpheming lew,
Gall of Goate, and Slippes of Yew,

Sliver'd in the Moones cchipfes
Nof;
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Nofe of Turke,snd Tartafs lips :
Finger of Birth-(irangled Babe,
Ditchedchiuer'd by a Drab, (

Adde thereto a Tigers Chawdron,
For th'Ingredience of our Cawdron,
All. Double, double, toyle and rouble,
Fire burne,and Cauldron bubble.
» Coote it with a Baboones blood,
Then the Charme 1s firme and good.

Enter Hecat and the other three wuches.

Hec, O well done : I commend your paines,
And cuery one fhall fhares’th’gaines:
And now about the Cauldroufing
Liie Elues and Fairies in a Rung,
Inchanting all that you putin.
Afufi ke anda Song. ‘Llackg Sprits, e
3 Bythepricking of my Thuailcs,
Something wicked this way comes:
Open Loc[i(cs, who euer knockes.
Enter JMacbeth,
Afach.How now you fecret,black, & mudnight Hags? 4
Whatis’t you do?
All. A deed without aname. ‘
Mach. 1coniure you, by that which you Profelle,
(How ere you come to knowit)janfwerme:
Though you vatye the Windes, and lerth cni e
Againft che Churches: Thouglh the yelly Waucs
Confound and fwallow Naurgatoa vp
Though bladed Corne belod ' 4,& Tices blown downe,
Though Caitles topple on their \Varders heads s
ILaugh Palle. es, and Pyrumids do flope
Their beads 1o thair Feundotions: Thoighthe weafure
Of Natures Germaiue  tumble oltog-iiur,
Euen ull dettirudtion ficken: Anfwer g
To what La,ke yous
1 Speake.
2 Demand.
3 Wee'lanfwer,
1 S3y,ifth had rathe heare st from our wouthes,
Or fro:n cur Malters,
Mach, Call’em : letme {ee’em.
1 Powre uiSowes blood, that nath caten
Her nime Fatrow. G eaze that’s {weaten
From the Murderc.s Gibbet, throw
Into the Flame.
All, Comehighiorlow:
Thy Selfe and Ofhiic deaitly fhow. Thunder,
1. Apparat.onsia Armed Head.
Afuwb. Tell me, thou vaknowne power,
t Heknowes thy thought:
Heare s fpecch, but fay thounoughe,
v Ap.or. A ocberh,Macbesh, Afacbeih :
Beware AocunTe,
Beware the 1 hane of Fife : difimiffe me. Enough,
HeDefeonds.
Ale-b A har crchon are for thy good caution,thanks
T hoa haft hacp'diny feare anght, Butone word more.
1 He wili not be convnanded : heere's another
More potcnrthen the bty © Thander.
3 Apparizion, & Bloody Chslde.
o A s . Machesh, N ack th, Machesh.
Afach. Mad [ threceares, 1 d heare thee,
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a2 Appar. Be bloody, bold, & refulutes

Laugh to fcorne
The powre ot man : Fornone of woman boine
Shall harme Afacheth, Defrerds.

Mac. Thenlue Macdufle:what need 1 feare of thee

But yer Ile makc affurance : double fure,

And take a Bond of Fate : thou fhaltnot lice,

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

And{leepein fpight of Thunder. Thundor
3 Apparation g Childe (rowned, mithaTree m b, fand,

Whatis this, that rifes like the iffue of s King,

And weares vpon his Baby-bsow, theround

And top of Soucraignty?

All. Liften, but fpeake not too't.

3 Appar. Be Lyonmccled, proud,and takeno care:
Wio chales, who frees, or where Confpireis arce .
Macketh th2'l ncuer vanquifh’d be, vaull
GreatByrnamm Wood, to high Dunfmane Hill
Shali come againft him.

Atach. Thatwill ncuer bee :

Who canimprefle the Forreft, bid the Tree
Vafixe bus carth-boun¢ Reot? Sv < boadiments,gond:
Rebellious dead, rife neuer till the Wood
OfByinanr:fe, and our high plac’d Afacbes

Shali hiue the Leafe of Nature,pay his bieath

To tine, and moreall Cullome, Termy Hare

Throbsto know cue thing: Tell me, ifyour Are
Cantelifomuch : Shall Banguo’s iffuc euer
Rergoeinthis Kingdome ?

Ail. Seeke to know no more.

Alich. T will beGatisfied. Deny e this,
Andaneternall Cuife fall on you : Letine know, !

Why finkes thae Cald. oo § & whatnoue iy this? Floboyes

1 Shew,

2 Shew,

3 Shaew,

All, Sl ew bis Fyesand grezue L T,

Come bike hadowes, {o depart,
A fhew of esght Kings, and Do yue Lyft,wsil £ glaffe
s8 his band,

Mach. Thouart tco like che Spirit of Bawguo. Down:
Thy Crowne da’s fearemine Eye-bals. And by Laite
Thouothe Gold-Lcudbrow, 15 Lke the firlt ;

A third, e hike che former, Filthy Hiatres,

Why do you thew me this¢ e——A fousth? Sraiteyes !
Vyhat will the Line firccch vottd’thicracke of Dooine?
Another yet ? A feaucnth? e feeno more .

And yet the eight appeares, who beares a glafle,
Which fhewes me many morc: and fome I fee,
Thatewo-fold Balles, and trebble Scepters carry,
Hornble fight : Now I fee“as true,

Forthe Blood-bolter'd Banguo (miles vpon me,

And points atthem for his. Whar? is this fo?

1 ISn,allchisisfo, Bucwhy

Stands (Macherh thus amazedly ?

Come Sulters, chieere we vp his fprights,

And fhew the bett of our delights.

Ile Charme the Ayze to giue a found,

While you perfarme yous Anzique round :

T hat chis great King may hindly fay,

Our duties, did his welcome pay, Alnficke.
The Witches Dawceypnd vansh,

Mach, Where are they ? Gone ?
L ct this pernitious houre,

Stand aye accurfed in the Kaleader.
Corne in, without there.
Lensx. What's your Graces will,

Defeerd.

'

Ewter Lewox.

Alach,

- ——

f rame w4 it ermmean - owp— ¢ ot T
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The Tragedsed] HMacheth.

Mach. Sawyouthe Weyard Sifters ?
Lenox. Nomy Lord.
Mach. Came they notby you?
Lenox. Noindeed my Lord,
Mach. Infe&ed beche Avie whereon they ride,
And damn’d all chote that truft them. § didieare
The galloppng of Hotle. Who was't came by ?
Len. T1s two orthiee my Locd,that bring you werd :
Macduffis Qed to England.
Mach. Fled 1o T ngland?
Len. [,my good Lord,
Mach. Tine,thou anucipat'it my dread e epioits:
The flighty purpote neter1s o're-tovke
Valefle the deed go witnit. From this momere,
The very hrithings of my heart (hall be
The firftiings of my hand, And cucnnow
To Crnwamy thoughes with Act be it thogin & done:
The Cate ot Iacdnf, [ will turprize,
Seizevpan Fires gie to th'edae o'th Sword
His Wile, s Babes andail votortunate Soules
Thattrace hun inbis Line, Noboaftinghike a Foole,
Thisdced tlc do, betore this purpofe coole,
Butno more £ shes. Where are thefe Geatlemen ?
Come bring me where chey are. E xemnt

—

Scena Secunda.

Ewter Macduffes 1¥ife ber Son,and Ruffe.

#ife. What had he done,to make him fly the Land?

Rofl>. Y oumul} haue patience Madam,

#ife. tHehad none :
His flight was madnefle : when our AQions do not,
Our feares do make vs Trastors,

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

wife. Wifedom? toleaue his wife,to lesue his Babes,
His Manfion,and his {itles, ina place
From whence him(clfe do's flye> He loues vs not,
He wants the naturall couch. For the poore Wren
(The moft diminitiue of Birds ) will fight,
Her yong ones inher Ne®t,agsinft the Owle ¢
Allis the Feare, and nothing is the Loue ;
Aslittleis the Wiledome, where the fight
So runnes againft all reafon,

Roffe. M { deereft Cooz, .
I pray you fchoole yout felfe. But for your Husbead,
HeisNoble, Wife, Iudicious,and belt knowes
Thefits o'th*Seafon. I dare notfpeakemuch further,
But crueil are the times, when we sre Trsitors
And do not know owur felues : when we hold Rumor
From what we feare, yet know not what we feare,
But floate vpon a wilde and violent Sea
Eachway,and moue. Itake my leave of you:
Shall not be long but Ile be heere sgaine::

 Things at the worft will ceafe,or elie climbe vpward,

To what they were before. My pretty Cofine,
Bleffing vpon you,
Wife. Facher’d he is,
Au%:vﬂe} hee’s Father-jeffe,
¢. 1am fomuchaFoole,fhould I fay longer
It would be my difgrace, and your di(comfoyrt. 8
I'take my leane at once. Exit Roffz.

|

14.5

Wife. Sitra, your Fathers dead,

And what will you donow? How will you liue

Sen, AsBirds do Mother.

»ife. What with Wermes,and Flyes ?

Son. With what Iget I meane,and o do t\.ey.

wife, PooreBud,

Thou'dft neuer Feare the Net, not Lime,
The Pittall; not the Gin,
Son, Why fhould I Mothet ?
Poere Birds they are not fet for :
My Father is not dead for all your faying.
Wife. Yeshersdead:
How wilt thou do fora Father?

Sexn. Nay how w.ll you do for s Husband ?

#ifee Why Ican buy metwenty at any Marker,

Sen. Then youl by "ern to fell againe.

wife. Thou fpeak’t withail thy wie,

! Andyet I'faich with wit enough tor thee

Son. Was.nvy Facher a Traitor, Motl.ex *

Mife, 1, thathe was.

Sen. \Vhatisa Traitor?

Wife. \Why onethat fweares,and Iyes.

Son  Andbeall Traiors,that do fo.

#ife. Euery ouethat do's fo, is a Traitor,

Aad muft behang'd,

Sow. And mutt they alibe hang'd, that fwear and lye?

wife. Eucry one,

Sev. Whomult hang them ¢

twife. Why the horett men,

Som. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools:for there
are Lyars and Swearers enow, tc beatethe honelt men,
and hang vp them.

wife. Now God helpe thee poare Monkie :

Buchow wilt thou dotora Fatlier ?

Som. 1f he were dead, youl'd weepeforbum : if you
would not, it were a good figne, that I :hould quickely
' hauea new Facher.

#ife, Poore pratler,how thou talk’fi ?

Enter a Meffenger.

Atef-Blefle you faire Dame : | am not to you known
Though in your ftate of Honor I am perfedt;
1 doubt forne danger do’s spproach you necuely,
1fyou will take a homely mans aduice,
Be not found heere : Hence with your little ones
To frightyou thus, Me thinkes T am too fausge:
To do worfe to you, were fell Cruelry,
Whichis too nie your perfon. Heauen preferue yoy,
1dare abide no longer, Exie Me[Pger

#ifee. Whether thould I fiye ?

Thaue done no harme. But I remember now
Iam in chis earthly world : where to do harme |
Isoften laudable, to do good fometime
Accounted dangerous folly. Why then (alas)
Do 1put vp chat womanly defence,
To {ay Lhaue done no harme?
What are thefe faces ?
Ewter Mwrtherers.
Mur Where is your Husband ?
»:  1hopeinno place fo vnfan&ified,
Where fuch a3 thou mag*R finde him,
Muwr, He's 3 Traicot,
Sen. Thou ly'thou thagge-ear'd Villaine.”
Mur, WhatyouEgge?
Yong fry of Treachery 7
-~ Sow, He ha's killd me Mother;
Runawsy Ipray you. Exit crying Muwrther.
N n Sm‘
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Scena Tertia.

Enter Malcolme and Macdnffe.

Mal. Let vs {ecke out fome defolace fhade, & there
Weepe our {zd bofomes enspty.

tMacd Lecvs rather
Hold fatl the mortall Sword ¢ and like good men,
B-@ride our downfall Birthdome : each new,Mormne,
Ne# Widdowes howle,new Orphanscry,new forowes
Serike hesuen ontheface, that icsefounds

The Tragedie

As 1t it fele with Scexlend, and yell'd out
Like Syilable of Dolour.

Mal, What [ belecue, lle waile;
Whac know, beleeue ; and what I canredrefle,
As I fhall findethe time to friend : I wil.
‘What yeu haue fpoke, it may be fo perchance.
JThis Tyrant, whofe fale name blifters our tongues,
‘'Was once thougin hogeft : you haue lou'd hum well,
Hehathnot touch’d you yet. 1am yong,but (omething
You .nay difcerne olyhim through me, and wifedome
Tooff:r vp a weake,poore innocent Lambe
T'appeafe snangry God. :
Macd, amnottreacherous.
Malc. But Macketh s, .
A g10od and vertuous Nature may recoy le
Inan Tmperiall charge. But ] fhall craue your pardon:
That which you are, my thougbts canno? tranfpofe;
Argelsare bright fill, though the brigheeit fell.
Though all chings foule, would wear the brows of grace
Yet Grace muft flill looke fo.

AMacd. 1haue loftmy Hopes.

Male. Petchance cuen chere
Where 1 did finde my doubrs.
\Why in that uwueG}e’ left you Wife,and Childe?
Thole precious Motiues, thofe ficong knots of Loue,
Without leaue-taking. ] prav you,

Let not my lealoufies, be your Difhonors,
But mine owné Safeties : you may berightly iuft,
What cuer I fhall thinke.

Macd: Blerd, biged poore Connrry,
Great Eyrrany, lay thaiithy bafis furc,
For goadnefle dare not check thee : wear §thy wrongs,.
The Tidle,1s affear’d. Far thee well Lord
1 would nos be the Villaine thetthou tbini'ﬁ,
For the wholeSpace thar's inthe Tyreats Grafpe,
AundiherichEaf toboot.

Mal, Bggotoffended:
1fpeakenot sxip ablolute feare of yon :
I thinke our Qommeryr Bukes beneath the yoake,
Itweepes, it bleeds, and each new dqh:Edh
Is added to her wounds, 1thinke withall, .
 There would be handy vplifeed inmy righe:
 And heete from gracipes. anvd hene ] offes
Of gondly thoufands, Butforalighase - . .
Wheo 1fhall creade vpon the Tyrancs hesd, - -
¢ weare iton my Swotd yeemy pooté Country]
Shall have more vices then it had befere, -
More fuffer,snd more fundsy wayes then cuer,}
By him that fhall fucceede.. :

24acd. What fhould hebe?

Mal, Itis my felfe | meane :in whom I know
(Al the particulasy of Vice fo grafted,

of M acheth.

That whenthey fhallbe open’d, blacke Mackerh
Whll feeme as pure as Snow, and the poore State
Ettecrne hiniasa Lambe, being compar'd
Withmy confinclefie Larmes.
Macd. Notnthe Legions
Ofbornd Hell, can come a Diuell more
1n ewls, to top Macketh.
Mal, ] granthim Bloody,
Luxurious, Auancious, Falle, Deceitfull,
Sodaine, Malicious, fmacking of cucry finne
Thatha'saname. Butthere’s no bottume,none
Inmy Voluptuoufnefle : Your Wiues,your Daughters,
Your Matrons, and your Maides, could not fill vp
The Gefterne of my Luft,and my Defire
All continent Impediments would oce-bearer
Thatdid oppofe my will. Bettes Mackerh,
Then fuchan one torcigne,
Macd, Boundlefle intemperance
InNatureis a Tyranny : It hath beene
Th'votimely emprying of the happy Throne,
And fall of many Kings, Butfeare notyet
To take vpon you what is yours : you n.ay
Conuey your pleafures in a fpacious plenty,
Aund yet feeme cold. Thetime you may o hoodwinke :
We haue willing Dames enough:there cannot be
That Vulture in you, to deuoure fo many
As will to Grearnefle dedscate themfelues,
Finding it fo inclinde.
Mal With this, there growes
Inmy moftll-compos d Affection,fuch
A tanchleffe Auarice, that were 1 King,
1 thould cut off the Nobles tor their Lands,
Defire his lewels, and this others Houf=,
And mz more-haning, wouldbe as aSawee
To make me hunger more, that I thou!d forge
Qurarrels vimuR againit rhe Good and Loyail,
Defiroying them tor wealth.
Macd, This Avarice
ftickes deeper : growes with more pernicious roote
Then Summcr-(seming Luft:and ichachbn
The Sword of our flaine Kings : yet do no feare,
Scotland hath Foyfons, to fill vp your will
Ofyour meere Owne, All thefeare poruable,
Wuh other Graces weigh'd.
Mal. But 1 haue none. TheKing-becoming Graces,
Asluftice, Verity, Temp'rance, Stablene(fe,
Bounty, Perfeuerance, Mercy, Lowhuefle,
Deuotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude,
1 haue no rellifh of them, but abound
In the diuifion of each feuerall Crime,
A&ingitmany wayes. Nay,had I powre, I fhould
Poure the fweet Milke of Concord,into Hell,
Vprore the vniuerfall peace, confound
All voity on earth. -
Macd, O Scotland, Scotland.
Mal. Iffuchs onebefit to gonerne, fpeske:
1 sm as T haue fpoken,
Mae.Fivto gouern?No not to live, O Natid miferable!
With an vntitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred,
When fhalt thou fee thy wholiome dayes againe?
‘Since thatthe trocfl ffue of thy Throne
By his owne Interdi¢hion ftands sccuft,
And do’s blafpheme his breed ? Thy Royall Pather -

damn’d

{ Wass moftSainted-King : the Queene that bore thee,

Oftner vpon her knees, then on het feet,
Dy'de every day the liw'd. Fare thee well,

e
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47

Thefe Euils thou repeat’R vpon thy feife,
Hath banifh’d me from Scotland. O my Breft,
Thy hope ends heere, ’
CMal. Macdsff,this Noblepaffion
Childe of integrity, hath from my feule
\Vip’d the blacke Scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts
To thy good Truth, and Honor. Diuellith eMachei,
By many of thefe traints, hath fought ro win me
Inco his power : and modeft Wiledome pluckes me
From ouer-credulous hatt : but God aboue
Deale betweene thee and me; Foreuennow
I pne my felfe co thy Dire&lion, and
Vafpeake mine owne detralltion, Heere abiure
7 he taints,and blames I laide vpon my felte,
For ftrangers to my Nature, T'am yet
Vnknowne to Wornan, neuer was forfworane,
Scarfely haue coueted what was minc owne.
Atnocme broke iy Fiith, would not betray
7T iie Deuill to his Fellow, and delighe
No leflein truth then life, My ficlt falfe {peaking
Was this ypon my felfe. What I am truly
Is chine, and my poore Countries to command ¢
Whitherindeed, before they heereappioa:h
Old Seyward with ten thoufand warlike men
Already ata point, was ferting foorth::
Now wee'l together, and the chance of goodneffe
Be hike our warranted Quarrell. Whyareyoufilent?
Macd. Such welcome, and vnwelcom things at once
*T1s hard toreconcile.
Enter 4 Dottor.
Mal. Well, mote anon. Comes the King forth
I prayyou?
Dott. 1Sic: there are a crew of wretched Soules
That ttay his Cure : their malady conuinces
The grescaflay of Are, Butat his touch,
Such fan&ity hath Heaueo giuen his hand,
They prefently amend. Exit.
Mal. 1thankeyou Dolter,
Macd. Whavsthe Difeafe he mesnes?
Mal. Tis call’d the Euill.
A moft myraculous worke in this good King,
Which often fince my heere remaine in England,
1 haue feene him do : How he folicites heauen
Himfelfe beft knowes: but Rrangely vifited people
All{wolneand Vicerous, pittifull tothe eye,
Themeere difpaire of Susgery, he cures,
Hanging a golden ffampe about their neckes, -
Puton with holy Prayers, and ‘tis {poken
Tothe fucceeding Royalty he leaues
The healing Benedi@ion. With chis range vertue,
He hath 2 heauenly guift of Prophefie,
,And fundry Bleffings hang about his Threne,
That fpeake him full of Grace.
Enter Roffe.
AMucd, See who comes heere. _
Male, My Countryman: bucyet I know himnor.
AMacd. My cuer gentle Cozen,welcome hither.
Male, 1know himnow, Good Ged betimes remoue
The meanes that makes vs Strangers.
Roffe. Sit, Amen.
Macd. Stands Scotland whereitdid ?
Roffe. Alaspoore Countrey,
AlmoRaffraid to know it felfe. Itcannot
Be call'd our Mother, but our Graue ; where nathing
But who knowes nothing, is once feeneto fmile:
Where fighes,and grosnes,and fheieks that renc theayre

" Were on the Quarry of thefe murther"d Deere

Are made, notmark’d : Where violent forrow feemes

A Modecrne extafie: The Deadmans knel),

Is there fearf{e ask’d for whe, and good mens lities

Expire beforethe Flowers in their Caps,

Dying, or erc they ficken.

AMacd. Oh Relation; toonice,and yet too true.

Muale. What's the neweft griefe

Reoffe. Thatofan honres age,doth hiffe the fpeaker,
Fach minute teemes anew one.

Macd. How do’s my Wife?

Reffe. Why well.

tMacd. And all my Children?

Roffe. Welltoo.

- Macd. The Tyrantha's not batter’d at their péace ?
Roffe No,they were wel ac pesce,when ] did leaue ‘em
Mucd, Benot aniggard of yous fpeech : How gos’t?
Roffe. When 1 came hither to tranfport the Tydings {

Which I haue heauily borne, chere ran a Rumour -

Ofmany worthy Fetlowes, that were out,

Which was to my beleefe witneft the rather,

For that I faw the Tyrants Power a-foot,

Now is the time of helpe : your eye in Scotland

Would create Soldiours, make our women fight,

To doffe cheit dire diftre(es,

Male. Bee'ttheir comfore L
We are comming thither : Gracious Erigland hath
Lent vs good Seyward, sndten thoufand men,

An older, and a better Souldier, none

That Chriftendome giues out.

Roffe. Would ! could anfwer ° .
‘This comfort with the like. But I haue words
That would be howl’d out in the deferc ayre, i
Where hearing thouldnot latch them. '

CMacd. What concerne they,

The generall caufe, or is it s Fee-gricfe

Due to fome fingle breft?

Roffe. No minde that's honeft
Butinit (hares fome woe, though the maine part
Pertaines to you alone.

Macd. 1fitbemine
Keepe it not fromme, quickly let me haue ic.

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

Macd. Humh: 1 gueffe aeit,

Reffe, Your Caftleisfurpriz’d: your Wife,and Babes
Sauagely {laughter’d : To relate the manner '

Toadde the death of you,
Male. Mercifull Heauen:
What man, ne’re pull your hac vpon your browes:
Giue forrow words ; the griefe that do’s not fpeake,
Whifpers the o’ze-fraught heare, and bids it breske.
AMacd. My Childrentoo? ‘
Ro. Wife,Children,Seruants,all that could be found.
Macd. And [ maft be from thence?My wife kil'd toof
Roffe. 1hauefald,
Malc. Be comforted.
Let's make vs Med'cines of our great Reuenge,
To curethis deadly greefe. - .
_Mucd, Heha’s no Children. All my presty ones ?
Did you fay All? Oh Hell-Kite ! A1} '
What, Allmy pretey Chickens, and theis Dacome
At onefell fwoope ? X (.
Made, Difpute it like a nism,
Moacd, 1 thall dofo:

Nn 2 But}

e
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But I muft alfofeeleitasaman;
I cannot but remember fuch things wete
That were moft precious to me . Did heauen looke or,
And would not take their parc ? Sinfull Aacduff,
They were all fRrooke for thee : Naught that I am, i
Not for their owne denierits, but for mine
Fell flaughtcr on their foules : Heauen refi them aow,

Mad. Be this the Whetftone of your {word, let gricfe

The Tragedieof <M acbeth.

Conucrt to anger: blunt not the heart,carage .

Macd. O1 could play the woman with mine eyes,
And Braggart with my tonguz. But gentle Heauens,
Cut fhort all intermifion : Front to Frone,

Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my felfe
Within my Swords length fet him, ifhe fcape
Heauen forgiue him toq.
AMad. This time goes manly :
Come go we to the King, our Power is ready,
Our lacke is nothing but our leaue. (Macberh
Is ripe for fhaking, and the Powres aboue
Put on their Inflruments : Receive what cheere you may,
The Nightislong, that neuer findes the Day. — Eacans

Aitus Omntus.  Sceina Prima.

Enter a Dollor of Phyficke, anda 0rayssng
Gentlewom.an.

Dstt. Yhaue too Nighes watch’d with you, but esn
perceive no tiuth in your report, When wasit fhee laft
walkd? .

Gent. Since his Maiefty wentinto the Field, I haue
fecne her nite from her bed, throw her Nighv-Gown vp-
pop her, vulocke her Cloffet, take foorth paper, folde i,
write vpon’t, read i, sfterwards Seale it, and againe re-
turne to bed ; yet all this while in a moft fat fleepe.

. done, cannot be vndone, To bed,to bed, to bed.

Dail. K greatperturbation in Nature, to receyue at
once the benefic of flcep, and do the effects of wacching.
In this flumbry agitation, befides her walking,and other
altuaii performances, what (at any tinie) haue you heard
her Tay?

Gent. ThatSir,which T will notreport after her,

Doit. Youmaytome,and tismoft m.cct you thould.

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one,having no witneffe
to confirme my fpeech, Enter Lady with 4T aper.
Lo you, heeie fhe comes : Thisisher very gmfe,and vp-
on wy hfefaft aflccpe : obferue her,fand cicfe.

Deit, How csmethe by thathighe?

Cenz. Why t1iood by her: fhe ha'slight by her con-
tisually, ‘tic ber commaad.

DNét, Youfechereyes are open.

Gert, 1butchenr fenfe are fhut.

Dk, Whatis it the do's now 2
Looke how fhe rubbes lier hands.

Ge-r Juss anaccuitomw’d action with her, to fceme
thus wa(lung her hands : 1 hauc knowne her continue in
this a quarniar of an houre.

Lad, Yetnceic’s s tpot.

Deit. Heal . (peaks, T will fet downe what comes
fiomher, tofan ticu y raaembrance the more firongly,

La. Oucdameed (ot outlfay, One:Two: Why
then ‘os time to doo': - Hezllis murky. Fye,my Lord,fie,
a Souldier and affear az v hatuzed we feare? who knowes

it, whea tionccan call out poviie toaccompt : yetwho

o W e - W as - . . e

'
would haue thought the olde mar (0 have had fo mu:t.
blood in him,

Dofl. Do youmarke chat?

Lad The Thane of Fife, had a wife :wheze is therow™ .
What will thefe hands ne'rebecleanc 2 No mote o'caae
my Lord, no rrore o’that : you marse all wich rhus ita:.
tung. !

Dot. Gotoo,gotoo:

You haue knowne what you thould not, X

Gent. Sheha’s {poke what (hee thould not, I am furc !
of that : Heauen knowes what fhe ha's knowne.

La. Heere's the fmell of the blood @ull : all che pere
fumes of Arabia will not fweeten this lictle hand.

Oh, oh, oh.» .

Dotl. What afighis there? The hare is forely charg’d.

Gent. Iwouldnot haue fuch aheart in my bofome,
for the dignity of the wholebody.

Doil. Well,wellywell.

Gent, PiayGoditbe fir,

Doit. Thus difealeisbeyond my pra&tife : yet] baue
knowne thofe which haue walkt in their fleep,who haue
dyed hohly mntheir beds.

L . \Wafb yous hands, put on your Nigle. Gowne,
lookenotiopale: Tell you yet agame Barguo’s buried ;
he cavror coine cuton’s graue.

et Fuento?

Lady. Tobed, tobed: there’s knocking at the gate :
Conie,come, come, come, giue me yourhand : Whart's

Exut Lady.
Ddft. Will the ’

Gent, Direllly,

Doit, Foule whilp'rings are abroad, vanaturall deeds
Do breed vanatucall troubles : infe¢ted mindes
Totheirdeafe pillowes will difcharge cher Seciets :
Morenecds fhe che Diu.ne, then the Phyfinan :
God,Gud forgine vsall. Lcoke after her,
Remoue from hier the meanes of allarnoyance,
And fullkeepe cyes vpon her: So goedinghe,
My minde ihe ha's mated, and amaz’d my fighte
1 thinke,but dare not fpeake.

Gemt. Goodnighe goodDoflor.

gonow to bed ?

Exvenit.

———

——

Scena Secunda.

1

Drum and Colowrs. Enter Menteth, Cathunes,
Angus, Lenox, Soldiers,

Ment The Englith powre is neere, lcd on by Maloim,
His Vnkle Seyward, and the good Aacduff.
Reuenges burne in chem : for their deere cautes
Would to the bleeding, and the grim Alarme
Excite the mortuificd man.
Ang. Neere Byruan wood !
Shall we well meec them,that way are they comming.
Cath, Who kaowes if Dowalbawe be with hisbrothe >
Len. For certaine Sir, he is not : 1 hauea File
Ofall the Gentry ; there is Seywards Sonne, i
And many vorufte youths, that euen now '
Proteft their firlt of Manhood.
Ment. What da’s the Tyrante, '
Cath. Great Dunfinane he ftrongly Fortities
Some {ay hee’smad : Others, that leffer hate him, P
Do call it valiant Fury,, but fer certaine

§ -
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| He cannot buckle hus diftemper'd caufe
wWithinthe bele of Rule.,
Axg. Now do's he teeie
His fecret Murthers fticking on his bands,
Now minutely Reuolts vpbraid his Faith-breach:
Thofe hic commands, mouc onely in command,
Wothing inloue : Now do’s he feele his Title
ifang loofc about i, hike a Giants Robe
Vpona dwi-ith Theefe.
AMent. W\ hothen (hall blame
1113 pelter'd Senles o recoyle,and fare,
Wii~n 2!l that 1s wathin b, do’s condemne
1t felfe, forbeing there.
Catk. Well, march weon,
To giue Obedience, where tis truly ow'd :
Mect we the Med’cine of the fickly Weale,
\n ! with hrmpours wein our Countrics purge,
1.2 ’.('p are e,
I onov. Ortomunchacitneedes,
To dewtheSoncrargne Flower,ard drowne the Weeds:
Make we our March towards Bienan,  Exewnt marching.

Scena Tertia.

Enter Macheth, Docltor,and Attendants,

Mach. Bring me no more Reports let them flyzall:
Ti Byrnane wood remouc\? Dunfinzne,

I camortame with Feare, What's che Boy <Malcolne
Was he n: thoroe of woman ? The Spiritsthat knew
All mortall Confequences, have pronounc’d me thus:
Feare not Macbeth,no man that’s borne of woman
Shallere hauc powier vpenthee  Then fly falfe Thanes,
Andmingle with the Enghith Epicures,
The minde I {way by, and the heare I beare,
Shall neuer fagge with doubt, nor fhake with feare.
Enter Sermant.

The diue!l damne thee blacke,thou cream-fac’d Loone :
Where got'ft thou that Goofe-looke.

Ser. Thereis ten thoufand.

Afack, Geefe Villaine?

Ser, Souldiers Sir.

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

Ser, TheEnpghith Force,fo pleafeyou,

AMach. Talcthv facehence. Seyrom, Tam fick at hare,
Whenl behold : Seyten, 1iay, thus puth
Will chicere me eucr, or dif.cate me now.

I haucliu’dlong enough. my way of life
Is falocinto the Seare, the yellow Leafe,
Andthat which fhould accompany Old-Age,
AsHonor, Louc,Obedience, Troopes of Friends,
I muft not looke to haue : but in their feed,
Curfes, not lowd but deepe, Mouth-honor, breath
Whicli the poore heart would faine deny ,and dare not.
Seyton?

Enter Seyton.

Sey. \What's your gracious pleafure ?

tAMach. \What Newes morc? .

Seye All1s conhirm’'d my Lord,which was reported,

l Mach.lle fighe,till from my bones, my fleth be hacke.

Giue me my Armor.
Seyt. *Tis not needed yer.
Muach. 1le putiton:
Send out woe Horfes, skirre the Country round,
Hang thofe that talke of Feare. Giue me mine Armor:
How do’s your Patient, Do&or ?
Deét. Notfo ficke my Lord,
As fheis troubled with thicke-comming Fancies
That keepe her from herreft,
Mach, Cure ofthat :
Can’f thounot Minifter te 2 minde difeas’d,
Plucke fromthe Memory arooted Sorrow,
Raze ou: the written troubles of the Braine,
And with fome {weet Oblinious Antidote
Clesnfe the Rufft bofome, of that perillous fluffe
Which weighesvpontheheart ?
Doit, Thereinthe Patient
Muft minifter to himfelfe. C
Meach. Throw Phyficke to the Dogs, 1lenone ofjt.;
Come, put mine Armour on : giue memy Staffe :
Seyton, fend out : Do&or, the Thanes fiyefromme: |
Come fir, difpatch. 1fthou could’t Do&tor,caft > |
The Water of my Land, finde her Difeafe, !
And purgeit to a found and priftine Healeh, )
I would applaud thee to the very Eccho,
That (hould applaud againe. Pull'coff 13y,

What Rubarb, Cyme, or what Purgatiue drugge -
Would fcowre thefe Englith hence :hear’t § of them?,
Doit, 1my good Lord : your Royall Preparatian
Makes vs heare fomedhirg. : :

Mach. Bring it afterme: .
I will not be affra;d of Death and Bane,
Till Birnane Forre(t come to Dunfinane.

Doct. Werel from Dunfinane away,and cleere,
Profit sgaine (hould hardly draw me heere. Exeunt

Scena Quarta.

Drum and (olours. Enter Malcolme,Seyward, Macdnffe,
Scywards Sonne, Mentetiéy Cathmes, Angn,
and Soldsers Marching.

Male, Cofins,I hope the dayes areneereac hand
That Chambers will be fafe. )

Ment, We doubt it nothing,

Syew.” What wood is this before vs 2

Ment, The wood of Birnane,

Male, LetcuerySouldier hew him downe a Bough,
And bear’tbefore him, thereby fhall we fhadow
The numbers of our Hoaft, and make difcouery
Errein reportofvs,

Sofd. It (hall be done,

Syw. Welearne no other, but the confident Tyrant
Keepes ftill in Dunfinane,and will indure
Our fetting downe befor't,

Male. "Tishis maine hope :
For where there is aduantage to be giuen,
Both more and leffe haue giuen him the Reuole,
And noneferue with him, but confirained things,
Whofzhearts are abfent too,

Macd, Letouriuft Cenfures
Attend the trueeuent, and put we on

nn 3 Induﬁriom/
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InduftriousSouldier(hip.

Sey. Thetimeapproaches,.
That will with due decifion make vsknow
What we fhall fay we huue,and whatwe owe:
Thoughts tpecwdatiue, theie.yifure hopesrelate,
Bur certaine iffue, (iroakes muft arbicrace,
Towards which,aduance the warre.  Exeunt marching

T he ngea’ig

L

of M acbeth.

|

Comes toward Dunfinane. Arm;,Ar andour,

If this which he auouches, do’s appca:,c’ dot,
Thereisnor flying hence, nor tarrying here,

I’giune tobe a-weary of the Sun,

And wifh th’eftate o'th'world werenow vndon.

Ring the Alarum Bel!, blow Winde, come wracke
Atlealt wee'l dye wich Harneffe on our backe, éxﬂmt

- Scena Q\zgnta.

3

——
~

Enter Macheth, Sqr;an, & Seuldrer:, with,
Drum and Colours.

Mach. Hang out our Banners on theoutward walls,
The Cry is fill, cthey come: our Caftles ftrength
Willlaugh aSiedge to fcorne: Heere et them lye,
Till Farnine and the Aguc cate themvp :

Were they not forc'd with thofc that fhould be ours, -

W e might haue met them darefull, beard to beard,

And beate thembackward homes What is that noyfe ?
A Cry within of 13 omem.

Sey. ltis the cry of women, my good Lozd.

Much. Thaue almoft forgot the tafie of Fearcs :
The time ha’s beene, my fences would hauz cool'd
To heare 2 Nighe-{hricke, and my Fell of haire
Would at a difmall Treatife rowze, and flirce
As life were in’t. I haue fupe full with horrors,
Direnefle familiar to my {laughterous thou« hes
Cannot once {tart me. Wherefore was thatcry ?

Sey. The Queens (my Lotd) s dead.

Moach. Sheihould hage dy’de heereafter;
There would hauc beene atime for fuchaword:

T o morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow,

Creepes in thispetty pace from day 1o day,

To thelaft Syllatle ot Recorded time :

And all our yefterdayes, hauehighted Fooles

Theway to dulty death. Our, out, breefe Candle,

Life’s but 2 walking Shadow,a poote Player,

That ftrues and frets his houre vpon the Seage,

And thenis heard nomore. Jtisa Tale

Told by an Ideot, full of found and fury

Signifying nothing. " Enter atheflen; cr.

Thou com’ft to vie thy Tongue :thy Story quickly.
Mef. Graciousmy l.orc%,

I fhould repore that which 1{ay I faw,

But knew not how to doo’t,

Mach. \Vell, fay fir.

Af. As!did Rand my watch vpon the Hill
1look’d toward Byrnane, and ancnmie thought
The Weod began tomoug.

AMach, Lyar,and Staue.

Mef. Letme endure your wrath, if 't benot {o ¢
Whthin this thiee Mue may youfec it comming,

1 fay, 3 momng Groue.
Mach. 1fihoa fpeak’Rfhlfe,
Vpon the ncxt Tree fhall thou hangalwe
Tili Famine cling thee : 1t thy fpecch be footh,
Icare notitthou doft for meas much.
Jpullin Refolution, snd begin
To doubt th Equacation of the Fiend,
That lics like truth. Feare not,till Byrnaune Wood

Do come to Dunfinsne,and now a Wood

——

Scena Sexta.

’

Draumme and Colowrs,

‘Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macdnffe,ond therr o £ my
with Bewgbes. \ ’

Mal. Now neere enough:
Your leauy Skreenes thiow downe,
And fhew like thofe you are : You (worthy Vinkle)

, Shall with my Cofin your right Nobic Sonne

Leade our firll Battell. Worthy Macdue, and wee
Shalitake ypon's what cife remaines to do,
According to our order,

Sey. Faeyouwell:
Do webut findcthe Tyrants power tonighe

. o

Let vs bebeaten, if we cannot fight,

Macd.Make all our Trumpers [peab oive th.&all breath
Thofe clamorous Harbingers of Blood,& Death Excw.it

Alarur,s contiared,

Seena Septima,

Euter Aacketh.
Mach, They hauetizd me toaftake, I canno flye,
But Beare-like I tuft fight the courie, What'she
That wasnotbutue of Woinan? Such aone
Aml o feare, or nonc.
Lateryensa Scpwards
T Sey. Whatis thyname?
ALib, Thoultbe aftraid to heareit,
7.Sey. No: though thou cai'tt thy felfe ahoter name
Then any isin bell,
Moach, Myname’s Hlacberh.
7.5ey. The ducil humielte could not pronouncea Tile
Morte hatefull to mue eare.
Alach. No: nor more teacetoll,
7.S¢7. Thoulyell abhorred Tyrant,with my Sword
1le prouc the lye thou fpeak ft.
Fight, andyoung Seyward flamie.
Mach 1hou was t borne of woman;
But Swords I fmle at, Weapons laugh to fcorne,
Brandiflia by manthat’'s of a Womanborne.
Alarsms. Intor Macauffe.
Aacd. That way the noife 152 Tyrant fhew thy facc,
1f thou beeft flame, and with uo fhioake ot mine,
My Wite and Childicns Ghiofts will hauncine [l
I canttot {trike ot wretched hernes, whole armes
Archyi'd e bearetheir Staves cither thou Afzcheth,
Or clte my Swot d with ap vnbattered edge
1 fheathagainc vndeeded. Therethou flould'it be,
By thus geat clactes, one of greatefi note

&t
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 Scemes bruited. Letme finde him Fortane,
And more 1beggenot. * - Exu,
+ Enter (Malcolme and Seyward..

Sev. This wav my Lord the Caftles gently rendred =

The Tyrants people,on both fides do fight,
The Noble Thanes de braucly in the Warre,
The day alinoft it {clfe profefes yours,
And littleistodo.

Afale. Wehaue met with Focs
That ftake befide vs.,
v Sey. Enter Sirythe Cafile. Exeunt.

Enter Adacheth.

Afack. Why fhould I play the RomanFoale,and dye

On munc owne fword ? whiles 1 fee lues,the gathes
Do betrer vpon them.
Enter hlacdnfe.
Macd. Tuine Hell-hound, turne,
MWach. Ofall men elie L hueanoydedthee:
But get thee backe, my foulc is too much charg'd
\With bleod of thine alizady.
%0, Thave no words,
My vorce win iny Sword, thou blaodier Villaine
Thentearmes can gue thee our.
ek, Thobofeftlabou.,
A< eoiie may'fthouthe intrenchane Ayre
| W idh thy keene Swoid imprcfe,1s make me bleed :
Let tailthy blade onvulneiable Crefts,
I bearca charmed Life, which muft not yzeld
To ong cf womao borne,
Atacd. Difpaniethy Charme,
And letthe Angell whom thou (! haft feru'd
Tellthes, AL cdnfe was from bis Mothers womb
Vatimely ripr.
dock Ncamfedbethat ionguecthattel, meefo g
Forithaid, Cow’dmy beteer partofman :
Andbethefe Ingling Fiends no more beleeu’d,
That paiter with vsin a double fence,
That keepe the word of promife to our care,
And breake itto our hope. Nenot fight with thee,
Atacd. Then yceld thee Coward,
Aud liuetobe the fhew, and gaze o'th’time,
\Wee'Thaae thee,as our rarer Mounflers are
Painted vpon a pole,and vnder-waie,
Hceremay you {ee the Tyranc.
Aach. Twill notyecld
To kiffc the ground before young Afalcolmes feet,
Andtobebaited withthe Rabbles curfe.
Though Byrnane wood be come to Dunfinane,
And thouoppos'd, being of no woman borne,
Yee I will ery the laft. Betfore my body,
Ithrow my warlike Shield : Lay on .Mucdsffe,
And damn’d be him, that firft cries hold,enough.
Exeunt fighting.

FINIS.

o e s ——

B

~ Aluyumes.

Alaram

Frght: Alarum

Alarums,

»

i Honceforthbe Earles, the fisft that euer Scotland

-

»

Emor Fighring jamd Macberh fiaine.

Retreatoasild Plowrifb. Emiervenh Drumme od Colonrs,
" Malcolm, Seyward Ko Thanes (5 Sokdier s,
Mai; Fwould the Friends we miffe, were fafe arriu’d:
Sey. Somemuft go off : and yetby thele I {ee,
So great a day as ¢his ischeapely boughe.
AL, Afacquffe is mifling,2nd vour Noble Sonne.
Reffz Your fonmy Lord,ba s paid a fouldiers debs,
He oncly liu'd but uill he was aman,
The which no faoner had his Prowefle confirm'd
In thevnfhrinking Ration where he fought,
Lot hikeamanhe dy’de.
Sey. Then heis dead?

Roffz.1,and brough: oft the field: your caufe of forrow |;

Muft not be meafur’d by his worth, for then
lt_'h:th'no cnd.

Sey. Had he his hures before?

Roffe. 1,0nthe Front.

Sey. Why then, Gods Soldier be he :
Had Ias many Sonnes, as | haue haires,
I would not wifh them to 8 farrer death:
And fo s Knell is knoll'd, .

414/, Hee's worth more {orrow,

And chat e fpend for him,

Sev. He's worthino moere,

Thev fay he parted welland paid his fcore, -
And (o God be wich biin. Here comes nevrer comfost,
Erter AMacdnffe;wrth Macbeths head.

7). Haile King, {or fo thou art.
Bchiold wheicltands
WVSurpers curled head : the time is free s

Tee tiice compaft with thy Kingdomes Pearle,
That freake my falutation in their minds :
Whotc voyeesT defire alowd with nuae.
Hale King of Scotland,

A4 HaleKing of Scotland, Flourif,

ALal. We fhall notpend alarge expence of time,
Betore we reckon with your feucrall loues,
And make vs cuen with yon, My Thanes and Kinfmen

In{uch an Honor nam'd: What's more tordo,
Which wouldbeplanted newly with the time,
As calling home our exil'd Friends abroad,

That {led the Snares of watchfull Tyranny,
Producing forth the cruell Minifters

Ofthis dead Butcher,and hisFiend-like Queene ;
Who(as 'tis thought) by felfe and violent hands,
Tooke oft herlife. This and what necdfull elfe
That call’s vpon vs, by the Grace of Grace,

We will performe inmeafure,time,and place :
So thankes to all at once,and to each one,
Whom we inuite, to fee vs Crown'd at Scone.

Flowrifb. Exennt Omnes,

——— e -
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