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* * The Reader is defired to obferve, that the Paflages amitted
in the Reprefentation at the Theatre are here preferved, and
marked with inverted Commasi; as at Line 32 to 34, in P, 16.
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ACT L. SCENGE, 4 open Place.
Thunder and Lightning,  Enter three-Witches.

1 WitcH.
,T/'-"PTEN fhall we three meet again
E" Y In thunder, lightoing, or in rain?
2 Witeh. When the hurly-burly’s done,
Wihen the battle’s loft and won.
3 Witch. That will be ere fet of fun.
1 Witch. Where the place ?
2 Witch. Upon the heath:
3 Witch. There to meet Macbeth.
[Padocke calls within,
1 Witch. I come : —— Grimalkin !
All. Padocke calls: Anon.
Fair is foul, and foul is fair:
Hover through the fog and filthy air. ;
[Thunder. The Witches Sfink,
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SCEN E, The King’s Palace at Foris.

Alarum within. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox,
awith Attendants, meeting a bleeding Captain,
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Kizg. What bloody man is that? He can report,
As feemeth by his plight, of the revolt
The neweft ftate.

Mal. This is the ferjeant,
Who like a good and hardy foldier fought
’Gainft my captivity :—Hail, brave friend'!
Say to the King the knowledge of the broil,
As thou didft ieave it.

Cap. Doubtful it ftood,
As two fpent {wimmers, that do cling together,
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And choak their art. The mercilefs Macdonel,
(Worthy to be a rebel ; far, to That
“The multiplying villainies of nature
Do (warm upon him) from the weftern ifles
Of Kernes and Gallow-glafles was fupply’d ;
And Fortune, on his damned quarry fmiling,
Shew’d like a rebel’s whore. But all too weal :
For brave Macbeth, (well he deferves that name)
Difdaining Fortune, with his brandifh'd fteel,
Which fmoak’d with bloody execution,
Like Valour’s minion, carved out his paflage,
*Till he fac’d the flave :
And ne’er fhool hands, nor bid farewel to him,ep 4
*Till he unfeam’d him from the nave to the chops,
And fix'd his head upon our battlements.
King. Oh, valiant coufin! worthy gentleman !
Cap. As whence the fun ’gins his reflexion,
Shipwrecking {torms and direful thunders break ;
So from that fpring, whence comfort {feem’d to come,
Difcomfort {wells, Mark, King of Scotland, mark :
No fooner juftice had, with valour arm’d, -
Compeli’d thefe fkipping Kernes to truft their heels;
But the Norweyan lord, furveying ’vantage,
With furbifh’d arms and new fupplies of men
Began a frefh affault.
King. Difmay’d not this
Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo ?
Cap. Yes;
As {parrows, eagles; or the hare, the lion.
If I fay {footh, I muft report, they were

As cannons overcharg’d with double cracks ;
So they

¢ Doubly’ redoubled firokes upon the foe.
Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds,
Or memorize another Golgotha,
I cannot tell:
But I am faint, my gafhes cry for help. ——
King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds;
They {mack of honour both :—Go, get him furgeons.
! [Exit Captain.
Erter Rofle.
Who comes here ?
Mal. The worthy Thane of Roife.
Len. What a hafte looks through his eyes ?
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So fhould he look, that feems to fpeak things ftrange.
Roffe.” God fave the King !
King. Whence cam’(t thou, worthy Thane?
Ro/ffe. From Fife, great King,
Where the Norweyan banners flout the fky,
And fan our people cold.
Norway, himfelf, with terrible numbers,
Aflifted by that moft difloyal traitor
The Thane of Cawdor, began a difmal confli@ :
*Till that Bellona’s bridegroom, lapt in proof,
Confrented him with felt-compariflons,
Point again(t point rebellious, arm gainft arm,
Curbing his lavifh {pirit: and to conclude,
‘The viGtory fell on as.
Kimg. Great happinef- ! [tio-n.;
Roffe. Now Sweno, Norway’s King, craves: compofi-
Nor would we deign him burial of his men,
*Till he difburfed, at Saint Colmes’ inch,
Ten thoufind dollars, to our general ufe:
King. INo more that Thane of Cawdor fhall deceive
Our bufom-interelt :—Go, pronounce his death,
And with his former title greet Macbeth.
Roffe. Il fee it done.
King. What he hath loft, noble Macbeth hath won.

[ Exeunt.

5

. S CE N E, _the Heath.
Thunder. Enter the three Witches.
r Witch. Where haft thou been, filler?
2 Witch, Killing {wine.
3 Witch. Silter, where thou?
1 Wirch. A failor’s wife had chefouts in her lap,

_And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht: — Grwe me,

quoth T.
Aroint thee, avitch !—the ramp-fed ronyon cries.

Her hufband’s to Aleppo gone, malter o’the Tyger:
But in a fieve I'll thither fail, ;

And like a rat without a tail,
I’ll do,—1"11 do,—and I’ll do.
. Wireh. Dl give thee a wind,
Witch. Thon art kind.
Witch. And I another.
v tch. T myfelf have all the other.
And the very points they blow;
All the quarters that they know,

I’ the fhipman’s card, — I will
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I will drain him dvy as hay:
Sleep fhall, neither night nor day,
Hang upon his pent-houfe lid ;
He (nhall live a man forbid :
Weary feven-nights, nine times nine,
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine:
Though his bark cannot be loft,
Yet it fhall be tempeft=toft.
TLook, what I have. ; o
z Wilch. Shew me, fhew me.
1\ Wirch. Here I have a pilot’s thumb,
Wreck’d, as homeward he did come. [ Drum awithin,
3 Wiich. A drum, a drum !
Macbeth doth come.
A'l. The weird fifters, hand in hand,
Potlers of the fea and- land,
‘Flus do go about, about;
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine,
And thrice again, to make up mine:
Peace!—— the charm’s wound up.
A March.  Enter Macbeth and Bangquo.
Mact. Command they make a halt upon the hieath
Sol. (within) Halt, halt, halt. -
Mack. So foul and fair a day I have not feen.
Ban. How faris't call'd to Foris ?— W hatare thele,
So wither’d, and fo wild in their attire ;
That look not like the inhabitants o'the earth,
And yet are on’t—Live you,” or are you aught
"That man nfay queftion } You feem to underftand me,
By each at once her choppy finger laying
Upon her fkinpy lips.—You hould! be wemen,
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret,
That you are fo.
Mach. Speak, if you can: —Wha are you?
1 Wirch. All hail, Macbeth! Hail to thee, Thane of
Glamis !
2 Witch, Al hail, Macbeth ! Hail to thee, Thane of
Cawdor !
3 Witch. All-hailMacbeth, thatfhaltbe King hereafter,
Ban. Good fir, why do vou ftart ; and feem"to fear
Things that do found i fair —TI’the name of truth,
Are ye fantaltical, or that indeed [To the Witches.
Which outwardly ye fhew ? My noble partner
You greet with prefent grace, and great prediftion

OFf
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OFf noble having, and of royal hope,
That he {feems rapt withal ; to me you fpeak not.
If you can look into the {eeds of time,
And fay, which grain will grow, and which will not
Speak then to me, who meither beg, nor fear,
Your faveurs, nor your hate.
1 Wirch., Hail |
2 Witch. Hail !
3 Witeh. Hail'!
1 Witch. Lefler than Macbeth, aud greater.
2 Witckh. Not fo happy, yet much happ er.
JWitch. Thou fhalt get Kings, tho’ thou be none :
So, all-hail, Macbeth and Banquo !
1 Witch. Banguo and Macbeth, all-hail !
Muc?. Stay, you imperfet fpeakers, tell me more:
By Sinel’s death, I know, I am Thane of Glamis;;
But how, of Cawdor ? the Thane of Cawdor lives,
A profperous gentleman : and, to be King,
Stands not within the profpect of belief,
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence
You owe this ftrange intelligence ? or why
Upon this blafted heath you ftop our way,
With fuch prophetick greeting r—Speak, I charge you.
T hunder—Witches waniff.
Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has ;
And thefe are of them } —Whither are they vanifh’d ?
Macé. Into theair; and what feem corporal, melwed
As breath, into the wind. —’Would they had ftaid !
Ban. Were fuch things here, as we do {peak about?
Or have we eaten of the infane roof, '
That takes the reafon prifoner ?
Macb. Your children fhall be Kings.
Ban. You fhallr be King.
Mach. And Thane of Cawdor too; went it not o ?
Ban. To the felf-fame tune, and words. Who's here ?
Enter Rofle and Angus.
Roffe. The King hath happily recéiv’d, Macbeth,
The news of thy fuccefs : and when he reads
Thy perfonal ventuare in the rebel’s fight,
His wonders and his praifes do coatend,
Which fhould be thine, or his. Silenc’d with that,
In viewing o’er the reft o’the felf-fame day,
He finds thee in the ftout Norweyan ranks,
A g Nothing
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Nothing afraid of what thyfelf didit malce,
Strange images of death. As thick as_tale,
Came poft with poft; and every one did bear
Thy praifes in his kingdom’s great defence ;
And pour’d them down before him.
Ang. We are fent,
To give thee, from our royal mafter, -thanks:;
Only to herald thee into his fight,
Not pay thee.
Roffe. And, for an earneft of a greater honour,
He bade me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor :
In which addition, hail, moft worthy Thane !
For it is thine.
Ban. What, can the devil fpeak true ? [me
Mach. The Thane of Cawdor lives ; Why do you drefs
In borrow’d robes ?
Ang. Who was the Thane, lives yet;
But under heavy judgment bears that life,
Which he deferves to lofe. Whether he was
Combin’d with Norway ; or did line the rebel
With hidden help and vantage ; or that with bath
He labour’d in his country’s wreck, I know not }
But treafons capital, confefs’d, and prov’d,
Have overthrown him. :
Mack. Glamis, and . Thane of Cawdor :
The greateft is behind. (4fide)—Thanks for your pains.
: : [70 Angus.
Doyounot hope, your children fhall beKings? [7¢ Banquo.
When thofe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me,
Promis’d no lefs to them ?
Ban. That, trofted home,
Might yet enkindle you unto the crown,
Befides the Thane 6f Cawdor. But ’tis ftrange :
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm,
The inftruments of darknefs tell us truths,
Win us with honeft trifles, to betray us
Tu deepelt confequence.
Coufins, a word, I pray you. [To Rofle and Angus.
Mach. Twao truths are told,
As happy prologues to the fivelling aét
Of the imperial theme. (" 4/i7z )—1 thank you,gentlemer.~—
This {fupernatural folliciting [Z0 Rofle and Angus.
Cannot be ill 5 cannot be goed. 1fill,
Why

M A CBETH

Why hath it given me earneft of fuccefs,
Commencing i a truth # T am Thane of Cawdor.
If good, why do I yield to that {ucgeftion,
Whofe horrid image doth unfix m ‘«'Jj".-.air,
And make my feated heart knoclk at my ribs,
Againft the ufe of nature ¢ Prefent fears
Are lefs than horrible imaginings :
My thought, whofe murther yet is but fantaftical,
Shakes fo my fingle flate of man, that fun&ion
Is fmother’d in furmife ; and nothing is,
But what is not.
Ban. Look, how our partner’s rapt!
Mact. If chance will have me King, why, chance
may crown me, s Afide.
Without my i)lrir. 5
Ban. New honours, come upon him,
Like our ftrange garments, cleave not to their mould
But with the aid of ufe.
Mach. Come what come may,
Time and the hour runs through the rougheft day.
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we ftay upen your leifure.
Macé. Give me your favour :—My dull brain was
wrought ‘
With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your pains
Are regifter’d where every day T (urn
The leaf to read them.—Let us toward the King.—
Think, upon what hath chanc’d ; and, at more time,
The interim having weigh’d it, let us fpeak [0 Banquo
Our free hearts each o other.
“Ban. Very gladly.
Macé. *'Till then, enough.—Come, friends.
- [Exennr.
S CENE the Palace.
Flourifb.  Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox,
and Aitendans.
King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? Are not
Thofe in commiffion yet return’d ?
Mal. My liege,
They are not yct come back. But I have {poke
With one that faw him die : who did report,
That very frankly he confefs’d his treafons ;
Implor'd your highnefs’ pardon ; and fet forth
A deep repentance : snothing in his life
Ag Became
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Became him, like the leaving it - He died,
As one, thar had been ftudied 1n his death,
To throw away the deareft thing he ow d,
As ’twere a carelefs trifle.
King. There’s no art,
To find the mind’s conftruétion in the face:
He was a gentleman, on whom [ bailt
Amabfolate trufts
Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Roffe, and Angus.
O worthieft coufin !
The {in of my ingratitude even now
Was heavy on me. ‘Thou art fo far before,
"That fwifteft wing of recompence 1s {low,
To overtake thee. ’Would, thou hadft lefs deferv’d,
T hat the proportion both of thanls and payment
Might have been mine! Only 1 have lefe to fay,
More s thy due, than more than all can pay.
Mach. The fervice and the loyalty T owe,
In doing it, pays itfelf. © Your highnefs’ part
- s to receive our auties: and our duties
Are to your throne, and state, children and fervants ;
Which do but what they fhould, by doing every thing,
Safe toward your love and honour.
King. Welcome hither :
I haye begun to plant thee, and will labour
To make thee full of growing.—Noble Banquo,
Thou haft no lefs deferv’d, and muft be knewn
Mo lefs to have done fo:—Let me enfold thee;
And hold thee to my heart.
Ban. There if I grow,
Phe harvelt is your own.
King. My plenteous joys,
Wanton in fulnefs, feek to hide themfelves
Tn drops of forrow.—Sons, kinfmen, Thanes,
Aund you whofe places are the neareft, knows
We will eftablifh-our eftate upon
QOur eldeft, Malcolm ; whom we name hereafter
The prince of Cumberland : which honour muits
Not unaccompanied, inveft him only,
But figns of noblenefs, like ftars, fhall fhine
On all defervers.  From hence to Invernels,
And bind us further to you. 4
Maeb. The reft is labear; which is not us'd for yous
Il be myfelf the harbinger, and make joyful o
‘ i
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The heating of my wife with your approach ;'
So, humbly take my leave,

King. My worthy Cawdor !

Mach. The prince of Cumberland |—That is a ftep;
On which I muft fall down, or elfe o'er-leap, [AJide.
For in my way it lies. otars, hide your fires !

Let not light fee my black and deep defires ¢
The eye wink at the hand ! yet let that be,
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to fee. [ Exit,

King. True, worthy Banquo ; he is full {o valiant;
And in his commendations I am fed;

It is a banquet to me. Let us after him,
Whofe care is gone before to bid us welcome::
It is a peerle(s kinfman. [Flouriff.. Exeunt.

S CEN E Macbeth’s Caftle.
Enter Lady Macbeth alone, with a lester.

Lady. They met me in the day of fuccefss and I bawve
learn’d by 1he perfecieft report, tagy hawe more in them than
wiortal Fnozvledge. W hen I burat in defire to queftion them

wrther, they made themftlves—airy into awbhich they va-
nifpd. While 1 flood wrapt i the wwonder of it, came mif-
Siwes from the King, awho all-bail’d me, Thane of Caw-
dor 3 &y awhich title,, before, thefe aveird [ifiers Jaluted me,
and referr’d me 1o the coming on of times awith, Hail, King
that (halt be | This bave I thought good 1o deliwer thee, my
dearefl pariner of greatus)s; that thou might’f} not lofe the
dues of rejorcings by being ignorant of what greatnefs is pro-
mis'd thee.  Lay it tothy heart, and farewel.

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor ;—and fhalt be

What thou art promis’d.—Yet do I fear thy nature ;

Tt is too full o’the milk of human kindnefs,

'To catch the nearelt way. Thou would’ft be great s

Art not withont ambition ; but without

Thé illnefs fhould attend it. What thou would’&t highly,

That would’ft thou holily ; would’ft not play falfe, '[mis,

And yet would’ft wrongly win: thoud’ft have, great Gla-

That which cries,” ¢ Thus thou muft do, if thow bave ir;

¢ And that awbich rather thou dofl fear to dbo,

« Than wifbeft fhould be undone.’ Hie thee hither,

That I may pour-my {pirits in thine ear;

And chaftife with the valour of my tongue

All that impedes thee from the golden round,
A6 Which

"
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Which fate, and metaphyfical aid, doth feem
To have thee crown’d withal.
Enter Meffenger.
What is your tidings ?
Mzf. The King comes here to-night.
Lady. Thou'rt mad to fay it.
Is not thy mafter with him? who, wer’t {o,
Would have inform’d for preparation.
Mef. So pleafe you, it is true: our Thane is coming:
One of my fellows had the fpeed of him ;
Who, almoft dead for breath, had fcarcely more
Than would make up his meflage.
Lady. Give him tending,
He brings great news. The raven himfelf is hoarfe,
[Exit Mef.
"That croaks the fatal enterance of Duncan
Under my battlements. Come, you fpirits
That tend on mortal tHoughts, unfex me here ;
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full
Of direft cruelty ! make thick my bleod,
Stop up the accefs and paflage to remorfe ;
That no compunétions vifitings of nature
Shake my fell purpofe, nor keep peace between
The effe®, and it! Come to my woman’s breaits,
And take my milk for gall, you murth’ring minifters,
Where-ever in your fightlefs fubftances
You wait on nature’s mifchief ! —Come, thick night,
Ana pall thee in the dunneft {moke of hell'!
That my keen knife {ee not the wound it malkes;
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the darl,
Ta cry, bold, hold!
Enter Macbeth.
Great Glamis !, worthy Cawdor !
Greater than both, by the all-ha:l bereafrer!
"Thy letters have tranfported me beyond
This ignorant prefent time, and I feel now
The futare 10 the inftant.
Mach. My deareft love,,
Duncan comes here to-mght,
Lady. And when goes hence ?
Mach. To-morrew, as he purpofes..
Lady: ©h, never -
Shall fun that morrow fee ! ——

SRR ==y Y . . g

M ALC B E T B

Your face, my Thane; is as'a book, where men
May read firange matters. ~To begpuile the time,
Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye,
Your hand, your tongue : look like the innocent Aower,
But be the ferpent under it. He, that's coming
Muft be provided for : and you fhall put
This night's great bufine(s into my difpatch;;
Which fhall to all our nights and days to come
Give folely fovereign fiway and mafterdom.
Mach.  We fhall [peal farther.
Lady. Only look up clear
To alter favour, ever, is to fear:
Leave all the reft to me. [Exeunt,

SCENE &efore Macbeth’s Cafile-gate.

Flourifp. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Banquo,
Lenox, Macduf, Rofle, Angus, and Aitendants.

King. This caftle hatha pleafant feat ; the air
Nimbly and fweetly recommends itfelf
Unto our gentle fenfes.

Ban. This guelt of fummer,
The temple-haunting martlet, does approve
By his lov’d manfionry that heaven’s breath
Smells wooingly here. No jutty trieze,
Burtrefs; nor coigne of ’vantage, but this bird
Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle :
Where they mofl breed and haunt, I have obferv’d,
The air is delicate.

Euter Lady Macbeth.

King. Sce, feel our honour’d hoflefs !
The love that follow3 us, fometime is our trouble,
Which @ill we thank as love. Herein I teach you,
How you fhould bid god-yield us for your pains,
And thank us for your trouble.

Lady. All our fervice,
In every point twice done, and then done double,
Were_poor and fingle bufinefs, to contend
Againlt thofe honours deep and broad, wherewith
Your majefty loads our houfe. For thofe of old,
And the late dignities heap’d up to them,
We reft your hermits.

King. Where’s the Thane of Cawdor ?
We cours’d-him at the heels, and had a purpofe
To be his purveyor : but he rides well ;

13
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And bis great love, fharp as his fpur, hath holp him
To his home before us. Fair and noble hoftefs
We are your gueft to-night. ¢

Lady. Your fervants ever '
Have theirs, themfelves, and what is theirs, in compt.
To make their audit at your highnefs” pleafure b
Still to return your own. ;

King. Give me your hand :
Condu& me to mine hoft ; we love him highl
And fhall continue our graces towards himg #
—By your leave, hoftefs. { [ Exeunt

SCENE, an dpartment in the Caftle. X
A Enter Macbheth.

- Mack. If it were done, when ’tis do tw
Tt were done quickly : If the affaiﬁna?ii,nthen e
Could tramel up the confequence, and catch

With his furceafe, fuccefs'; that but this blow
Might be the Be-all and the End-all Aere
But here :—upon this bank and fhoal of t’ime -
We’d jump the life to come.—But, in thefe cales
Wc'ﬂxll_hlvejudgment bere 5 that we but teach s
B}Oody mﬁruftipns, which, being taught, return
To plague the inventor : This even-handed juftice:
Commends the ingredients of our poifon’d chalice
To our own lips. He’s here in double traft:
Firft, as I am his kinfman and his {fubject
Strong both againft the deed ; then, as hi’s hoft
Who fhould again{t his murth’rer fhut the dOOr’
Not bear the knife myfelf. Befides, this Duncan
Hath borne his faculties {fo meek hz,lth been :
%S_lcllsalr it(}I ]1{§lgrcat office, that };is virtues

ill plead, like angels, tru = ro’d, acai

The deep damnationgofhis tJTcIl}rfctr f;g pieeind
?n‘ﬂ'PiLy] lit}c a naked new-born b“-b'.e

triding the blaft, or'heavens o ?
Upon the fightlefs couriers of tc}i}rfl;i!?l‘-’, caid
Shall blow the horrid deed in cvery eye :
"That tears fhall drown the win&—r—J‘I h}::' : i
o, prick the fides of'my intent, but onf ey
Vaulting ambition, which o’er-leaps i J
And falls on the other —— peitiet;

Euter Lady.
How now ! what news ? 4

M ASICE B ESSTSEE 15
Lady. He has almoft fupp'd': Why have you left the

chamber ¢

Mach. Hach he afk’d for me

Lady. Know you not he has ? :

Mach. We will proceed no further in this bufinefs s
He hath honour’d me of late ; and I bave bought
Golden opinions from all forts of people,
Which would be worn now in their neweft glofs,
Not caft afide {fo foon.

Lady. Was the hope drank,
Wherein you dreft yourfelf 2 hath it flept fince ?
Aud wakes it now, to look fo green and pale
At what it did fo freely ? from this time,
Such I account thy love. Art thou afraid
o be the fame in thine own act and valour,
As thou ait in defire ? Wouldlt thoa have that,
Which thou efteem’ft the ornament of life,
And live a coward in ‘thine own elteem ?
Letting I dare w0t wait upon T awould,
Like the poor cat i’ the adage ?

Mach. Prlythee, peace:
I dare do all that may become a man 5

Who dares do more, is none.

Lady. What beaft was it then,
That made you break this enterprize to me ¥
When you durft-do it, then you were a man ;
And, to be more than what you were, you would
Be fo much more the man. Nor time, nor place
Did then adhere,. and yet you would make both =
They have made themfelves, and that their fitnefs now
Does unmake you. [ have given {fuck ; and know
How tender Jtis to love the babe that milks me:
T would, while it was {miling in my face,
Have plucl’d my nipple from his bonelefs gums,
And dafh’d the brains out, had I bat o {worn
As you have done to this.

Mach. If we fball fail,

Lady. We fail !
But ferew your courage to the fticking place,
And we’ll not fail. Wlhen Duncan 1s afleep,
{Whereto the rather fhall his day’s hard journey
Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains
Will I with wine and walfel o convince,
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That memory, the warder of the brain,
Shall be a fume ; and the receipt of reafon
A limbeck only, When in fwinith fleep
Their drenched natures lie, asin a death,
What cannot you and I perform upen

The unguarded Duncan ? what not put upon
is fpungy officers 5 who fhall bear. the guilt
Of our great quell ?

Mach. Bring torth men-children only !
For thy andaunted mettle fhould compofe
Nothing but males. Wil it not be receiv’d,
When we have mark’d with blood thefe {leepy two

Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers,
"T'hat they have don’t ?

Lady. Who dares receive it other,

As we fhall make our griefs and clamour roar,
Upon his death ¢

Mackb. I am fettled, and bend up
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat.
Away, and mock the time with faireft fhow -
Falfe face muft hide what the falfe heart doth know.

2 [ Exeunt.

AREC LT =T
SCENE, a Hall in Macbeth’s Cajtle.

Lnter Banquo, and Fleance with a Torch befure bim.
)

Banquo.

O W pgoes the night, boy ?
Fle. The moon is down; I have not heard the

clock.
Ban. And fhe goes down at twelve.
Fle. I take’t, ’tis later, fir.
Ban. € Hold, take my fword. 'There’s hufbandry in
heaven,
¢ Their candles are all out.— Take thee-that too.’
A heavy fummons lies like lead upon me,
And yet I weunld not {leep. Merciful powers !
Reftrain me in the curfed thoughts, that nature
Gives way to in repofe !—¢ Give me my {word 3’

i E irmr I‘:T'acbem, and a fervant with a torch.
o’s there 7

Mach,
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fack. A friend. )
an:f What, {ir, not yet at reft » The King’s a-bed.
He hath been in unufual pleafure ;.
Sent forth great largefs to your officers :
This diamond he greets your }v:fe withal,
By the name of moft kind hoflefs ; and fhut up
In meafurelefs content.
Mach. Being unprepar’d,
Our will became the {ervant to defeét ;
Which elfe fhould free have wrought.
Ban. All's well. .
I dL;eamt lait night of the three welrd fifters 3
To you they have thew’d fome truth.
Machk. I think not ofthem]: p
Vet. when we can Intreat an hour to 1erve,
'f"\%:. would fpend it in fome words upon that bufinefs,
If you would grant the time.
Ban. At your kind’f leifure. P
Mack. If you fhall cleave to my confent, when ’tis,
It (hall make honour for you.
Ban. So I lofe none :
In fecking to augment it, but f'hll keep
My bofom franchis'd and allegiance clear,
I Mhall be coun:lfél’d.r T
ach. ood-repoie the wnile . s ] k
]}g;»:é T(l?anks. ﬁE?'; the like to you! [Exit. _‘wu._é Flca;cu.
Mach. Go, bid thy miftrefs, when my drink is 'rea‘ts‘ y:
She ftrike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. [Exit. Serv.
Is this a dagger which I fee before me, e
The handle toward my hand 2 Come, let me clutch thee:—
I have thee not ; and yet I fee thee fiill.
Art thou not, fatal vifion, {enfible
To feeling as to fight 7 or art thou _lmt
A dagger of the mind ; a falfe creation :
Proccc:"]ing from the heat-opprefied brain !
1 fee thee yet, in form as palpable
As this which now.I draw.— .
Thou marfhal’ft me the way that I was going ;
And fuch an inftrument I was to ofe. :
Mine eyes are made the fools o’the other'.em’es,
Or elfe worth all the reft :—T fee thee ﬂul.;
And on'thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of blood,
Wahich was not {o before.—There’s no fuch thing ; _I'
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It is the bloody bufinefs, which informs
“Thus to mine eyes.—Now o’er the one half world
Nature feems dead, and wicked dreams abufe
The curtain’d fleep ; now witcheraft celebrates
Pale Hecate’s offerings ; and wither’d Murther,
Alaram’d by his fentinel, the wolf,
Whofe how!’s his watch, thus with his ftealchy pace,
With Tarquin’s ravifhing ftrides, tow’rds his defign
Moves like a ghoft. —T'hou fure and firm-fet earth,
Hear not my fteps, which way they walk, for fear
Thy very flones prate of my where_about,
And take the prefent horrour from the time,
Which now fuits with it.~¢ While I threat, he lives~—
[ 4 bell rings.
¢ Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.’
I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me.
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell
That fammons thee to heaven, or to hell. [ Exit.
Enter Lady Macbeth.
Lady. 'That which hath made them drunk, hath made
me bold ; |
What hath quench’d’ them, hath given me fire :——
Hark ! peace! :
It was the owl that fhriek’d, the fatal bell-man,
Which gives the ftern’ft good-night.—He is about it :-—
The doors are open; and the furfeited grooms
Do mock their charge with fnores. I have drugg’d their
poflets, ; ;
That death and nature do contend about them,
Whether they live or die.
Mach. {within] Who’s there 2—what, ho!
Lady. Alack! I am afraid, they have awale’d,
And ’tis not done. The attempt and not the deed,
Confounds us :—hark !—I laid their daggers ready,
He could not mifs ’em.—Had he not refembled
My father as he flept, T had don’t—My hufband !
Enter Macbeth,
Mach. 1 have done the deed : —=Didft thou not hear a
noife ?
Lady. I heard the owl fcream, and the crickets cry.
Did not you fpeak 2
Mack. When ?
Lady. Now.
34‘3560

" Liftening their fear.
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Mach. As I defcended ?
Lady. Ay.

M'afé. Hark !
Lady. Donalbain.
Mach. This is a forry fight. : Ll
Lady. A foolith thoughty to fay, a {o_rry_ ight. At
Mach. There’s one did laugh in his {leep, and on

cried, murtherd

That they did wake cach other:
But they did fay their prayers,
in to fleep. ‘ ‘
Anglz; .0’1 hef;c are two lodg’d together. ; [}tiher :
.Ma?,é. One cried, God blefs us ! and,)Almmci the o=
A« thev had {een me with thefe hangman's hands
e I could_not fay, Amen,
When they did fay, God’_blgls u!s.
Jy. Confider it not 1o deeply. 7
%-?agb. But wherefore could not I pronounce, Amen !
I had mof need of blefling, and Amen
k in my throat.
Stlllfg({;r.l Thefe deeds muft not bi? thoughé,
avs: fo, it will make us mad. | .
Afﬁa;l;{;ﬂ}‘e?g:éghr’, I heard a voice €1y, Sleep no more -
Macheth dth muriber fleep's the innocent fleep';
Sleep that knits up the ravell’d fleave of care,
The death of each day’s life, fare labour’s bath,
Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s fecond courfe,
Chicf nourither in life’s feaft ;-—-
dy. What do you mean ! :
Iﬁaf&. Suill it cr)icd, fleep no more ! 10 all thedhoufe s
Clamis hath murtherd fleep s and therefore Caw on
Shall fleep no more, Macbeth fhall fleep no more : ;
Lady. Who was it, that thus cried ? Why, worthy
Thane, =
You do unbend your noble ftrength, to think .
So brain-fickly of things.—Go, get fome water,
And wafh this filthy witnefs from your hand. .
Why did you bring thefe daggers from the place?
They muit lie there. Go, carry them, and {mear
The fleepy grooms with blood. _
. Mach. I’ll go no more :— _
I am afraid to think what I have don®;
Iook on’t again, I dare not.

Who lies i’the fecond chamber ?

[ Looks on bis hands.

i e B P T
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T ftood and heard them:
and addrefs’d them

e
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Lady. Infirm of purpofe !

Give me the daggers.  The {leeping and the dead
Are but as pictures : itis the eye of childhood,
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed,
Fll gild the faces of the grooms withal,
For it muft feem their guile.

Knocks avithin,

Mach. Whence is that knocking ! ]
How is it with me, when every noife appals me ?
What hands are here ? ha! they pluck out mine eyes !
Will all great Neptune’s ocean wath this blood
Clean from my hand ? n0; this my hand will rather
The multitudinous feas incarnadine,

Making the green, One red— .
Re-enter Lady Macbeth:,

Lady. My hands are of your colour 5 but I fhame
'To wear a heart {o white.” I heara knocking  [Kuock,
At the fouth entry : — Retire we to our chamber

.[Exz'f,

A little water clears us-of this deed :
How eafy is it then ? Your canftancy
Hath left you unattended.~Hark, ‘more knockin

[%fr!wn%,

Get on your night-gown, left occafion call as,
And thew us to be watchers :—Ee not lof
So paotly in your thoughts.
Mach. To know my deed,—’Tiere beft not know
I‘n}’f&lﬂ [Kﬁ:aa'é.
Wake, Duncan, with thy knocking ! I would, thou
couldit ! [Bxeunt,
Enter a Porter.
¢ | Knocking avithin.] Pdrs. Here’s a koocking, in-
deed ! ifa man were porter of hell-gate, he fhould have
old curning the key. [Knoct.] Knock, knock, knock.
Who's there, i’the name of Belzebub ? here’s a farmer,
that hang’d himfelf on the expectation of plenty : come
in time; have napkins enough about you; here you’ll
fweat for’t. [Knock] Knock, knock. Whos there
’the other devil’s name ? Faith, here’s an equivocator,
that could fwear in both the feales againit eicher fcale ;
who committed trealon enough for God’s fake, yet

(4
£
€

<

cator. [Knock] Knock, knack, knock. Who’s there ?
¢ Faith, Here’s an Englifh taylor come hither for fealing
“out

could not equivocate to heaven : oh, come in, equivo- .
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¢ out of a French hofe: come in, taylor; here you‘fnary
¢ roaft your goofe. [Knock] Knock, knock. Ncl\dcrfu
¢ quiet ! what are you ? but this place is too co h or
¢ hell. Pl devil-porter it no further: I had thought ie
¢ have let in fome of all profeflions, that go the primrofe
¢ way to the everlafting bonfire. ’Ljuu(i’] Auf)n;b:n(;:?r,.
¢ I pray you remember the porter. [{Jg opens 0
Eanter Macduft, and Lenox.
Macd. Was it {o late, friend, ere you went to bed,
' ie folate?
let:-z.m’]Fi?t!]:l, fir, we were caroufing ’till the l’c_cond
cock : ¢ and drink, fir, is agr'eatprovokerqfthie? th]pri;]s.
¢ Macd. What three things doth drink efpecially
& Leir _
P‘T(X:«f, Marry, fir, nofe-painting, {leep, _arnd u~”113’3-
¢ Liechery, fir, jtprovokes, and unprovokes 2 Al 'pr,%kio \::s
¢ the defire, but it takes away the performance : uzﬁ—
¢ fore much drink may be faid to be an e_qmvo_ca;or \; ith
letchery : it makes him, an_d it mars hm_u.; ltﬂe(tjs ;{1;1_1
¢ on, and it takes him GE; it perfuades him, l{.n ] r:.j
heartens him ; makes him ﬂ_and_ to, and not : and ’_or;
in conclifion, equivocates him in a {leep, and, giving
i 1 eaves him. . ;
h:rﬁjtal;;.hf’bglieve, drink gave thee the lie laft mghbt.r
¢ Port. That it did, fir, 'i’thc very thrc_)at o'me: but
I requited him for his lie: and, I think, })cm% toeo
ftrong for bim,_ though_ he_ to’ok up my legs fometime,
¢ yet | made a fhift to caft }_mn.
Macd. Ts thy malter ﬂ:u‘nqg P
Qur knocking hasawak’d him ; here he comes.
Zen. Good-morrow, noble fir!
Enrer Macbheths
Mack. Good-morrow, both !
Macd. Ts the King ftirring, worthy Thane?
. ot yel. ) »
%Zii’ ?{Ie d)id command me to call timely on him ;
I have almotft {lipt the hoar,
Meck. T’ll bring you to him.
Macd. 1 know, thisis a joyful trouble to you;
But yet, ’tis one. 5
Mach. The labour, we'delight in, phyficks pain.
This is the door. :
Macd. V1l make fo bold to call, o .
For ’tis my limited fervice. [Exit Macit;r;.
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Len. Goes the King hence to-day ?

Mach. He does: he did appoint fo.

Len. The night has been unruly : Where we lay,
Our chimneys were blown down : and, as they fay,
Lamentings heard i’the air; ftrange fcreams of death ;
And prophefying, with accents terrible :
Of dire combuftions, and confus’d events,

New hatch’d to the woeful time: The obfcuare bird|
Clamour’d the live-long night : fome fay the earth
Was feverous, and did fhake.

Mach. *Twas a rough night.

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel
A fellow toat.

Re-enter Macduff. [heart

Macd. O horrour! horrour! horrour! Tongue, nor
Cannot conceive; nor name thee !

Mach. and Len. What’s the matter?

Macd. Confufion now hath made his mafter-piece :
Moft facrilegicus murther hath broke ope
The Lord’s anointed temple, and ftole thence
The life o’the building.

Machb. What is’t you fay 2. the life ? ——

Len. Mean you his majefty 8 ——

Macd. Approach the chamber, and deftroy your fight
With a new Gorgon.—Do not bid me fpeak;

See, and tlien {peak yourfelves.—Awake! awake!
[Exeant Macbeth and Lenox.

Ring the alarum-bell :—Murther ! and treafon'!
Banquo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake !
Shake off this downy {leep, death’s counterfeit,
And look on death itfelf!—Up, up, and fee
The great doom’s image! Malcolm ! Banquo !
As from your graves rife up, and walk like fprights,
‘T'o countenance this horrour : —— ¢ Ring the bell.’

Bell rings. ¢ Enter Lady Macbeth,

¢ Lady. What’s the bufinefs,
¢ That {uch an hideous trumpet calls to parley
¢ The fleepers of the houfe? Speak, fpeak,——

¢ Macd. O, gentle lady,
¢ *T'is not for you to hear what I can fpeak :
¢ The repetition in a wWoman's ear
¢ Would murther as it fell.”— O Banquo ! Banquo'!

Enier Banquo. :

Our royal mafter’s murther’d
¢ Lady.
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¢ Lady. Woe, alas !
¥ What, in our houfe?’

Ban, ¢ Too cruel, any where,——
¢ Dear Duff,” T priythee, contradit thyfelf,

And fay, it is not fo.
Re-enter Macbeth, and Lenox.,

« Mach. Had I but died an hour before this chance,
T had liv’d a bleffed time; for, from this inftant,
There’s nothing ferious in mortality:

All is but toys : Renown, and grace, is dead;

The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees
Is left this vault to brag of. :

Enter Malcolm, aad Donalbain,

Don. What is amifs?

Mack. You are, and do not know it :

The fpring, the head, the fountain of your blood
Is ftopt ; the very fource. of it is ftopt.

Mach, Your royal father’s murther’d.

Mal. Oh, by whom?

Zen. Thofe of his chamber, as it feem’d, had don’t:
Their hands and faces were all badg’d with blood,
So were their daggers, which, unwip’d, we found
Upon their pillows ; they ftar’d and were diftracted ;

No man’s life was to be trufted with them.

Mach. O!—Yet I do repent me of my fury,
That I did kill them. ;
Macd. Wherefore did you {o? [furious,
Mach, Who can be wife, amaz’d, temperate, and
Loyal and neuatral in a moment? No man:
The expedition of my violent love
Out-ran the paufer reafon. — Here, lay Duncan,
His filver fkin lac'd with his golden blood ;
And his gafh’d ftabs look’d like'a breach mn nature
For Ruin’s wafteful entrance : there, the murtherers
Steep’d in the colours of their trade, their daggers
Unmannerly, breech’d with gore :—Who could refrain,
That had a heart to love, and in that heart
Courage, to make his iove known ?
¢ Lady. Help me hence, ho!——
¢ Macd. Look to the lady.”
Mal. Why do we hold our tongues,
That moft may claim this argument for ours#
Don. What fhould be fpoken here,
Where our fate, hid within an augre-hole,

May
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May rafh, and feize us? Let’s away, our tears
Are not yet brew’d. ‘
Mal, Ner our ftrong forrow
Upon the foot of mation.
Ban. ¢ Look to the lady:
¢ And when we have our naked frailties hid,
¢ That faffer in expofure,” let us meet,
And queftion this moft bloody piece of worlk,
To know it further. - Fears and fcruples fhake us
- In the great hand of God I ftand; and thence,
Againft the undivulg’d pretence I fight ‘op
Of treafonons malice, :
Mpuch. So do 1.
All. So, all.
Mach. Let’s bricfly put on manly readinels,
And meet i’the hall together.
All. Well contented. [Exeunt.
MMal. What will you do? Let’s not confort with them :
To fhew an unfelt {forrow, is an office
Which the falfe man does eafy. I'll to Enoland.
Donr, To Ireland, I; our feparated fortuﬁ:e
Shall leep us both the fafer: where we are,
-There’s daggers in men’s fmiles : the near in blood,
'The nearer bloody.
Mal. This murtherous fhaft that’s fhot,
Hath not yet lighted ; and our fafeft way
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore to horfe ;
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking,
But fliift away: There’s warrant in thac theft,
Which ficals itfelf, when there’s no mercy left. [Exeunts

SCENE changes 10 a Wood.  Thunder and Lightuing.
Mufic.  Enter feweral Witches.

[ 1 Witch, Speak, fifter,—is the deed done ?

2 Witch. Long ago, long ago ;
Above twelve glafles fince have run.

3 Witch. 1l deeds are (eldom; {low,
Or fingle, but following crimes on former wait,

4 Witch. The worlk of creatures fafeft propagate,
Many more murders muft this one enfue;

Dread horrors ftill abound,

And ev'ry place furround,

As if in deach were found

Propagation too.

2 Witch.
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2 Witeh. He muoft!

3 Witch. Hefhall! _

4 Witch. He will {pill much more blood,
And become worfe, to make his title good.

1 Witch. Now let’s dance. ‘

2 Wiich. Agreed.

3 Witch. Agreed.

4 Witch. Agreed.

All. Agreed.

Chor. We fhould rejoice when good kings bleed.

When cattle die about, about we go;
When lightning, and dread thunder,
Rend ftubbarn rocks in funder,
And £l the world with wonder,
What fhov’d wé do?
Glor. Rejoice ——we fhou'd rejoice.
When winds and waves are warring,
Farthquakes the mountains tearing,
And monarchs die defpairing,
What fhou’d we do?——

Chor. Rejoice ——we fhou’d rejoice.

I

1 Witch. Let’s havera dance upon the heath,

We gain more life by Duncar’s death.

2 Witch. Sometimes like branded cats we fhew,

Having no mufick but our mey,

To which we dance in feme old mill,
Upon the hcpper, ftone, or wheel;
To {fome old {aw, or bardith rhime,

Ctor. Where fill the mill-clack does keep time.

il

Sometimes about a hollow tree,
Around, around, around dance we ;
Thither the chirping crickets come,
And beetles fing in drowfy hum;
Sometimes we dance o’er fernes or-furze,
To howls of wolves, or barks of curs:
Or 1f with none of thefe we meet,

Chor. We dance to th’ echoes of our feet.

Chor. At the night raven’s difmal voice,
When otlers tremble we rejoice,
And nimbly; nimbly dance we fill,
To th' echaes from a hollow hill,

B

[Exeant.
SCENE
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SCENE, the Outfide of Macbeth’s Cafile.

Enter Rofle, avith an Old Man.

Old M. Threefcore and ten I can remember well :
gjthindthe v;)llume of which time I have feen
ours dreadful, and things ftrange; but this {ore nio
Hath trifled former knowigngs. i £ g
Roffe. Ah, good father, :
Thou feeft, the heavens, as troubled with man’s act
Threaten his bloody ftage. By the clock, tis day s .
And yet dark night firangles the travelling lam®
Is it night’s predominance, or the day’s fhame,
That darknefs does the face of earth intomb,
When living night fhouald kifs it ;
O/d' M. ’Tis unnatural,
Even like the deed that’s done.. On Tuefday laft
A faulcon, towring in her pride of place, i
Was by a moufing owl hawk’d at, and kill’d.
Roffe. And Duncan’s horfes, (a thing moft ﬂrange and
cerfain
Beauteous and {wift, the minions of their race,
Turn’d wild in nature, broke their ftalls, flung out
Contending ’gainft obedience, as they would ’
Make war with mankind.
Old M. ’Tis faid, they eat each other.
Rgffe. They did {o; to the amazement of mine eves.
That look’d upon’t. Here comes the good Macduff : —
Fnter Macdulff, »
—How gees the woyld, f{ir, now?
Macd. Why, fee you not ?
Roffe. Is’tknown, who did this more than bloody deed ?
Macd. Thofe, that Macbeth hath flain. :
Reffe. Alas, the day !
What good could they pretend ?
Macd. They were {fuborn’d
Malcolm, and Donalbain, the King’s two fons,
Are {tol’n away and fled; which puts upon them
Sufpicion of the decd.
Roffe. *Gainft nature fill ;
Thriftlefs ambition ! that wilt ravin u
Thine own life’s means. — Then *tis moft like,
The fovereignty will fall upon Macbeth ?
Maca. He 1s already nam’d ; and gone to Scone
To be invefted. 2

M A CB E T H 27

Roffe. Where is Duncan’s body ?

Macd. Carried to Colmes-kill ;
The facred ftorehoufe of his predeceflors,
And guardian of their bones.

Roffe. Will you to Scone?

Maid. No, coufin, 1] to Fife.

Reffe. Well, T will thither. [adien?

Macd. Well, may you {ce things well done there ; —
Left our old robes {it eafier than our new!

¢ Roffe. Farewel, father.

¢ 0ld M, God’s benifon go with you, and with thofe
¢ That would make good of bad, and friends of foes!”

[Exeunt.

AT G ST,
SCE N E, #he Palace.

Enter BANQUO. °

HOU haft it now; King, Cawdor, Glamis, all

As the weird women promis’d ; and, I fear,
Thou playd’ft moft foully for’t. Yet it was faid,
It fhould not ftand in thy pofterity ;
But that myf(elf fhould be the root, and father
Of many Kings. If there come truth from them,
(As upon thee, Macbeth, theirfpeeches fhine,)
Why, by the verities on thee made good,
May they not be my oracles as well,
And fet me up in hope ? But, hufh ; no more.

Trumpets.  Enter Macbeth as King ;5 Lady Macbeth,
Lenox, Rofle, Lords and Attendanis,
Mach. Here’s our chief gueft.
¢ Lady. If he had been torgotten,
« It had been as a gap in our great feaft,
¢ And all things unbecoming.’
¢ Mach.” Ta-night we hold a folemn fupper, fir,
And I’ll requeft your prefence.
Ban. Lay your highnefs’
Command apon me; to the which, my duties
Are with 2 moft indiffoluble tye
For ever knit.
Mach. Ride you this afternoon ?
Ban. Ay, my good lord.B
2
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Mact. We fhould have elfe defir'd your good advice

(Which full hath been beth grave and profperous)

In this day’s council ; but we’ll take to-morrow.

Is it far your ride?

Ban. As far, my lord, as will £l up the time

*Twixt this and fupper.  Go not miy horfe the better,

I muft become a borrower of the night

Hor a darlc houor; or twain,

Mach. Fail not our feaft.
Ban. My lord, T will not.
Mach. © We hear, our bloody coufins are beftow’d

¢ In England, and in freland ; not confeflin

¢ ’I_‘h.c':r cruel parrieide, filling their hearers

: ‘\j;;r‘jnﬁl:}I]]%i\il:['fhcfﬁuo\r‘lre ﬂl?u‘t oF'“tEm'F ro-mgrl;(')\'v;
Wihen, therewithal, all' have caufe of ftate,

¢ Craving us jointly.”. Hie you'to horfe. Adieq,

Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you ?
Ban. Ay, my good lord : Qur time does call upon us.
Mach. I wilh your horfes fwit, and fure of foor ;

And fo I do commend you to their backs.

Farewel.——

T.et every man be mafter of his time

*Till feven at night: to make {ociet

Th.e fwceter\\}'cicomc, we will keep ourfelf

>Till fupper-time alone : till then, God be with you.

‘ L Exeunt Lady Macbeth, and Lords.

Sirrah, a word with you. Attend thofe men

Qur pleafure ?

Sér. ‘They are, my lord, without the palace gate.
M.ch. Bring them before us.—To be thus is nothing.
[ Bxir Serwant.

But to be fafely thus:—Our fears in Banquo

Stick deep; and in his royalty of natar

Reions That, which4rould befear’d. > Tis much he dares,

And, to that dauntlefs tempericf his mind,

He hath a wifdom that doth guide his valour

To att in fafety.  There is none but he,

Whole beinp I do fear: and, under him,

My genius is rebuld’d ; as, it is fiid,

Mark Anthony’s was'by Cezfar. He chid the filters,

Wihen firfl they put the name of King upon me,

And bade them {peak to him ; then, prophet-like,

They hail’d him father to a lingiof kings :

Upon my head they plac'd a'fruitlefs crown,

[Exi¢t Bangquo,

M A CBET W

And put a barren {cepter in my gripe,
"Thence to be wrench?d with an unlineal hand,
No fon of mine fucceeding. = If it be fo,
For Banquo’s iffue have I fil’d my mind;;
For them, the gracious Duncan have I murther'd;
Put rancours in the veflel of my peace
Only for them ; and mine eternal jewel
Given to the commen enemy of man,
To mzke them kings, the feed of Banquo kings!
Rather than fo, come, Fate, into the Lift,
And champion me to’the atterance! —Who's there?—
Eurer Seraiant, and two Mardere: s.
Now go to the door, and ftay there, 111 we call.
[Ex:t Serwant.

Was it not yefterday we fpoke together?

Myr. It was, fo pleafe your highnefs.

Mach. Well then, now e
Have you confider’d of my fpeeches ? Know,
That it was he, in the times paft, which held you
So under fortane; ¢ which, you thought, had been

“ ¢ Our innocent felf: this I made good to you

¢ In our laft conference paft in probation with you,
¢ How you were borne in hana; how croft; the inftro-
¢ TNENLS|;
Who wroughtwith them ; and all things elfe that might
To half a foul, and to a notion craz’d,
% Sﬂ}’, Thus did Bangua,
¢ 1 Mur. You made it known to us.
¢ Mach. I did fo; and went further, which 1s now
¢ Our point of fecond meeting.” Do yol find
Your patience fo predominant in your nature,
That you can let this go? Areyou fo gofpell’d,
To pr'ay for this good man; and for his iflae,
Whofe heavy hand hath bow’d you to the grave,
And beggar’d yoursifor'ever?
1 Mur. We are men, my liege.
Mach. Ay, in che catalogue you go for men;
As hounds, and greyhounds, mungrels, {paniels, curs,
Showghes, water-rugs, and demi-wolves are cleped
All by the name of dogs: the valued file
Difltinguithes the fwift, the flow, the fubtle,
The houfe-keeper, the hunter; every one
According to the gift which bounteous nature:
Hath in him clos’d ; ¢ whereby he does receive
B3 “Pat=
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¢ Particular addition, from the bill

¢ That writes them all alike :” and {o of men.
Now, if you have a ftation in the file,

Not in the worft rank of manhood, fay it;
And I will pat-that bufinefs in your bofoms,
Whefe execution takes your enemy off;
Grapples you to the heart and love of us,
Who wear our health but fickly in his life,
Which in his death were perfe&.

2 Mur, 1 am one, * my liege, o
¢ Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world
¢ Have {o incens’d, that I am recklefs what
¢ I do, to {pite the world.

¢ 1 Mar. And I another,’

So weary with difafters, tugg’d with fortune,
That I would fet my life on any chance,
To mend it, or be 1id on’t.

Macé. Both of you
Know, Banguo was your enemy.

Mur. 'True, my lord.

Mach. So is he mine : and in fuch bloody diftance,

~ That every minute of his being thrufts

Againft my near’t of life: and though I could
With bare-fac’d power fweep him from my fight,
And bid my will avouch it; yet I muft not,
* For certain friends that are both his and mine,
¢ Whofe loves I may not drop; but wail his fall,
¢ Whom I myfelf ftruck down : and thence it is,
¢ That I to your aflitance do make love ;
¢ Mafking the bufinefs from the common eye’
For {fundry weighty reafons.

Mur. We fhall, my lord,
Perform what you command us.

1, Mur. Though our lives

Macb. Your fpirits fhine throngh you. - Within this

hour, at molt,

I will advife you where to plant yourfelves,
¢ Acquaint you with the perfett {py o’the time,
¢ The moment on’t ;> for’t muft be done to-night,
And fomething from the palace: always'thought,
That I require a clearne(s : And with him,
(Toleave no rubs nor botches in the work)
Fleance his fon, that keeps him company,

M AC B E T H. 31

Whofe abfence is no lefs material to me

'Than is his father's, muit embrace the fate
Of that dark hour. Refolve yourfelves a-part,
I’ll come to you anon.

Mur. We are refolv’d, my lord. ¥ AL

Macb. * Pl call upon you ftraight :— Abide within.’
It 1s concluded :—Banquo, thy foul’s flight,

If it find heaven, muf find it cut to-night, [Exeunt.
Enter-Lady Macbeth, and a Servant.
Lady. Is Banquo gone from court? :
Serw, Ay, Madam ; but returns again to-_mg]:nt.
" Lady. Say to the King, I would attend his leifure
For a few words. '
Serw. Madam, I will. i [Exits
Lady. Nought’s had, all’s fpent,
Where our defire 1s got without content.
>T'is (afer to be that which we deltroy,
"T'han, by deftruétion, dwell in doabtful joy.
Enter Macheth.
How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone 2
Of forrieft fancies your companions making, ;
Ufing thofe thoughts, which l’hguld, 1_ndeed, have dl?d _
With them they think on? Things without all remedy
Should be without regard : What’s done, is ('io'nc‘.

Macb., We have fcotch’d the fnake, not kill'd it—
She’ll clofe, and be herfelf; whiltt our poor malice
Remains in danger of her former tooth.

But let the frame of things disjoint,

Both the worlds fuffer,

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and fleep

Ia the affliGtion of thefe terrible dreams,

That fhake us nightly. Better be with the dead,
Whom we, to gain our place, have {ent to peace,
Than on the torture of the mind to lie

In reftlefs exftafy.—Duncan is in his grave ;
After life’s fitful fever he fleeps well ;

Trealon has done his worft : nor fleel, nor poifon,
Malice domeftic, foreign levy, nothing

Can touch him further !

Lady. Come on ; gentle my lord, Al
Sleek o’er your rugged looks; be bright and jovial
Among your gueils to-night.

¢ Mach. ‘So fhall I, love ; and fo, I pray, be you;
¢ Let your remembrance apply to Banquo. _

B4 ¢ Prefent
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Prefent him eminence, -both with eye and tongue.
¢ Unfafe the while, that we muift lave our honours

¢ In thefe dattering ftreams, and make our faces ~
¢ Vizors to our hearts, difguifing what they are.—

¢ Lady. You muft leave-this.’ :

Mach. O, full of {corpions is my mind, dear wife !
Thou know’ft, that Banquo, and his Fleance lives.

Lady. But in them nature’s copy’s not eternal.

Mact. There’s comfort yet, they are affailable ;
Then, be thou jocund. Ere the bat hath flogw,

His cloyfter’d flight ; ere, toblack Hecat’s {fummons
‘The fhard-born beetle with his drowfy hums

Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there fhall be done
A deed of dreadful note.

Lady. What’s to be done ?

Mact. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareft chuck,
"Till thou applaud the deed. Come feeling night,
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day,

And with thy bloody and inv.fible hand

Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond,

Which, keeps me pale !—Light thickens, and the crow
Makes wing to the rooky wood : ‘

Good things of day begin to droop and drowze;

While night’s black agents to their prey do rouze.
Thoa marvell’ft at my words ; but hold thee ftill ;
Things, bad begun, make ftrong themfelves by ill.

o, pr’ythee, go with me. [ Exeant,

SCENE g Pak.

Eanter three Murtherers

L3

1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with us ?
‘2 Mur. Macbeth.
Mur. He nzeds not our mifirult ; fince he delivers
- offices, and what we have to do,

To the direction juft.

1 Mur. Then ftand with us.
The welt yet glimmers with fome ftreaks of day :
INow fpurs the lated traveller apace,
To gain the timely inn; and near approaches
The fubjett of our watch,

3 Mur, Haple! T hear horfes.

[ Banguo wwitlhin.] Give us a light there, ho!

7/ ﬂ:[ﬂt\‘u
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2 Mur. Then it is he; the reft
That are within the note of expeéiation,
Already are 1’the court.
1 Mur, His horfes go about.
3 Mur. Almoft a mile ; but he does ufually,
So all men do, from hence to the palace gate
Make 1t their wallk.
Enter Banquo and Fleance, “with a torch.’
€2 Mur. A light, alight.’
3 Mur. >Tis he.
¢ 31 Mur. Stand tolt.
¢ Ban, It will 'be rain to-night.
€ 1 Mar. Let it come down.’ [They afjanit Banquo.
Ban. Oh, treachery! Fly, good Fleance, fly, fly, fy,
Thoa may't revenge. Ohflave! [Dies.. Fleance efcapes.
“ g Mur. Whoidid flrike ont the light 2
¢ 1 Mur, Was’t not the way ¢
¢ 2 Mur. There’s but one down ; the fon is fled.
¢ 2 Mur. We have loft beit half of ouraffair. 4
Mur. Well, let’s away, and fay how much is
done.’ [ Exeant.

SCENE a f?aam of State.

A Banquet prepar’d.  Enter Macbeth, Lady, Rpﬂ'e, Le-
nox, Lord:, and Artendants. 4 Flourifh. :

Mach. You know your own degrees, fit down : at firlt,
And laft the hearty welcome.
Lords. Thanks to your majefty.
Mach. Qurielf will mingle with {ociety,
And play the humble hoit. : :
Qur hoftefs keeps her ftate; but, in beft time
We will require her welcome. [T ey fit dozom.
Lady. Pronounce it for me, fir, to all our friends ;
For my Leart fpeaks they are welcome. : ‘
Macbh. See, they encounter thee with their heart’s
thanks :
Both fides are even. Here 1l fit i’the midf.
Be large in mirth 3 anon we’ll drinka meafure
3 Euter firft murtherer, to the door.
The table round.—There’s blood upon thy face.
‘ [4fide to the murtberer..
Mur.. *Tis Banquo?s then.
B s DMach,
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*T'is better thee without, than he within.

ar. My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for him.
ood, 2
That did the like for Fleance : ¢ if thou did’ft it,
¢ Thou art the non-pareil.” :
Mur. Noft royal fir,
Fleance is ’fcap’d. [fect ;
Mack, Then comes my-fit again: I had elfe been per-
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock :
As broad, and general, as the cafing air :
But now, I am cabin’d, cribb’d, confin’d, boundsin
To faucy doubts and fears. But Banquo’s {afe ? —
Mur. Ay, my goodlord: Safe in a ditch he bides,
With twenty treriched gafhes on his head;
The leaft a death to nature.
Mact. Thanks for that: :
There the grown lerpent lies ; the worm, that’s fled,
Hath nature that in time will venom breed,
No teeth for the prefent.—Get thee gone, to-morrow
We’ll hear, ourfelves again. [Exit Murtherer.
Lady. My royal lord, 3
You do not give thechear: the feaft is fold,
That is not often vouch’d, while ’tis a making
*Tis given with welcome. To feed, were beft at home;
From thence, the fauce to meat is ceremony ;
Meeting were bare without it -
[ Enter the ghoft of Banquo, and fits in Macketh’s place.
Mach. Sweet remembrancer !
—— Now good digeftion wait on appetite,
And health on both ! :
Len. May it pleafe your highnefs fit ?
Mach. Here had we now our country’s honour roof’d,
Were the grac’d perfon of oar Banquo prefent ;
Whom may I rather challenge for unkindnefs,
Than pity for mifchance !
Roffe. His abfence, fir.
Lays blame upon his promife. Pleafe it your highne(s
To grace us with your royal company ?
Mach, The table’s full. [Starting.
L:n. Bere s a place refervid, fir.
Macb, Where ?
Lens

Thou art the beft o’the cut throats: Yet he's

M:A € B-E T H

Len. Here, my good lord.
What is’t that moves your highnefs ?
Mach. Which of you have done this ?
Lords. What, my good lord ?
Mack. Thoa can’ft not fay, I didit: Never fhake
Thy goary locks at me.
Roffe. Gentlemen, rife ; his highnefs is not well.
Lady. Sit worthy friends :—My lord s often thus,
And hath been from his youth: Pray you, keep feat.
The fit is momentary ; upon a thought
He will again be well. If much you note him,
You fhall offend him, and extend his paffion.
Feed, and regard him not.—Are you a man ?
[Afide to Macbeth,
Mach. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that,
Which might appal the devil. -
Lady. O proper ftuft!
This is the very painting of your fear :
This is the air-drawn-dagger, which, you faid,
Led you to Duncan. Oh, thefe Aaws, and ftarts,
(Impoftors to true fear,) wauld well become
A woman’s ftory at a winter’s fire,
Authoriz’d by her grandam, Shame itfelf!
¢ Why do you make fuch faces 2 When all’s done,
You look but on a ftool.
Mach. Pr’ythee, fee there !
Behold ! look ! lo! how fay you ?
Why, what care 1 ? if thou can'lt nod, fpeak too.—
If chainel-houfes and our graves muft fend °
Thofe, that we bury, back ; cur monuments
Shall be the maws of kites. [The Ghoft fiuks.
Lady. What! quite unmann’d in folly ?
Mach. 1fF1 ftand here, T {faw him.
Lady. Fie, for fhame!
Mazt. Blood hath been fhed ere now, i’the olden time,
Ere human ftatute purg’d the gentle weal
Ay, and fince too, murithers have been perform’d
Too terrible for the ear : the times have been,
That, when the braius were out, the man would die,
And there an end : but now they rife again
With twenty mortal murthers on their crowns,
And puth us from ovr ftools:: "This 1s more {trange

Than f{uch a murther is.
B6 L dy.
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Lady. My worthy lord,

Your noble friends do lack you,
Mach: I do forget:——

Do not mufe at me, my moft worthy friends,
I have a ftrange infirmity, which is nothing

"To thole that know me. ' Come, love and health to all t

Then I'll fit down: Give me fome wine, fll-full :—

I drink to the general joy of the whole table,

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we mifs ;

Would he were here! toall, and him, we thirft,

And all to all. < [igarn,
Lords. Our duties, and the pledge.  [74: G ,’;oﬁ,gu a-
NMach. Avaunt! and quit my ﬁoht' Let ghe earth

hide thee !

Thy bones are mmrowle{‘s, thy bleod is cold ;

Thou haft no fpccu]dtxon in thofe eyes,

Which thou dolt glare with !

Lady. Think of this, good peers,
But.as a t_hing of cuftom : ’tis no other
Only it fpoils the pleafme of the time.

Mach., What man dare, I dare;

A:)pio ach thou like the rugged Ruflian bmr,

The arm’d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcanian tyger,

Take any fhape but That, and my firm nerves

Shall never tremble: Or, be alive again,

And dare me to the defert with thy {word :

If trembling I inhibit, then prote elt me

I'he baby of a girl. Hence, horrible thadew !

Unreal mockery, lence! (2heghoft finks ayain) Wiy

fo;—being gone,

I am aman again.—Pray youw fit fill.  [The Lerds #i/2,
Lady. Youw have difplac’d the mirth, broke the good

.ﬂC‘E’tu\g

With moft admir’d diforder.
Mauch. Can fuch things be,

And evercome us, like a fumma s cloud,

\¥Vithout our {ped L wonder ? You make me firange

Even to the difpofition that I owe, -

W hen now: I think, yo can behold fuch fights,

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks,

When mine are blanch’d ‘with fear,

Rcffe. What fights, my lord ?

Ladys I pray you, fpeak not; he grows warle and

wozle ; '
Queflion

M A GCH B ES T

Queftion enrages him. At once, good-night :
Stand not upon the order of your zoing,
Bur go at once.
Lmr. Good-night, and better health
Attend his majefty !
Lady. A kind good=ni :hrn all. [ Exeunt Lotds.
Mack. It will have blood.—They fzy, blood will have
~ blood.
Stones have been khown to'move and trees to fpeak ;
Aungurs, and L’d\."nCL._l relztions, have
By maggot-pies, and choughs, and rocks:hrought forth -
The feclet t man of bl ood'—What is the night ¢
chm Almoftat odds with morning, which'is whicl.
Mach. -How fay'{ thou, that Macun denies his per{on,,
At oor great l);dcmg?
Lady. Did you fend to him, fir?
Mach. T hear it by the way: but I will {fend.
T herels not a one of them, bat in his houfe
!«c‘,p a fervant feed. * I will to morrow,
(-md betimes [ will) unto the weird filters ;
More fhall they {peak ; for now I am bent to know,
By the worlt n'mqns, the worft. For mine own good
All canfés fhall give way ; I am in blood
;'ibpt in {o far, that fhould I wade no more,
Returning were as tedious, as go o’er,
« Strange Lhmos [ have in head, that ‘will to hand
« Which muit “be-aéted, ere lhey may be {fcann’d.
Lady. Yeu lacke che feafon of all natures, {fleep.
Mach. Come, well tofleeps My flrange and {elf-abufe
Is the initiate fear that wants hard ufe.—
We are yet but young in deed. [ Exeunt.

SCE NE ‘the Heatk.
7 ey =T
Thunder.  Enter ke three Witches, meeting Hecate.

1 Witch. Why, how now, Hecat’ ? you look angerly.
Hee. Have I not reafon. be]da'm as you are,
Saucy, and overbeld ? How did you dare

"Fo Lr d and trafhic with Macbeth,

In riddles, and affairs of death'?

And l, the miftrefs of your charms,

The clafe contriver of all harms,

Was never call’d to bear my part,

Or thew the glory-of our art ¢




e e e e s = L L

if]
|
E

4

f
1
1.
i

1
4
|

|

18 M A C B E T H

And, which is worfe, all you I ave done
Hath been but for a wayward fcn,
Spightful and wrathful, who, as others do,
Loves for bis own ends, not for you.

But make amends now : get you gone,
And at the pit of Acheron

Meet me i’the morning 5 thither he

Will come, to know his deftiny.

- Your vefiels, and your fpells, provide,

Your charms, and every thing befide.

I am for the air; this night I'll {fpend

Unto a difmal and a fatal end ;

Great bufinels muft be wrought ere noon :

Upon the corner of the moon

There hangs a vaporous drop, profound ;

I’ll catch it ere it come to ground :

And that diftill’d by magic {lights,

Shall raife fuch artificial {prights,

As by the ftrength of their illufion,

Shall draw him on to his confufion.

He fhall fpurn fate, fcorn death, and bear

His bopes ’bove wifdom, grace, and fear ;

And you all know, fecurity

Is mortals’ chiefeft enemy. Mufic and a ;
¢ Hark, I am call’d ; m); little fpirit, f'e[e, Z /2%
€ Sits in a foggy cloud, and fays for me.’

Spirits in the Clouds call.

Spi. Hecate, Hecate, -— come away.
Hee. Hark, hark, I’'m call’d,

My little merry airy fpirit fee,

Sits in a foggy cloud, and waits for me,
Spi. Hecate, Hecate, Hecate. (within)
Hee. Thy-chirping voice I hear,

So pleafing 1o'my ear,

At which I poft away,

With all the fpeed I may.

~ Where’s Puckle?

ﬁ Enter Witches.
Witch. Here.
Hee. Where Stradling 2
Witch. Here.
And Hopper too, and Hellway too.
We want but you, we want but you,

‘el RN 1 8. ALY
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3 7oi. Come away, come away, make up th’ account.
Elre. With new fall’'n dew,

From church-yard yew, .

I will bat ’noint, and then I’ll mount.

Now I’m furnifh’d for'my flight.

[ Symphony, awhil)t Hecate places berfelf in the Machine.
_ Now I go, and now I fly,
Malkin my fweet (pirit and I,
O what a dainty pleafure’s this,
Ta fail in the air,
When the moon fhines fair, !
To fing, to dance, to toy and kifs, )
Over woods, high rocks an‘d mountains j
Over hills and mifty fountains ;
Over fteeples, tow’ss, and turrets, 171
We fly by night *mong troops of fpirits.
Cho. We fly by night ’mong troops of fpirits.
\ Wiich. Come, let’s make hafte fhe’ll foon be back
again. [Exeunt,

< Enter Lenox, and another Lord.

¢ Len. My former fpeeches have but hit your thoughts,
¢« Which can interpret further.—Only, I fay, [Duqcan
¢« Things have been ftrangely borne. — The gracious
« Was pitied of Macbeth:—marry, he was dead': —
¢ And the right-valiant Banquo walk’d too late;
¢ Whom, you may fay, if it pleafe you, Fleance kill'd,
¢ For Fleance fled. Men muft not walk too late.
s Who cannot want the thought, how moniterous
« Tt was for. Malcolm and for Donalbain
« To kill their gracious father? damned fat !
¢ How did it grieve Macbeth ! did he not ftraight
¢ In pious rage the two delinquents tear,
‘ ;Fhst were %hc {laves of drink, and thra_lls of fleep?
¢ Was not that nobly done? ay, and wilely too;
« For ’twounld have anger’d any heart alive
¢ To hear the nren deny it. 5o that, 1 (ay,_
¢« He has borne all things well : and [ do think,
¢« That, had he Duncan’s fons under his key, :
¢ (As, an’t pleafe heaven, he thall not) they fhould find
« What *were to kill a father ; fo fhould Fleance.
« But, peace !—for from broad words, and 'caufe he fail’d

i His prefence at the tyrant’s feaft, I hear,
His pr y i
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1 Hiteh. Round about the cauldron go,
In the poifon’d entrails throw.
"T'oad, that under the cold ftone,
Days and nights haft thirty-orne,
Swelter’d venom {leeping got,
Boil thou firft i'the charmed pot!

All. Double, double teil and trouble ;
Fire butn; and cauldron bubble.

1 Witch. Fillet of a fenny fnake,
In the cauldren beil and bake:
Eve of newt, and toe of frog,

¢ Macduff lives in difgrace. Sir, can you tell
¢ Where he beftows himfelf? '
¢ Lopd. "T'he fon of Duncan,
¢ From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth,
¢ Lives in the Englifh court; and. is receiv’d
¢ Of the moft pious lidward with fuch grace,
That the malevolence of fortune nothing
Takes from his high refpe@. Thither Macduff is gone
To pray the holy king; upon his aid
To wake Northumber!and, and warlilkke Siward :
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‘T'hat by the help of thefe, (with Him above
To ratify the work) we may again Y
Give to our tables meat, flcep te our nights ;
Erce from our feafts and banquets, bloody knives;
Do faithful homage, and receive free haenours,
All which we pine for now: And this report
Hath fo exafperated the king, that he
Prepares for fome attempt of war.
¢ Len. Sent he to Macduff?
¢ Lord. He did.: and with an abfolute, Sir, not 7,
The clondy meflenger turns me his back,
Aund hums; as who thould fay, Yow’/l rue the time,
That clogs me awith this anfaer.
¢ Len. And thag well might
Advife him to a caution, to hold what diftance
His wifdom can provide. , Some holy angel
Fly to the court of England, and unfold
His meflage ere he come; that a {wift blefine
¢ May {oon return to this our fuﬂ-‘cring counts -;;:
¢ [Jnder a hand accars’d! ;

¢ Lord. I’ll fend my prayers with him. {Ekcrm!.’

ATRCIRRITR T2

SCENE, adark Cave; in themiddle ¢ Canldren burning.

Thunder. Enter the three Wirches.

1 Wircer.
R I CE the brinded cat hath mew’d,
2 Witch, Thrice, and once the hedge-pig whin’d.
Féireis. Harper cries—’tis time, tis time.
1 Witeh.

Wool of bat, 2nd tongue of dog,
Adder’s fork, and blind-worm’s fting,
Lizard’s leg, and owlet’s wing,

For a charm of  powerful trouble,

Lilze a hell-broth, beil and bubble.

All. Double, double toil and trouble ;
Fire burn; and cauldron bubble.

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf;
Witches mummy ; maw, and gulf
Of the ravin’d falt fea-fhark ;
Root of hemlock, digg'd i’the darla;
Liver of blafpheming Jew:
Gall of goat, and {lips of yew,
Sliver’d in the moon’s eclipfe ;
Nofe of Turk, and Tartar’s lips;
Finger of birth-ftrangled babe,
Ditch deliver’d by a drab;
Male the pruel thick, and flab.
Add thereto a tyger’s ehawdron,
For the ingredients of our cauldron.

A, Double, double toil and trouble ;
Fire burn; and cauléron bubble.

2 Wich, Cool it with a baboon’s blocd,
"Then the charm is firm and good.

Eunter Hecate, and ather three Witches.

Hee. Oh! well done! I commend your pains;
And every one fhall fhare 1’the gains:
¢ And now about the cauldron fing,
¢ Like elves and fairies in a ring,
¢ lughanting all that you put in,
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¢ 1. Black fpirits and white, ! | Though palaces and pyramids do flope
Ceidl, . : ‘ Red fpirits and gray, ? Their heads to their foundations ; though the treafure
: 2 VWM{-‘Mmgle, mingle, mingle, you that mingle may, Of Nature'’s germins tumble all together,
3. Tifin, tiffin. Even till deftruétion ficken, anfwer me
‘ Keep it fiffin. To what I afk you.
4:5.‘ Fire drake pucky " 1 Witch. Speak.
; Make it IU.CkY- . 2 Witch. Demand.
5th. Liard Robin : 3 Witch. We'll anfwer
¢ You muft bob in. ! 1 Witch. Say, -if chow’dft rather hear it from our
mouths,
Or from our mafters?
Mach. Call ’em. Let me fee ’em.
¢ 1/, Here’s the blood of a bat, 1 Witch. Pour in fow’s blood, that hath eaten
¢ Hee. ©, put in that. Her nine farrow ; greafe, that’s fweaten
¢ 2d. Here’s lizard’s brain. From the murtherer’s gibbet, throw
¢ Heeo Putin a grain. Into the flame,
¢ 3d. Here’s juice of toad. All, Come, high, or low; b
¢ 4th Here’s oil of adder. Thylelf, and office, deftly fhow. [T bunder.
¢ Which will make the charm grow madder. j
¢ Heeo, To add to thcfe, and raife a POiﬁ’nOUS chch, ‘/]y ﬂppm'ifiam an armed head )"I/z'.n'.
¢ Here—here’s three ounces—of a red-hair’d Mach. Tell me, thou unknown power——
wench. 1 Witeh. He knows thy thought :

- his foeech, but fay thon nought.
Hi’;p?pra?bceth! Macgeth! Maclfeth‘. beware Macduff';

¢ Chor. Round, arcund, around, around about.
¢ Allill come running in, all good keep out.

& Chorus. Rc_)und, around! arqund,.—around about,
All ill eome running in, all good keep out. Beware the Thane of Fife. — Difmifs me : —Enough.

. 2 Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs [Defeends.
Something wicked this way comes ; ~— Mack. What-e'er thou art, for thy good caution,
Open locks, whoever knocks, ‘ thanks :
Thou haft harp’d my fear aright: —— But one word
Enter Macheth, more — el Here I
- : . . T
¢ ¢ . 7 ‘4 1 Witeh. He will not be commanded ;. Xere's anothe
Mach. ic::?now, you fecret, black, and midnight . More potent than the firfts E
What is’c you do? | Thunder.  2d Aptarition, a blosdy chbild.

All. A deed without a name. ' / i

7 : . App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth!——

ﬂf{zrtl.;. I conjure you, by that which you profefs, 1 Jém.é‘ Had I three ears, I'd hear thee.
Q‘IO‘VC er you come to k.t w it) anfiver me: App. Be bloody bold, and refolute: laugh to {corn
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight | The eeErioE m:n; . for none of woman born
égallcuil‘ tc}l]e cl'iw_nh'n:s: thoagh the yefty waves ‘ Shall harm Macbeth. [ Defcends.

ontound and (wallow navigation up;‘ - | duf; what need I fear of
:I:hough biaded corn be lodg’d, and trees blown down; " L 3:;36:] i '
Though caftles topple on their warders’ heads; But yet Il make afurance double fure,

Though ! And take a bond of Fate: thou fhalt not live,” That
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That I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lies;
And fleep in fpight of thunder.—What-is this
[Thanders,

3d Aparition, a Child crowned, avith e Tree'in bis
H.:{)r‘ﬂ].
‘That rifes like the iffue 'of a king ;

And wears upon his baby-brow, the round

And top of fovereignty # :
All. Liften, but fpeak not.

_ 4dpp. Be lion-mettled, proud; and take no care;
Who chafes, who frets, or where confpirers aie : op
Macbeth fhall neyer vanquifh’d be, until
Great Birnam-wood to high Dunfinane hill
Shall come againft him.

Mach. That will never be :

Who can imprefs the foreft; bid the tree
Unfix his earth-bound root? Sweet bodements ! ¢ good [
€ Rebel_lious head, rife never, tiil the wood.
¢ Of Birnam rife, and our high-plac’d Macbeth
¢ Shall live the leafe of Nature, pay his breath
¢ To time and mortal cuftdm.’—Yet my heart
"Throbs to know one thing ; Tell me, (if your art
Can tell fo much) fhall Banquo’s iflué ever
Reign in this kingdom 2

All. Seek to know no more. [The canldron finks.
Mach. .1 will be fatisfy’d : —Deny me this,

And an eternal curfe fall on you! Let ms know:—
Why finks that cauldron? and what noife is this ?

[ Hautboys,

[Defeends:

Witeh, Shew !
Wiceh, Shew !
Witeh, Shew !
4. Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart.
Come like hadows, fo depait. ~
[4 JEesu of cight kings 5 1he laff with a glafi in bis
/med. T hen I‘?.,"lq ao. 3
Macb. Thou art too like the {pirit of Banquo; Down!
”_I‘hy crown does fear mine eye balls :— And thy air, °
fhm} other gold-bound brow, is like the firft ; —
f}_ third is like the former: Filthy hags!
W h’},‘f cin: you ihew me this?—A fourth ? —Start, eyes!
¢ What! will che line firetch out to the crack of doom ?’—
A fifth§.

|
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A fifth!

Another yet?—A feventh ? I’ll fee:no more: ~——
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glafs,
Which fhews me many mere; ©and fome [ {ee,

¢ That twofold balls and treble feepters carry:”

Horrible fight! —Now, I fee, ’ts true;

For the blood-bolter’d Banquo {miles upon me,

And points at them for his.—What, is this fo?
1 Witch. Ay, fir, all this is fo:—DBut why

Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? ——

Come, fifters, chear we up his {prights,

And fhew the belt of our delights;

I’Il charm the air to give a found,

While you perform your antique round :

That this great King may kindly fay,

Qur doties did his welcome pay. [ Mufick.

[7he wvitehes dance and wanifb.
Mach. Where are they? gone? — Let this pernicious
hour
Stand aye accurfed in the calendar !——
Come in, without there!

Enter Lenox,

Len. What’s your grace’s will ?
DMack. Saw you the welid fifters ?
Len. No, my lord,
Mach. Came they not by youa ?
Lern. No, indeed, my lord.
Mach. lufe@ed be the air whereon they ride ;
And damn’d all thofe that truft them!—I did hear
The galloping of horfe:—Who was’t came by ?
Len. ’Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word,

Macduff is fled to England. i

Mach. Fled to England ?
Lex. Ay, my good lord.
Mach. (dfd:.) Time, thou anticipat’ft my dread ex-
ploits’; :
The flighty purpofe never is o’er-took,
Unlefs the deed ga withat. From this moment,
The yery firftlings of my heart fhall be
The firftlings of my hand. '‘And even now
To crown my thoughts with ads, be’t thought and

done :
1 The
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The caftle of Macduff I will furprize,

Seize upon Fife, give to the edge o’the {yord

His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate fouls

That trace him in his line. No boafting like a fool ;
This deed P’ll do, before this purpofe cool.

¢ But no more fights!—Where are thefe gentlemen ?

¢ Come, bring me where they are.’ [ Exeunt.

S CEN E Macduff’s Cafile.

Enter Macdoff's Wifz,, ber SO?:,' and Rofle.

L. Macd, What had he done, to make him fly the
~Jand ?
Ryffe. You muft have patience, madam.
L. Macd. He had none :
His flight was madnefs': When our aétions do not,
Our fears do male us traitors.
Roffe. You know not,
Whether it was his wifdom, or his fear.
L. Macd. Wildom" 1o leave his wife, to leave his
babes,
His manfion, and his titles, in a place
From whence himfelf does fly ? e loves us not ;
He wants the natural touch : for the poor wren,
The moft diminutive of birds, will fight,
Her young ones in her neft, againft the owl.
All is the fear, and nothing is the love ;
As little is the wifdom, where the flight
So runs againft all reafon.
Roffe. My deareft coz’,
I pray you, fchool yourfelf : But, for your hufband,
He is noble, wile, judicious, and belt knows
The fits o’the feafon. I'dare not fpeak much further :
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors,
And do not know ourfelves ; when we hold rumour

From what we fear, yet know net what we fear ;

But float upon a wild and violent fea
Each way, and move. - I take my leave of you :
Shall net be long but Pil be here again :
Things at the worft will ceafe, or elfe climb upward
To what they were before.—-My pretty coufin,
Bleffing upon you !

L. Macd. Father’d heis, and yet he's fatherlefs.

Roff.
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Reffe. 1 am {o much a fool, fhould I ftay longer,
1t would be my difgrace, and your difcomfort.
I take my leave at once. [Exit Rofe.
¢ L. Macd. Sirrab, your father’s dead ; :
¢ And what will you do now ? How will you live?
¢ 8on. Asbirds do, mother
¢ L. Macd. What, with worms and flies ?
¢ Son. With what I get, I mean ; and fo do they.
¢ L. Blacd. Poor bird! Thou’dft never fear the net,
nor lime, -
¢ The pit-fall, nor the gin. :
¢ Sou. Why fhould I, mother ? poor birds‘they are not
¢ fet for. ;
¢ My father is not dead, for all your faying.
¢ L. Macd. Yes, -he 1s dead ; how wilt thou do for a
¢ father ?
¢ Sgn. Nay, how will you do for a hufband ?
€-L. Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any market.
¢ Son. Then you’ll buy ’em to fell again.
¢ L. Macd. Thou fpeak’ft with all thy wit ; and yet
1’faith,
¢ With wit enough for thee.
¢ Son. Was my father a traitor, mother ?
¢ L. Macd. Ay, that he was.
¢ Son: What 1s.2a traitor?
¢ L. Macd. Why,: one that fwears and lies.
¢ Son, And be all traitors, thatdo fo;
¢ L. Macd. Every one that does fo, -is a= traitor, and
¢ muft be hang’d.
¢ §on. And muft they all be hang’d, that fwear and
¢ lie?
¢ L. Macd. Every one.
¢ §on,, Who muft hang them ?
¢ L. Macd. Why, the honeft men,
¢ Son. Then the liars and fwearers are fools : for there
are liars and fwearers enough to beat the honeft men,
¢ and hang up them.
¢ L. Maca. God help thee, poor monkey ! But how
¢ wilt thou do for a father ? ;
¢ Son. If he were dead, you’d weep for him ; if yau
¢ would not, it were a good fign that I fhould quickly

¢ have a new father.
£ L. Macd. Poor prattler ! how thou talk’ft #*
5 Ezter
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Enter a Meffenger.

Mef. Blefs you, fair dame! T am not to you known,
Though in your ftate of honour I am perfect.
I dnu'n, fome danger does app:oach you nearly :
If you will take a lmmc[y man’s advice,
Be not found here : hence, with ygur little ones,
¢ To fright you thus, methinks, I am too favage;
¢ To do worfe to you, were fell cruelty,
« Which is too nigh your perfon.’” = Heaven preferve
you :
I d\ e abide no longer.
. Macd. Whither fhould T fly ?
I hwc done no harm. But I remember now,
I am in this earthly world : where to do harm
Is often laudable; to do good, fometime
Accounted dangerous folly. Why: then, alas!
Do |} put up that womanly defence,
To fay, I have done no harm ?——¢ What are thefc
¢ faces !

[Exit.

¢ Eunter Murtherers.

¢ Mar. Where is your hulband ?

¢ L. Macd. 1 hope, in no place fo unfanéified,
¢ Where fuch as thou may’lt find him.

¢ Mur. He’s a traitor.

¢ Son. Thou ly’ft, thou {hag-ear’d villain,

¢ Muz. What, you eog ?
¢ Young fry of treachery ?

¢ Son. He?as kill'd me, mother.
+ Run away, I pray you.

‘ [€ L. Macduff, crying Murther,’

n [Exeunt.

SCE N E England.
Enter Malcolm and Macduff,

Mal. Let us {feek out fome defolate thade, and. there
Weep our fad boloms empty. ¥
Macd. Lt us rather
Hold fuft the mortal {word 5 ¢ and; like good men,
¢ Beltride our down-faln blrthdom. Each new Imorn,
New widows howl, new orphans cry; new forrows
Strike

-
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Strike heaven on the face, thatit refounds
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell’d out
Like fylla‘.bles of dolour.
Mal, * What [ belieye, l"l wail ;
¢ What know, believe ; and, what I can redrefs,
¢ As T fhall find the time to 1.1end, I will. =

¢ What you have fpoke, it may be {o, perchance.’
This tyrant, whofe {ole name blifters our tongues,
Was once thought honeft ; yoa have lov’d him well 5
He hath. not teuch’d you yet. I am young ; but {ome-
thing =
You may deferve of him through me, and wifdom
To offer np a weak, poor, innocent lamb,
To appeale an angry God,
Macd. T am not treacherous.
Mal— But Macbeth 1is,
A sood and virtuous nature may recoil
In an imperial charge. ¢ But I 'fhall crave your P’ildOﬂ;
¢ That which you are, my tho: ughts cannot trand IJOll: .
¢ Angels are bright ftill, though the brighteft fell :
¢ Though all” things foull would wear the brows of
grace,
¢ Vet grace muit look fill fo.”
Macb. T have lolt my hopes.
Mal. Perchance, even there, where I did find my
doubts.
¢ Why in that rawnefs left your wife and childrep,
¢ (Thofe precious motives, thofe flreng knots of love)
¢ Withour leave-taking #—1 pray you,’
Let not my jealonfics be your dithonours,
But mine own fafeties. You may be rightly juft,
Whatever T fhall think. ‘
Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country !
Grreat tyranny, lay thou thy bafis fure,
For goodnefs dares not check thee!—Wear theu thy:
wIongs—
His title is affear’d ! —Fare thee well ; lard :
I would not be the villain that thou think’f,
For the whole fpage that’s in the tyrant’s grdfp,
And the rich Eaft to boot.
Mal. Be not offended :
J {peak not as in abfolute fear of vou.
I think, our country finks bcrzcm). the yoak ;-

<
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It weeps, it bleeds; and each new day a gafh
Is added to her wounds. I think withal,
There would be hands up-lifted in my right ;
And here from gracious England have I offer
Ot goodly thoufands. But, for all this,
When I {hall tread upon the tyrant’s head,

Or wear it on my {word, yet my poor country
Shall have more vices than it had before ;
More fuffer, and more fundry wapgthan ever,

"By him that fhall fucceed.

€ Macd. What Giould he be?
¢ Mal. It is myfelf | mean; in whom 1 know
¢ All the particulars of vice fo grafted,
¢ That, when they fhall be open'd, black Macbeth
¢ Will feem as pure as foow ; and the poor ftate
¢ Efteem him as a lamb, being compar’d
¢ With my confinelefs harms.’ £t
Macd. Not, in the legions
Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn’d,
In evils to top Macbeth.
Mal. 1 grant him bloody,
Lu urious, avaricious, falfe, deceitful,
¢ Sudden, malicious, fmacking of every fin
¢ That has a names:”> But there’s no bottom, none,
In my voluptuoufnefs : ¢ your wives, your danghters,
¢ Your mations, and your maids, could not fill' up
¢ The ciftern of my luft ; and my defire
Ail continent impediments would o’er-bear,
That dic oppofe my will. Better Macbeth,
Than fuch an one to reign.
¢ Macd. Boundlefs intemperance
In nature 1s a tyranny : it hath been
The untimely emptying of the happy throne,
And' fall of many kings, bBut fear not yet
To take upon you what is yours: you may
Convey your pleafures in a fpacious plenty,
And vet feem cold, the time you may fo hood-wink,
We have willing dames enough ; there cannot be
¢ That vulrure in you to devour ‘o many,
¢ As will to oreatne(s dedicate themielves,
¢ Kinding it {o 1neciinid.
¢« Mal, -With this, there grows,
¢ In my molt ill-compos’d affeétion, {uch
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¢ A ftaunchlefs avarice, that, were I king,
¢ T fhould cut off the nobles for their lands;
¢ Defire his jewels, and this other’s houfe:
¢ And my more-having would be as a fauce
¢ To make me hunger more ; that I fhould forge
¢ Quarrels upjuft againft the good and loyal,
¢ Deftroying them for wealch.
¢ Macd. 'This avarice

© ¢ Sticks deeper; grows with more pernicious root

¢ Than fummer feeming luft : aod it bath been’
« The fword of our flain kings: Yet do not fear ;
¢ Scotland hath foyfons to fill up your will,
¢ Of you- mere own. All thefe are portable,
¢ With other graces weigh’d.
¢ Mal. But I have none: The king-becoming gz
¢ As juftice, verity, temperance, ftablenefs,
¢ Bounty, perfeverance, mercy, lowlinel(s,
< Devotion, patienee, courage, fortitude ;
¢ T have no relifh for them ; but abound
¢« In the divifion of each feveral crime,
¢ A@ing it many ways.” Nay, had I power, I fhould
Pour the fweet milk of concord into hell,
Uproar the univerfal peace, confound
All unity on earth.
Macd. Oh Scotland ! Scotland !
Mal. If fuch a one be fit to govern, {peaks;
¢ I am as I have {poken.’
Macd. Fit to govern !
No, not to live.-—O nation miferable,
With an untitled tyrant, bloody-fcepter’d,
When fhalt thou fee thy wholefome days again P
Since that the trueft iffue of thy throne
By his own interdiction ftands accurs’d,
And does blafpheme his breed ?—Thy royal father
Was a moft fainted king ; the queen, that bore thee,
Oftner npon her knees than on her feet,
Died every day fhe lived. Fare thee well !
Thefe evils, thou repeat’'ft upon thyfelf,
Have banifh’d me from Scotland,—O, my breaft,
Thy hope ends here !
Mal. Macduff, this noble paflion,
Child of integricy, hath from my foul
Wip'd the black fcruples 5 reconcil’d my thoughts
Cz Te
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To thy good truth and hononr. Devilifh Macbeth

By many of thefe trains hath fought to win me

Into his power : and modeft wifdom plucks me

Frem over creduloas halte: But God above

Deal between thee and me ! for even now

I put mylelf to thy dire&ion, and

Unfpeak mine own detraftion ; ¢ here abjure

¢ The taints and blames [ laid upon myfelf,

¢ For ftrangers to my nature. I-am yes

¢ Unknown to woman ; never was forfworn ;

¢ Scarcely have coveted what wasegine own ;

¢ At no time broke my faith ; would not betray

¢ The devil to his fellow ; "and delight

¢ No lefs in truth than life, My firft falfe {peaking

¢ Was this upon myfelf.’ What I am traly,

Is thine, and my poor country’s, to command ;

Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach,

O'd Seyward with ten thoufand war-like men,

All ready at a point, was fetting: forth.

Now we’ll together ; and the chance of goodnefs

Be like our warranted quarrel | Why are you filent ?
Maed. Such welcome, and unwelcome things at

once, :
Tis hard to reconcile.

¢ Enter a Dolfor.

¢ Mal. Well ; more anon.—Comes the King forth, T
pray you #
¢ Doit. Ay, fir: there are a crew of wretched fouls;
¢ That flay his care : their malady convinces
¢ Fhe great affay of are.  But, at his touch,
¢ Such fanétity hath Eeaven given his hand,
¢ They prefently amend. [ Bxit.
¢ Mal. I thank you, Do&or.
¢ Macd. What’s the difeafe he means ?
¢ Mul. '"Tis call’d the Evil ;
¢ A mot muiaculous work in this good king ;
¢ Which often fince my here~remain in England
¢ I have feen him do. How he follicits HZ—aven,
¢ Him(If beft knows : but frangely-vifited people,
¢ All fwolo and ulcercus, pitiful to the eye,
¢ The mere defpair of {urgery, he cures ;
* Hangmg a golden ftamp-about their necks, =

Put
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¢ Put on with holy prayers. “And ’tis fpoken,

¢ To the fucceeding royalty he leaves

¢ The healing benediftion. With this ftrange virtue,
¢ He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy;

¢ And fundry bleflings hang about his throne,

¢ That fpeak him fall of grace.’

Eurer Rofle.

Macd. See, who comes here !
Ma/. My countryman ; but yet I know him not.
Macd. My ever-gentle confin, welcome hither.
Mal. I know him now. Good God betimes remove
The means that make us ftrangers !
Royfél Sir, Amen. .
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ?
Rg/fi. ‘Alas,. poor country ;
Almoit afraid to know: itfelf. It cannot

. Be eall’d our mether, but our grave : where nothing,

But who knows nothing, is-once feen to {mile :
Where fighs and groans, and fhricls that rend the air,
Are made, not mark’d; where violent forrow {feems
A modern ecftacy : dead man’s kunell
Is there {earce afk’d, for whom ; and good men’s lives
Expiie before the flowers in their caps,
Dying, or ere they ficken.

Macd. Oh, relation
Too nice, and yet too true !

Mal., What’s the neweft grief ? °

Roffe. That.of an hour’s age doth hifs the fpeaker’;
Each minute teems a new otie.

Macd. How does my wife ?

Rofle. Why, well.—

Macs. And all my children ?

Rofe. Well too.

Macd. The tyrant has not batter’d at their peace ?

Rgffe. No ; they were all at peace when I did leave

them.
Macd. Be not a niggard of your fpeech : How goes
it ?

Roffe. When I came hither to trafport the tdings,
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour
Of many worthy fellows that were out ;
Which was to my belief witnefs’d the rather, .
5 C3 For
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Eor that T faw the tyrant’s power a-foot :

Now is the time of help; your eye in Scotland

Would create foldiers, and make women fight,

T'o doff their dire diftreffes.

_ Mal. Be’t their comfort ‘

We’re coming thither, Gracious England hath
Lent us good Seyward and ten thoufand men ;

An older, and a better foldier, none

That Chriftendom gives out.

Roffe. Would I conld anfwer
This comfort with the like ! But?have words,
That would be howl'd out in the defart air,

Where hearing fhould not catch them.

Macd. What concern they ?

The general caufe ? or is it a fee-grief,
Due to fome fingle breaft ? '

Rz, No mind, that’s honeft,

But in it fhares fome woe ; though the main part
Pertains to you alone.

_ Mded, 1f it be mine,

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it.

Roffe. Let not your ears defpife my tongue for ever,
Which fhall poflefs them. with the heavieft {found,
That ever yet they heard.

Macd. Hum | T guefs at it,

Rofe. Your caftle is furpriz’d; your wife, and

babes, :
Savagely flaughter’d : to relate the manner,
Were, on the quarry of thele murther’d deer
To add the death of you.

Mal. Merciful heaven !

What, man! ne’er pull your hat upon your brows:;
Give forrow words : the grief, that does not fpeak,
Whifpers the o’er-fraught heart, and bids it break.

Macd. NEY childien too ?

Roffe. Wife, children, fervants, all that could be

found.

Macd. AndI I muft be from thence! my wife kill’d

too !

Roffe. I have faid.

Mal. Be comforted,

Let’s make us medicines of our great revenge,
Ta cure this deadly grief.
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Macd. He has no children.— All my pretty ones?
Did you fay, all? Oh, hell-kite! - All ?
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam.
At one fell {fwoop ¢
Mal. Difpute it like a man.
Macd. I fhall do fo ;
Bat I muft alfo feel it as a man :
I cannot but remember {uch things were,
That were moft precious to me.—Did Heaven look on,
And wculd not take their part ?-Sinful Macduff,
They were all firuck for thee! naught thit I am,
Not for their own demerits, but for mine,
Fell flaughter on their fouls. Heaven reft them now !
M. Be this the whetltone of your fword : let grief
Convert to wrath * blunt not the beart, enrage it.
Ilacd. Oh, I could play the woman with mine eyes,
And braggart with my tongue! But, geatle Heaven!
Cut thort all intermiflion ; front to front,
Biing thou this fiend of Scotland, and myfelf;
Within my {word’s length {et him; if he ’fcape,
Heaven, forgive him too !
M.l, This tune goes manly.

Come, go we to the King; our power is ready ;

Our lack is nothing but our leave : Macbeth

Is ripe for fhaking, and the powers above

" Put on their inftruments. - Receive what cheer you
' may ;

The night is-]oug, that never finds the day.

[ Exeunt.

A GRSV
SCE N E Macbeth’s Cafle.

Enter a Doclor of phyfic, and a waiting Gentleavoman.

Do c T oRr.

HAVE two nights watch’d with you, but can
I perceive no truth in your report. When was it
the laft walkd ? &
Gent, Since his majefiy went into the field, I have feen
C 4 her °
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her rife from her bed, throw her night-gown upon her,
ualock her clofet, take forth paper, fold it, write upon
it, read it, alterwards feal it, and again return to bed;
vet all this while in a molt faft fleep.

Dy A great perturbation in nature! to receive at
once the benefit of fleep, and do the effe@s of watch-
ing.—In “this flumbry agitation, befides her w alking,
and other a&nal performances, what, at any time, have
_you heard her fay ?

Gent. That, fir, which I will not report after her.

Dol You may to me, and ’tis moft meet you
fhould.

Gent. Neither to you, nor any.eme, having no witnefs
to confirm my {peech.

Enter Lady Macbeth avith a taper.
Lo, you, here fhe comes! This is her very guife;
and, upon my life, faft afleep, Obferve her; Itand
clefe.

Dsét. How came fhe by that light

Gent. Why, it flood by her. She has light by her
continually ; ’tis her command.

Doct. You fee, her eyes-are open.

Gent. Ay, but their fenfe is fhut.

Dot What is it fhe does now? Look how fhe rubs
her hands. -

Gent. Tt is an accuftom’d a&ion with her, to (eem thus
walhing her hands; I have known her continue in this
a guarter of an hour.

Lady. Yet here's a {pot.

Do, Hark, fhe fpeaks. I will fet down what
comes from her, to fatisfy my remembrance the more
firongly.

Lady. Out! damned fpot! out, I fay! — One;
two; why then, ’tis time to do’t: —Iell is murky ! —
Fie, my lord, fic ! a foldier, and afraid? What need
we fear who knows it, when none can call our power to
account ? —Yet who would have thought the old man to
have had fo much bloed in him ?

Do 7. Do-you mark that ?

Lady. I'he Thane of Eife had a wife; Where is
fhe now ? What, will thefe hands ne'er be clean #—
No more o’that, my lord, no more o'that: you mar all
with this flarting

Doé&,
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Doit. Go to, go ta; you have known what you:
fhould not.

Gent. -She has fpoke what the fhonld not, I am fure of
that : Heaven knows, what fhe has known.

Lady. Here’s the fmell of the blood fill : all the
perfumes of Arabia will not fweeten this little hand.
Oh! oh! oh!

Do&. What a figh is there? The heart is forely
charg’d. .

Gent. I wonld not have fuch a heart in my bofom,
for the dignity of the whole body.

Doz, Well, well, well,

Gent. Pray God, it be, fir,

€ Doz, 'This difeafe is beyond my pradice: Yet I
¢ have known thofe which have walk’d in their fleep,
¢ who have died holily in their beds.’

Lady. Wath your hands, put on your night-gown?
look not {o pale: I tell you yet again, Banguo’s
buried ; he cannot come out of his grave.

Doft. Even {o? s

Lady. 'To bed, to bed ; there’s knocking at the gate.
Come, come, come, come, give me yoor hand ; what’s
done, cannot be undone: To bed, to bed, to bed.

= —- [.E.?fﬂ' La‘iyo

Docz. Will the go now to bed 2

Gent.. Direttly.

Do¢?. Foul whifperings are abroad : Unnatural deeds
Do breed unpatural troubles: Infected minds
To their deaf pillows will difcharge their fecrets.
More needs fhe the divine, than the phyfician,——=
God, God, forgive us all !—Look after her;

Remove from her the means of all annoyance,
And {till keep eyes upon her.—So, good-night 3
My mind fbe has mated, and amaz’d my fight ;
¥ think, buot dare not {peak.

Gent. Good night, good do&or.

[Exeunt, -

Drum and Colours. Enter Menteth, Cathnefs, Angus,
Lenox, and Soldiers.

< Ment. The Englith power is near, lead on by
Malcolm, , = !
Cg . “ His
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« His uncle Seyward, and the good Macdaoff.

« Revenges burn in them: for their dear caufes
« Would, to the bleeding and the grim alarm
¢ > Excite the mortified man. .
¢ Ang. Near Birnam-waood
¢ Shall we well meet them ; that way are they coming.
< Cath. Who knows, if Donalbain be with his bro-
ther 2
¢ Len. For certain, fir, he is not: I have a file
¢ Of all the gentry s thgge is Seyward’s fon
¢ And many unrough youths, that cven now,
¢ Proreft their firft of manhood.
¢ Ment. What does the tyrant &
¢ Cath. Great Dunfinane he ftrengly fortifies -
¢ Some fay, he’s mad : others, that leffer hate hims;
« Do call it valiant fury : but, for certain,
¢ He cannot buckle his diftemper’d caufe
¢ Within the belt of rule.
¢ Ang. Now daes be feel
¢ His fecret murthers fticking on his hands ;
« Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach 3
¢ Thofe, he commands, move only in commandy,
¢« Nothing in love : now does he feel his title
< Hang loofe about him, like a giant’s robe
¢ Upon a dwarfifh thief.
¢ Ment. Who then {hall blame
¢ His pefter’d fenfes to recoil, and flart,
¢ When all that is within him does condemn:
¢ Itfelf, for being there ?
¢ Cath. Well, march we on,
¢ To give obedience where ’tis truly ow’d.
¢ Meet we the medecin of the fickly weal ;
¢ And with him pour we, in our country’s purge,.
< Each drop of us.
¢ Len. Or fo much as it needs,
¢ To dew the fovereign flower, and drown the weeds.
« Make we our march towards Birnam,
[¢ Exeunt marching.”

S CE N E Daunfinane.

Enter Macbeth, Daotor, and Aitendants.

Ma-b. Bring me no more reports :—Let them fly all'»
»Fill Birnam-weod remove to Dunfinane, .
€an-
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T cannot taint with fear.  What’s the boy Malcolm ?

Was he not born of woman ? ¢ Spirits, that know

¢ All mortal confequences, have pronounc’d me thus

¢ Fear not, Macbeth; noman, thaf’s born of woman,

¢ Shall eer -have power upon thee)—Then fly, falfe
Thanes,

And mingle with the Englifh Epicures. -

The mind I fway by, and the heart I bear,

Shall never fagg with doubt, nor fhake with fear.

Enter a Servant, |

¢« The devil damn thee black,” thou creamfac’d loon !
Where' got’#t thou that goofe-look 2
§or. There-is ten thonfand
Mack. Geefe, villain ?
Ser. Soldiers, fir.
Mach. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear,
Thou lily-liver'd boy. ¢ What foldiers, patch ?
¢ Death of thy foul.! thofe linen cheeks of thine
¢ Are counfellors to fear.” What foldiers, whey-face ?
Ser. The Englifh force, fo pleafe you.
Mach. Take thy face hence.—[ Exit Serwant.] Seyton !
—1I am fick at heart,
When I behold— Seyton, I fay !—This puh
Will cheer me ever, or dif-feat me now.
I have liv’d long enough : my way of life
{s fall'n into the fear, the yellow leaf;
And that, which fhould accompany old age,
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,
T muft not look to have; but in their ftead,
Curfes, not lond, but deep, mouth honour, breath,
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not.
Seyron'!

Enter Seyton..

Sey. What is your gracious pleafare &

Mach. What news mare ?

Sey. All is confirm’d, my lord; which was reported.

Mach., T'll fight, ’dll from my bones my fleh be
‘ hack’d.
Give me my armour.

Sey. *Tis not needed yet.

Macé. Il put it on,

; C.6
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Send out-more horfes, fkirr the country round ;
Hang thofe that ralk of fear. Give me mine ar-
mour, ——
Haow does your-patient, doétor?
Do&. Not fo fick, my lord,
As fhe is troabled with thick-coming fancies,
'That keep hef from' her ielt,
Mact. Cure herof that: - .
Canft thon not minifter to a migd difeas’d ;
Pluck from the memory a rooted forrow ;
Raze out-the written troubles of the brain ;
And, with fome fweet oblivious antidote,
Cleanfe the ftufP’d bofom of that perilous ftuff,
Which weighs upon the beart ?
Do&. Therein the patient
Muf miniltter unto himfelf.
Much. ‘Throw phyfick to the dogs, I'll none of it.—
— Come, put mine armour on ; give me my-{ftaff:—
Seyton, fend out.—Dottor, the Thanes fly from me—
Come, fir, difpatch :- If thou counld &, ‘dottor,
caft X
‘The water of my land, find her difeale,
And purge it to a found priftine health,
1 would applaud thee to the very echo,
"That (hould applacd again. —Pull’t off, I fay.——
What rubarb, fenna, or what purgative drug,
Would fcour thefe Englith hence ?—Heareft thou of
them ?
Do, Ay, my good lord ; your royal preparation
Malkes us hear fomething.
Mach. Bring it after me.—
I will not be afraid of death and bane,
*Till Birnam-foreft come to Buanfinane.
¢« Doi. Were | from Donfinane away and clear,
¢ Profit again fhould hardly draw me here.’
[Exeunt.

S C E N E _Birnam Weod.

Drum and Colours.  Eunter Malcolm, Seyward, Macdaff,
Seyward’s Son, Menteth, Cathnefs, Angus, and Scldiers
marchings :

Mal. Coufins, T hope the days are near at hand,
#That chambers will be fafe.

Ment.

T ARSIV
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Ment. We doubt it nothing.

Sey. What wood is this before us.

DMenr The wood of Birnam.

Mal, Let every foldier hew him down a bough,
And bear’t before him 5 thereby hall we fhadow
The numbers of aur hoit, and make difcovery
Err in report of us.

¢ Suld. It fhall be done.’ [ Exeunt Scldiers,

Sey. We learn no other, but the confident tyrant
Keeps fill in Dunfinane, and will endure
Qur fetting down before’t.

Mak >Tis his main hope : -

For where there is advantage to be given,

Both more and lefs have given him the revolt ;
And none ferve with him but conftrained things,
Wihofe hearts are abfént too.

Mecd. Let our juft cenfures
Attend the true event, and put we on
Induitrious foldierthip.

Sey. The time approaches,

That will with due decifion make us know

What we fhall fay. we have, and what we owe.
Thoughts fpeculative their unfure hopes relate ;

But certain iffue ftrokes muft arbitrate :

Towards which, advance the war., [ Exeunt marching.

S CE N E Dunfinane.

Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers with Drums and
Colours.

Mack. Hang out our banners on the outward walls ;

The cry is ftill, T%ey come :—Our caftle’s firength

Will laugh a fiege to fcorn.—Here let them lie,

*Till fanmne, and the ague, eat them up:

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

We might have met them dareful, beard to beard,

And beat them backward home. What is that noife ?

[4 Cry awithin, of women.

Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord.  ~ [Exire
Mack: | have almoft forgot the tafte of fears :

The time has been, my fenfes woald have cool’d

To hear a night fhriek ; and my fell of hair

Would at a difmal treatife rouze and ftir,
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As life were in’t. I have {upt full with horrors ;
Direnefs, familiar to my {flaugh’trous thoughts,
Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was that cry.
_ [Re-enter Seyton.

Sep. The queen, my lord, is dead.

Maeh. She thould have died hercafter ;
There would have been a ume for fuch a word—
Te-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,
Creepsin this petty pace from day to day,
To the laft fyllable of recorded time ;
And all our yefterdays have lighted fools
The way to dufty death. QOut, out, brief candle !
Life’s but a walking {hadow : a poor player,
That ftruts and frets his hour upon the ftage,,
And then is heard no more: It is a rale, *
Told by an idiot, full of found and fury
Signifying-nothing : <

Enter a Meffenger.

Thou com’ft to ufe thy tongue ;—Thy ftory quickly.
Me/. My gracioas lord,
I fhould report that which, I fay I faw,.
But know not how te do’t. ~ _
Mach. Well, fay it, fir.
Me/. As 1 did ftand my watch upon the hill,
I look’d toward Birnam, and anon, methought,
The wood began to move.
Mach. Liar, and flave ! [Striking bim.-
/. Let me endure your wrath, i1ft be not fo =
* Within this three mile may youce it coming ;
I {ay, a moving grove.
Mach. If thou fpeak’ft falfe,
Upon the next tree fhale thou hang alive;
Tl famine cling thee ; if thy fpeech be {ooth,,
I care not,. if thou doft for me as much.—
I pull in refolution, and begin
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend,
"That lies like truth : Fear not,. till Birnam aveod’
Dy come to Dunfinane ;—and now a wood
Comes toward Dunfiane.— Arm, arm, and out !
1f this, which he avounches, does appear,
"There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here,
Pgin to be a-weary of the fun;
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" And with, the eftate o’the world were now undone.—

Ring the alarum bell.~—Blow, wind ! come, wrack !
At [eaft, we’ll die with harnefs on our back. [Exeunt.

S C E N E éfore Dunfrnane.

. Brum and Colours. Enter Malcolm, Seyward, Macdul,

and their Arimy with Boughs.

Mal. Now, near enough :—Your leavy {creens throw.
down, _
And fhew like thofe you are.—You, worthy ancle,
Shall with my coufin, your right—noble_‘i‘on,
Lead our firlt battle, Worthy Macduff, and we,
Shall take upon us what elfe remains to do,
According to our order.
Sey. Fare you well : — :
Do we but find the tyrant’s power to-night,
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. )
Macd. Make all your trumpets fpeak ; give them all

breath,
Thofe clamorous harbingers of blood and death.

[Exeunts Alarums continnueds

8 C E N E, a Bartl.
Enter Macbeth.

Mach. They have ty'd me to a frake ; I cannot flys.
But, bear-like, I muft fight the courfe,—W hat’s hes.
That was not born of woman ? Such a one
Am I to fear, or none.

Enter young Seyward.

Yo. Sey. What is thy name ¢ '
Mack, Thou’lt be afraid to hear it. : |
- %2. Sey. No, though thou call’it thyfelf a hotter name;

Than any isin hell.
Mach. My name’s Macbeth. )
¥u. Sey. The devil him{elf could not pronounce a title

“More hateful to mine ear.
Mack. No, nor more fearful. ) '
Y. Sey. Thou lieft, abhorred tyrant; with my fword
P11 prove the lic thou {peak’tt. e 2
[Fight, and yourg Seyward’s fain:
Mack.
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Macb. Thon waft born of woman.—

¢ But fwords I fmile at, weapons laugh to fcorn,
¢ Brandifh’d by man that’s of 2 woman born.’ [Exits

A’/zir:fm:. Enter Macduff,
Macd, That way the noife is :—Tyrant, fhew thy.

face ;
If thoua be'ft flain, ard with no ftroke of mine,
My wife and children’s ghofts will haunt me fill,
I cannot firike at wretched kernes, ¢ whofe arms
¢ Are hir'd to bear their ffaves ; either thou, Macbeth,
€ Or elfe my fword with an unbatter’d edge
¢ I fheath again undeeded, There thon fhonld’t e:
¢ By this great clatter, one of greateft note
¢ Seems bruited. Let me find him, fortune! and
¢ More I beg not.’ [Exit. Alarum.
Enter Malcolm and Seyward.
- Sey. ;I'hiis way, my lord :—The caftle’s gently ren-
€r .

The tyrant's people on both fides do fight ;
“The nable Thane’s do bravely in the war ;
The day almoft itfelf profeffes yours,
And little is to do,
_ Mal. We have met with foes,
That ftrike befide us.

Sey. Enter, fir, thecaflle. [Exeunt. dlaruwms

i Re-enter Macheth.

Mach. Why fhould I play the Roman fool, and die
On mine own fword ? whillt I fee lives, the gafhes
Do better upon them.

Euter Macdn {F.

. Macd. Turn, hell-hound, torn.

 Mach. Of all men elfe I have avoided thee:

But get thee back ; my foul is too much charg’d

With blood of thine already.
Maed. T have no words ;

My voice is in my {word ; thou bloodier villain,

Than terms can give thee out, [(Fight, arum,
Macb. Thou lofeft labour :

As ealy may’(t thou the intrenchant air

1 With
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With thy keen {word imprefs, as make me bleed :
Let fall thy blade on vnlnerable crefts ;
I bear a charmed life, which muft not yield
To one of woman born.
Macd. Defpair thy charm ; : b
And let the angel, whom thou fill haft ferv’d,
'Fell thee, Macduff was from his mother’s womb
Untimely ripp'd. i
Mach, Accurs’d be that tongue that tells me {o,
For it hath cow’d my better part-of man |

" And be theft juggling fiends no more believ’d

T'hat palter with os io a dou_ble {enfe s
That keep the word of promife to our ear,
And break it to our hope.—I’ll not fight with thee,
Macd. Then yield thee, coward, :
And live to be the thew, and gaze o> the time.
We’ll have thee, as our rarer mcnﬂe_'rs are,
Painted upon a pole ; and under-writ,
Hore may youwsfee the lyrant.
Mack. I will not yield, i
To kifs the ground before young Malcolm’s feet,
And to be baited with the rabble’s curfe,
Though Birnam-wood be come to Dunfinane,
And thou, oppos’d, being of no woman born,
Yet I will try the laft. ¢ Before my body y
¢ I throw my warlike (hield.” Lay on; Macduﬁ*};
And damn’d be him, that firlt cries, Ho/d, enviigh..
7 [Tﬁjﬁé’f.'f.
Macd. This for my royal mafter Duncan 3
This for my bofom friend, ény wife ; am? _tlgzsei'or
e ne, my children.
The pledges of her love and mine, my [Macbcthfal;’:.
Sure there are remains to conquer—I 11
As a trophy bear away his {word, to i
Witnefs my revenge. .[E.rz{ Macduff,
Mach. *Tis done ! the fcene of life will quickly clufe.
Ambition’s vain, delufive dreams are fled,
And now I wake to darknels, guilt and horror-
T cannot bearit ! let me {hake it off
’Two’ not be ; my foul is clogg’d with blood ——
I cannot rife ! 1 dare not alk for mercy —
It is too late, hell drags me down ; I fink,
I fink,—Qh, my foul is loft for ever! %
i VALS
g Retreag
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Retreat and Flourifh. Enter aith Drum and Colours
Malcolm, O/d Seyward, Rofle, Thanes, ard Soldiers.

Mal, I would the friends we mifs, were fafe arriv’d.
Sey. Some mult go off : and yet, by thefe I fee,
So great a day as this is cheaply bought.
Mal. Macduff is mifling, and your noble fon.
Reffe. Your fon, my lord, has paid a {oldier’s debt :
He only liv’d but till he was a man ;
"The which no fooner had his prowefs confirm’d,
In the unfhrinking ftation where he fought,
But like a man he died.
8¢y. Then he is dead ?
Roffe. Ay, and brought off the field. Your caufe of
forrow
Mautft not be meafur’d by his worth, for then
It hath no end.
Sey. Had he his.hurts before ?
Roffe. Ay, on the front.
Sey. Why then, God’s foldier be he !
Had I as many fons as I have hairs,
I would not wifli them to a fairer death !
And {o his knell is knoll’d.
Mal, He’s worth more forrow,
And that I’ll {pend for him.
Sey. He’s worth no more ;
¢ They fay, he parted well, and paid his fcore,
¢ And, God be with him !’—Here comes newer comfort.

Enter Macduft,

Maced, Hail, King ! for fo thou art, ¢ Behold, where
ftands
¢ The ufurper’s carfed head.” The time is free :
The tyrant’s dead ; and though I (hould not boaft
That one whom guilt might eafily weigh down,
Fell by my hand, yet I prefent you with his {word,
T'o fhew that Heav'n appointed me to take revenge,
For you, and all that fuffer’d by his cruel power.
I fee thee compals d with thy kingdom’s peers
That fpeak my falutation in their minds ;
Whofe voices I defire aloud with mine, ——
Hail, King of Scotland !
4lJ. Hail, King of Scotland ! [Flourifb.
Mach.
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Mal. We fhall not fpend a large expence of time
Before we reckon with your {everal loves,
And make us even with you. My Thanes and kinf-

men,

Henceforth be Eatls, the firft that ever Scotland
In fuch an honour nam’d. What’s more to do,
Which would be planted newly with the time,
As calling home our exil’d friends abroad,
That fled the fnares of watchful tyranny ;
Producing forth the cruel minifters
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like queen,
Who, as ’tis thought, by felf and violent hands
Took off her life ; This, and what needful elfe
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace,
We will perform in meafure, time, and place.
So thanks to all at once, -and to each one,

Whom we invite to fee us crown’d at Scone..
[Flourifhs  Exeunts
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Con-

L SRR . o a4

PL AYS printed for W. LownDpEs.

Contrivances, by H. Carey

Country Laffes, by C.
Johnfon

Country Wife, Wycherley

* Country-Wife, alter’d by
Garrick

Country Wit, by Crown

Cruel Gift, by Centlivre

* Cymbeline, by Garrick

Damon and Phillida, by
Mr. Dibdin

Devil of a Wife, by Jevon

Devil to pay, by Coffey

¥ Diftrefied Mother, by
A. Philips

Don Carles, by Otway

Don John, by Shadwell

* Double Dealer, by Con-
oreve

% Double Gallant, by C.
Cibber

* Douglas, by Mr. Home

Dragon of Wantley, by H.
Carey i

* Drummet, by Addifon

Duke and no Duke, by Sir
A. Cockain

Duke of Guife, Dryden

Earl of Effex, by Banks

* Harl of Effex, by Jones

Earl of Warwick, by Dr.
Franklin

Evening's Love, Dryden

* Every Man in his Hu-
mour, by Garriclk

* Fair Penitent, by Rowe

PFair Quaker of Deal, by
C. Shadwell

Falie Friend, Vanbruch

Fatal Secret, Theabald

Flora, or Heb in the Well,
by Elippifley

Fox, by Ben ’lohnfon

Friendfhip in Fafhion, by
Otway
* Funeral, by Steele
Gamefier, by Centlivre
* Gamelter, by Mr. Moore
Gentle Shepherd, Ramfa
* George Farnwell, Lillo
Gloriana, by Lee
Great Favourite, Howard
* Grecian Daughter, by
M. Murphy !
Greenwich Park, by Mount-
fort
* Hamlet, by Shakfpeare
* Henry 1V, z Parts
Henry V.
Henry VI 3 Parts
* Henry VILL.
lenry V. by Hill
Honelt Yorkfhireman, by
Carey. :
Humours of Purgatory, by
Grifin
* lane Gray, by Rowe
* Jane Shore, by Rowe
* [nconlant, by Farquhar
Indian Queen, by Diyden
* [iabella, by Garrick
Iland Princefs, Motieux
= King John, Shakfpeare
Ring %ﬁar, by Tate
King Lear, by Shak{peare
Limbzrham, by Dryden
Litigants, by Ozell
Lendon Prodigal, by Shak-
{peare
* ] ove for Love, by Con-
greve
Love in a Mift, by Cun-
ningham
Love in a Tub; by Ethe-
rege
* Love makes a Man, by
@, Cibber
Love’s
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Love’s Laft Shift, by C.
Cibber
# Love in a Village, by
Mr. Bickerftaff
Love’s Labour loft, by
Shal{peare
Lying Lover, by Steele
* Macbeth, by Shak{peare
* Mahomet,: by Miller and
Dr. Hoadley
* Maid of the Mill, by
Mr. Bickeritaft
Man of Mode, Etherege
Mariamrne, by Feuton
Maflacre at Parns, by Lee
* Medea, by Mr. Glover
# Mealure for Meafure,
by Shak{peare
® Merchant of Venice, by
Shakfpeare
* Merope, by A. Hill
* Merry Wives of Wind-
for, by Shakfpeare
Miller' of Mansfield, by
Mr. Dodfley :
# Minor, by Mr. Foote
* Mifer, by Fielding
Miftake, by Vanbrugh
* Mourning Bride, by Con-
gl’CVC
Much ado about Nothing,
by Shakfpeare
Maultapha, by Orrery
Nero, by Lee :
Noujuror, by C. Cibber
Oedipus, by Dryden
*0Old Bacheler, by Con-
gTCVC
Once a Lover and alwaysa
Lover, by Lan{downe
*QOrphan, by Otway
*Oroonoko, by Southern
*Qthello, by Shakipeare

Perjured Hufband, by Cent-
livre
Perolla and Izadora, by C.
Cibber
*Phedra and Hippolitus,
by Smith
Philotas, by Frowde
Pilgrim, by Beaumont and
Fletcher
Plutus, by Theobald
Polly, by Gay
Prophetefs, by Beaumont
*Provoked Hufband, by C.
Cibber ;
*Provoked Wife, by Van-
brugh ° .
*Recruiting  Officer, by
Farquar
Rehearial, Buckingham
Relapfe, by Vanbrugh
*Recruiting Officer, by Far-
l]h?lI'
Rehearfal, Buckingham
Relapfe;, by Vanbrugh
Refufal, by C. Cibber
*Revenge, by Dr. Young
Rival Fools, by C. Cibber
Rival Ladies, by Dryden
* Rival Queens, alter'd
*Roman Father, by White-
head
*Romeoand Juliet, Garrick
Rofamond, by Addifon
Royal Merchant, by Beau-
mont
*Rule a Wife and have a
Wife, by Beaumont
Schooi-boy, by C. Cibber
Scornful Lady, by Beau-
mont and Eletcher
She would and fhe would
not, by C. Cibber
She would if fhe couid, by
Etherege
*Sicge
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*Siege of Damafcus, by Veftal Virgin, Howard

Hughes

Siege of Aquileia, Home

Silent Woman, B. Johnfon

Sir Courtly Nice, Crown

Sir Harry Wildair, by Far-

ahar ;

Sir Martin Mar-All, by
Dryden

Sir Walter Raleigh, by Dr.
Sewell

*Spanifh Friar, Dryden

Sophonifba, by Lee

Squire of Alfatia, by T.
Shadwell

Stage-Coach, Farquhar

State of Innocence, by Dry-
den

Strolers, by Breval

*Sufpicions Hulband, by
Dr. Hoadley

*Tamerlane, by Rowe

*Tancred and Sigifmunda,
by Thom/(on

*Tempelt, by Shak{peare

Tender Hufband, Steele

*Theodofius, by Lee

Timon of Athens; by Shak-
{peare

Titas and Berenice, by
Otway

Toy-Shop, by Dodfley

Troilus and Creflida, by
Dryden

Twelfth Night, by Shak-
{peare

Tyranunic Love, Dryden

*V/enice Preferved, by Ot-
way

Venus and Adonis, by C.
Cibber

Ulyfles, by Rowe

*Way of the World, by
Congreve

What d’ye call it? Gay

Wife to be let, by Hay-
wood

Wife’s Relief, by Johnfon

Wild Gallant, by Dryden

*Winter's Tale, Garrick

Wit without Money, by
Beaumont

Woman's a Riddle, by Bul-
lock

*Wonder, a Woman keeps
a Secret

Xerxes, by C. Cibber

*Zara, with the Interludes,

by Hill
12mo at I8.

Albumazar, by Tomkin
Eaftward Hoe, by Chap-
man, Ben Johnfon, &c.
Gentleman Dancing Maf-
ter, by Wycherley

Love in a Wood, by Wy-
cherley

Love and a Bottle, by Far-
quhar

Mifer, Fr. and Eng. by
Ozell

Mort d’Adam

New Way to pay Ol
Debts, by Maflinger

Plain Dezler, Wycherley

Plague of Riches, Fr. and
Eng. by Ozell

Pafquin, by Ficlding

Perkin Warbeck, by Ford

TRAGE-
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Achilles, an' Opera, by Gay
Accomplithed Maid, by
Mr. Toms
Agis, by Mr. Home
Albina; by Mrs. Cowley
All in the Wrong, Murphy
Almida, by Mrs, Celifia
Alenzo, by Mr. Home
Alzama, by Mr. Murphy
Amintas, by Taffo
Anglois a Bordeaux, par
Favart
Arminias, by Patterfon
Art and Nature,, Miller
Altrologer, by Mr. Ralph
Athelftan, by Dr. Brown
Athelwold, by A. Hill
Author’s Farce, Fielding
Bankrupt, by Mr. Foote
Barbaroffa, by Dr. Brown
Battle of Haflings, by Mr.
Cumberland
Beggar’s Opera, with Ma-
fic, by Gay v
Belles Stratagem, by Mrys.
Cowley
Bold Stroke for a Hulband,
by diltto
‘Braganza, by Mr. ]e hfon
Brothers, by Mr. urnbnr-
land
Capricious Lady
Carmelite, by Cumberland
Caratacus, by Mafon
Czlia, or l’ch ir'd Lover,
by C. Johnlon
Chapter of Accidents, by
Mifs Lee
Choleric Man, by Mr. Cum-
berland

Clandeftine Marriage, by
Garrick and Colman
Clementina, by Mr, Kelly

Cleonice, by Mr. Hoole
Coffee_houte Polmcxan, by
Fielding
Commsffuy, by Mr. Foote
Conftantine, by Francis
Coguette, by Hitchcock
Coriolanus, by Mr. T. She-
ridan
Countefs of Sah[bury by
Mr. Hartfon
Cozeners, by Mr. Foote
Creufa, by Mr, Whitehead
Critic, by Mr, Sheridan
Cymbelme by Hawkins
Cymon, by Mr, Garrick
Cyrus, by Mr. Hoole
Devil on Two Sticks, by
Mr. Foote
Diflipation, by Andrews
Diftrefled Wife, by Gay
Douglas, by Mr. Ii\ru -
DLh.“l[f by Dr. Kenrick
Dr. Laft in ha: Lna iot, by
Mi. BickerftafF :
Earl of Eflex, by Brooke
Elfred, or the Fair Incon-
ftant, by A, Hill
Elfrida, b) Mr. Mafon
Elvisa, by Mr. Mallet
l n‘iiid, by Mr. Meilan
Englifh lelchant, by M.
Colman.
Eugenia, by Mr Francis
Lmyalce, by Mr, Mallet
Fair Circaflian, by Pratr
Fair American, by Pilon,
&ec,












