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#1 
 
 
LADY MACBETH.  Was the hope drunk 
Wherein you dressed yourself? Hath it slept since?  
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely? From this time 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard 
To be the same in thine own act and valor 
As thou art in desire? Wouldst thou have that  
Which thou esteem’st the ornament of life 
And live a coward in thine own esteem, 
Letting “I dare not” wait upon “I would,” 
Like the poor cat i’ th’ adage? 
 
What beast was ’t, then, 
That made you break this enterprise to me?  
When you durst do it, then you were a man; 
And to be more than what you were, you would 
Be so much more the man. Nor time nor place 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both. 
They have made themselves, and that their fitness  
Now Does unmake you. I have given suck, and know 
How tender ’tis to love the babe that milks me. 
I would, while it was smiling in my face, 
Have plucked my nipple from his boneless gums  
And dashed the brains out, had I so sworn as you 
Have done to this. 
 
 
 
 
 



#2 
 
 
MACBETH. Is this a dagger which I see before me, 
The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch  
thee. I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 
Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To feeling as to sight? Or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind, a false creation  
Proceeding from the heat-oppressèd brain? 
I see thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this which now I draw.   

He draws his dagger. 
Thou marshal’st me the way that I was going, 
And such an instrument I was to use.  
Mine eyes are made the fools o’ th’ other senses 
Or else worth all the rest. I see thee still, 
And, on thy blade and dudgeon, gouts of blood, 
Which was not so before. There’s no such thing. 
It is the bloody business which informs  
Thus to mine eyes. Now o’er the one-half world 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtained sleep. Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate’s oQ’rings, and withered murder, 
Alarumed by his sentinel, the wolf,  
Whose howl’s his watch, thus with his stealthy pace, 
With Tarquin’s ravishing strides, towards his 
design moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set earth, 
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear  
Thy very stones prate of my whereabouts 
And take the present horror from the time, 
Which now suits with it. Whiles I threat, he lives. 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 
  A bell rings. 
I go, and it is done. The bell invites me.  
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell 
That summons thee to heaven or to hell. 
 



#3 
 
 
PORTER.  Here’s a knocking indeed! If a man were 
porter of hell gate, he should have old turning the 
key. (Knock.) Knock, knock, knock! Who’s there, i’ 
th’ name of Beelzebub? Here’s a farmer that hanged 
himself on th’ expectation of plenty. Come in time!  
Have napkins enough about you; here you’ll sweat 
for ’t. (Knock.) Knock, knock! Who’s there, in th’ 
other devil’s name? Faith, here’s an equivocator 
that could swear in both the scales against either 
scale, who committed treason enough for God’s  
sake yet could not equivocate to heaven. O, come in, 
equivocator. (Knock.) Knock, knock, knock! Who’s 
there? Faith, here’s an English tailor come hither for 
stealing out of a French hose. Come in, tailor. Here 
you may roast your goose. (Knock.) Knock, knock!  
Never at quiet.—What are you?—But this place is 
too cold for hell. I’ll devil-porter it no further. I had 
thought to have let in some of all professions that go 
the primrose way to th’ everlasting bonfire. (Knock.) 
Anon, anon!  
I pray you, remember the porter. 
 
 


