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¢ th rung Nights yawning Peals, Co
¥”I here fhail be%oncya. deed of dreadful note.
Lady. VVhat'sto b2 done ¢
Mach. Beinnocent of the knowledge, deareft Chuck,
7Till thou applaud the deed : Come, feeling Nigh:,
Skarfe up thetender Eye of pityful Day,
Aund with thy bloedy and invifible hand
Cancell and teare to pieces that great Bond,
VVhich keeps me pale.  Lightthickens,
Aud the Crow makes wing ro th'Rookie Wood :
Gnods things of Day beginto droop and drowfe-
While's Nights black Agents to their prey’s do rowf{e,
Theu marvell'(t at my words : bat hold thee fill,
Things bad begun, mzkes ftrong themfelves by ill:
Soprythee go with me;
Scene the Third. Enter three Murtherers.
1 But who did bid thee joyne with us ?
3 Macketh. _
2. He needs not our miftruft, fince he delivers
Our Offices, and what we have to doe,
To the direcion juft.
i. Then ftand with us-
The Weft yet glimmers with fome fireakes of Day.
Now fpurres the lated Traveller apace,
To gaine the timly Inne, and near approches i
The (ubje@ of our Warch.
3- Heark, 1 lear horfes. .
*"Barquo within, Give us a Jight-there, hoa.
2. Then'tis he :
The reft, thac are within the note of expectation,
Already are i'th’ Court.
1, His herfes go 2bout.
3- Almoft 2 mile ; but he does ufually,
So all men do, from hence to th’ Palace-Gate
Make ictheir Walk.
Enter Banquo and Fleans, with 4 Torch.
2. A Lighe, a Light.
3. 'Tishe.
1.Stand to’t.

Excnnt.

-

_ Ban, It will be Rain to Nighte,
1. Let it come down,
€ Bar. QTreachey: Fly

- Both ﬁd&%me even : here I'le fit i'th’ midft,
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Ban. It will be rain to nigh.
1. Let it come down.
Bap, O, Treacherie |
Flie, good Fleans, flie, fiie, flie,
Thou may't revenge, O flave !
3. Who did ftrike out the Light ?
1. Was't not the way ¢
3. There’s but one down : the fon is fled.
2. We have loft
Befthalf of our Affair.
1. Well. let’s away, and fay how much is done. Exesrd,
SCENE the fourth, Banquet prepar'd. Enter Macheth,
Lady.Rofs,Lenox, Lords,and Atsendants.
Much. You know your own degrees, fit down ¢
At firft and lagt, the hearty welcom.
Lerds. Thanks to your Majefty.
Mach. Our felf will mingle with (ociety,
And play the humble Hoft ]
Our Hoftefs keeps her ftate,bucin beft time
V Ve will require her welcom. - :
La. Pronounge it for me, Sir, te all our friends,
For my.heart fpeaks. they arggyelcom. -
’ Enttofirft Mwrtherer.
Mach.See they encoynter thee with their hearts thanks,

+Be large sn mirth, anop.we'll drink 2 Meafure

The Table roundy Thefe's blood upon thy face.
Muor."Tis v%?iq-s then.
°Mach. Tis betger he wichout, then thee within.

Is he difpatch'd
Myr, My Lord, his throat js’cat, that § did for him:
-Mach- Thou art the beft o'ch’ Cut-throats,

Yethe's good that did che like for Fleans :

1f thou didft i, thou artthe Non-pareil.
Mur.Moft Royal Six -

Fleans is 'lcap'd.
Mach- Then comes my fit again

Thad elfe been perfet ;

Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rock,
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34 The Tragedseof Macbeth.
But uow 7 am cabin'd, crib'd, confin’d, bound in -
To fawcy doubts and fears, But Banquo's fafe s

Mpr, I, my good Lord, fafe in & ditch he bides,
With twenty trenched gafhes on hishead 5
Thelealt a Death to Nature,

Me:cb. Thanks for that:
There the grown Serpent lies, the VVaormjthats fi=d
Hach Nature that intime will Venom breed,
No teeth for th’ prefent. Get thee gone, togorrow
VVe'll hear our felves again,
L4§!]. My Royal Lord, ]
You do notgive the cheer, the Feaft is fold
That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis 2 making :
*Tis given,with welcom : to feed were beft at home :
Fromthence the fawce to meat is Ceremony,
Mecting were bare withoat ir. _

Enter the Ghoff of Banquo, 474 fits éw Macbeths place.-

Mach. Sweet Remembrancer : ‘

Now good digeftion wait on-Appetite,

Eyit Muyrderer.

And healch o5 both. R

{Lesox, May it pleafe your Hj%hnefs, Sir. -~ .
Mach. Here had we now our Couptreys Honour roof d;y =

VVerethe gracd perfon of onr Bangws prefent :

‘Whe, may I rather challenge for unkindnefs,.

‘Then pity for mifchance. T -
Rofss His abfence, (sir) , - PR

Lays blameupon his Promite.. Pleas’t your Hign: fs

To grace us with your Royal Company. ok
Macd. The Table's full. o
Lenox. Here is a place referv'd, Sir. W
Muacéb, Where ? :
Lenox. Here, my good Lord,!

What is ic that moves your Highnefs ¢
Macb. Which of you have done this ¢
Lerds. What, my good Lord 2
Mach. Thou canft not fay 7 did it, never flizke

Thy goary lecks at me. . A
Rofs.Gentlemen, rife, his Highnefs is not well.
Lady. Sir worthy Friends: my Lord is often thus,

*And hath beeg fiom his youth. Pray yoa keep Sear,

T be Tragedie of Macbeth.
He fitis momentary,upen a thought

Me will again be well.  If much you note him
Youthall offend him, and extend his paffion,
Feed' and regard him not. Are you a man?

Muach. 1, and a bold one, that darelook on that
W hich might appale the devil.

La. O proper ftuff : -
This is the very painting of your fear :

- This is the Air-drawn-dagger which you faid

Led you.to Duncas. O, thefe laws and Rarts .
(Impoftors to crue fear) would well becom : LT
A Womans ftory, ata Winters fire AR
Authoriz'd by her Grandam : thame it felf, oo
Why do you make fuch faces ? when allsdone 7 -
You look butona ftool. - '
'Mush. Prithee feethere;
Behold, look, loe,how fay you :
Why what care 1, if thou canft nod, and fpeak toes
It Charmel-houfes, and our Graves muft {end
Thofe that we bury, backy our Monuments
shallbe the Maws of Kites, '
La- What ? quice unmana’d in folly,
* Much.If 1ftand here, I faw him.
La.Fie for fhame,
Mucb- Blood hath been fhed ere now i’ch’ olden time,
Erc humane Statute pirg'd the gentle VVeal:
T and fince-too,Murthers have been perform'd
Tooterrible for theear. The times has been
‘Thatwhen the brains were out, the man would die.

- Aa there an end :but now they rife again

W thewenty mortal Murthers on their Crowns.
2 adpufh us from our ftools. Thisis more firange
Thes fuch a Murther is,
La. My worthy Lord
Your Noble Friends do lack you-
Macb.1do forget : ' i
Do not mufe at me my moft worthy Friends,
1 havea ftrange infirmity; which isnothing -
To thofe that know me.” Come. loveand health ¢o all,
T h_gq_ljlc.ﬁt down : Give me fome wine, fill full.” CEatrchop.

F2 -~ drink j




36 The Tragedie of Macbeth.
1 drink to th’ general joy o'ch’ whole Table.

Acd to our dear friegd Barguo, whom we mifs »
Would he were here : to all, and him we thirft,

And all o all.

Lords, Our duties and the pledge.

Mac. Avant, and quie my fight, let the earth hide thee =
Thy beass are marcowlefs, thy blood is cold
Thou haft no {peculation in thofe eyes
Which thou doft glare with.

Lg Think of this good Peers
Put as a thing of Cuftom : *Tis no other
Only it fpoils the pleafure of the time.

Mach, What man dare, 7dare ;

Approach thou like the rugged Ruffan Bear,
The arm'd Rbinoceros, or th” Hircan Tigre,
Take any fhape but that, and my firm Nerves
*Shall never tremble. Or bealive again,
And dare me to the Defart withthy {word -
If trembling I inhabie then, proteft me '
The Baby of a Girl. Hence horrible fhadow,
Warealmock'ry hence. Why fo, being gone
Zam a man again: pray you fic ftill.

L. You have difplac’d the mirth,

Broke the good Meeting, with moft admir'd difordeg..

Macbs Can fuch things be,

- And overcome us likea Summers Clound,
V Vithout our {pecial wonder ¢ You make.me firance
Even to the difpofition that I pwe. °
When now I think you can behold fuch fights,
And keep the natural Rubie of your Cheeks,
When mine isblanch’d with fear.

Rofs. VVhat fights, my Lord ?

La. 1 pray you fpeak not : he grows worfe and worfe.
Queftion enrages him s at once,good aight.
Stand not uponthe Crder of your going,
But goatonce,

Len. Good night, and better health
Atend his Majelty.
L+ A kinde Good-night to all.

Exit Lord,
966, X will have blood, chey fay 5 e

Blood
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T be Teagidie of Wacbetii, 3%
Blood will have blood. ' '
Stones have been known to move,"and Trees to fpeak :
Augures, and underftood Relations, have .
By Maggot Pyes, and Choughes, and Rooks brought forth
The fecre’t man of blood. What is the night ?

L. Almoft at odds with morning, which is which.

Mach. How fayft thou that Macdwff denies his perfon
At ourgrear bidding. '

La. Did you fend to him Sir ?

Mach. L hear it by the way ; but I will fend :
There’s not 2 one of them, but in his houfe

keep a Servant feed, 7will tomorrow
(And betimes 1 will) to the weyard Sifters. )
More fhall they fpeak : for now I'am bent to know oy
By the worft means, the worft, for mine own good, k
All caufes fhall give way, Iam in blood '
Stept in fo far, that thould I wade no more,
Returning were as tedious asgoo're - :
Strange things Ihave in head, that wi}l'te band
Which muﬁge adted, ere they may be fcasd,

Zas. You lack the feafonof all Nacures, flecn.
. Mach«Come, we'll tofleep: My firange =nd feif-abufe

s .theinitiatefear, thac waacs hard uge ; :
We are but¥ young indeed.
SCENE :thg Fifth, .Thunder.

Extunts
Enterthethree Witches
meeting Hecat,

. Why how now Hesst, you loak argerly ¢

Hee.Have Inot reals: {Beldams)yas you are &
Sawcy, and over-bold, how did you dare
To Trade and Traffick with Macbeth,
1 Riddles and Affairs of death;
And 1the Myfrifs of your Charmes,
The clofe Contriver of all harmes,
VVas never call'd tobear my pare,
Ox fhew the glery of our Art #
And which is worfe.all you have dane
Hath been but fora wayward Son,
spightfal aad wrachful, who (as others de).
Loves for his own ends, not for you,
But make amends now : Get you gone,,

And




