	Original Text
	Modern Text

	Enter LADY MACBETH, alone, with a letter
	LADY MACBETH enters, reading a letter.

	LADY MACBETH 

(reading) “They met me in the day of success, and I have learned by the perfectest report they have more in them than mortal knowledge. When I burned in desire to question them further, they made themselves air, into which they vanished. Whiles I stood rapt in the wonder of it came missives from the king, who all-hailed me 'Thane of Cawdor,' by which title, before, these weird sisters saluted me, and referred me to the coming on of time with 'Hail, king that shalt be!' This have I thought good to deliver thee, my dearest partner of greatness, that thou might’st not lose the dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what greatness is promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, and farewell.”
	LADY MACBETH 

“The witches met me on the day of my victory in battle, and I have since learned that they have supernatural knowledge. When I tried desperately to question them further, they vanished into thin air. While I stood spellbound, messengers from the king arrived and greeted me as the thane of Cawdor, which is precisely how the weird sisters had saluted me before calling me ’the future king!' I thought I should tell you this news, my dearest partner in greatness, so that you could rejoice along with me about the greatness that is promised to us. Keep it secret, and farewell.”

	Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shalt be

What thou art promised. Yet do I fear thy nature;

It is too full o' th' milk of human kindness

To catch the nearest way: thou wouldst be great,

Art not without ambition, but without

The illness should attend it. What thou wouldst highly,

That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play false,

And yet wouldst wrongly win. Thou'ld’st have, great Glamis,

That which cries, “Thus thou must do,” if thou have it,

And that which rather thou dost fear to do,

Than wishest should be undone. Hie thee hither,

That I may pour my spirits in thine ear

And chastise with the valor of my tongue

All that impedes thee from the golden round,

Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem

To have thee crowned withal.
	(she looks up from the letter) You are thane of Glamis and Cawdor, and you’re going to be king, just like you were promised. But I worry about whether or not you have what it takes to seize the crown. You are too full of kindness to strike aggressively at your first opportunity. You want to be powerful, and you don’t lack ambition, but you don’t have the mean streak that these things call for. The things you want to do, you want to do like a good man. You don’t want to cheat, yet you want what doesn’t belong to you. There’s something you want, but you’re afraid to do what you need to do to get it. You want it to be done for you. Hurry home so I can persuade you and talk you out of whatever’s keeping you from going after the crown. After all, fate and witchcraft both seem to want you to be king.

	Enter SERVANT 
	A SERVANT enters.
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	Original Text
	Modern Text

	Enter LADY MACBETH 
	LADY MACBETH enters.

	MACBETH  
How now! What news?
	MACBETH 
What news do you have?

	LADY MACBETH 

He has almost supped. Why have you left the chamber?
	LADY MACBETH 

He has almost finished dinner. Why did you leave the dining room?

	MACBETH 

Hath he asked for me?
	MACBETH 

Has he asked for me?

	LADY MACBETH 

     Know you not he has?
	LADY MACBETH 

Don’t you know he has?

	MACBETH 

We will proceed no further in this business.

He hath honored me of late, and I have bought

Golden opinions from all sorts of people,

Which would be worn now in their newest gloss,

Not cast aside so soon.
	MACBETH 

We can’t go on with this plan. The king has just honoured me, and I have earned the good opinion of all sorts of people. I want to enjoy these honours while the feeling is fresh and not throw them away so soon.

	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?
	LADY MACBETH 
Were you drunk when you seemed so hopeful before? Have you gone to sleep and woken up green and pale in fear of this idea? From now on this is what I’ll think of your love. Are you afraid to act the way you desire? Will you take the crown you want so badly, or will you live as a coward, always saying “I can’t” after you say “I want to”? You’re like the poor cat in the old story.

	MACBETH 

Prithee, peace:

I dare do all that may become a man;

Who dares do more is none.
	MACBETH 

Please, stop! I dare to do only what is proper for a man to do. He who dares to do more is not a man at all.

	LADY MACBETH 

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.
	LADY MACBETH 
If you weren’t a man, then what kind of animal were you when you first told me you wanted to do this? When you dared to do it, that’s when you were a man. And if you go one step further by doing what you dared to do before, you’ll be that much more the man. The time and place weren’t right before, but you would have gone ahead with the murder anyhow. Now the time and place are just right, but they’re almost too good for you. I have suckled a baby, and I know how sweet it is to love the baby at my breast. But even as the baby was smiling up at me, I would have plucked my nipple out of its mouth and smashed its brains out against a wall if I had sworn to do that the same way you have sworn to do this.


	Original Text
	Modern Text

	Enter LADY MACBETH with a taper
	LADY MACBETH enters, holding a candle.

	GENTLEWOMAN 
Lo you, here she comes. This is her very guise; and, upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her, stand close.
	GENTLEWOMAN 
Look, here she comes! This is exactly how she always looks, and—I swear it—she is fast asleep. Watch her. Keep hidden.

	DOCTOR 

How came she by that light?
	DOCTOR 

How did she get that candle?

	GENTLEWOMAN 

Why, it stood by her. She has light by her continually. 'Tis her command.
	GENTLEWOMAN 

It stands by her bedside. She always has to have a light next to her. Those are her orders.

	DOCTOR 

You see her eyes are open.
	DOCTOR 

You see, her eyes are open.

	GENTLEWOMAN 

Ay, but their sense is shut.
	GENTLEWOMAN 

Yes, but they don’t see anything.

	DOCTOR 

What is it she does now? Look, how she rubs her hands.
	DOCTOR 

What’s she doing now? Look how she rubs her hands.

	GENTLEWOMAN 

It is an accustomed action with her to seem thus washing her hands. I have known her continue in this a quarter of an hour. 
	GENTLEWOMAN 

She often does that. She looks like she’s washing her hands. I’ve seen her do that before for as long as fifteen minutes.

	LADY MACBETH 

Yet here’s a spot.
	LADY MACBETH 

There’s still a spot here.

	DOCTOR 

Hark! She speaks. I will set down what comes from her, to satisfy my remembrance the more strongly. 
	DOCTOR 

Listen! She’s talking. I’ll write down what she says, so I’ll remember it better.

	LADY MACBETH 

Out, damned spot! Out, I say!—One, two. Why, then, ’tis time to do ’t. Hell is murky!—Fie, my lord, fie! A soldier, and afeard? 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 so much blood in him. 
	LADY MACBETH 

(rubbing her hands) Come out, damned spot! Out, I command you! One, two. OK, it’s time to do it now.—Hell is murky!—Nonsense, my lord, nonsense! You are a soldier, and yet you are afraid? Why should we be scared, when no one can lay the guilt upon us?—But who would have thought the old man would have had so much blood in him?

	DOCTOR 

Do you mark that?
	DOCTOR 

Did you hear that?

	LADY MACBETH 

The thane of Fife had a wife. Where is she now?—What, will these hands ne'er be clean?—No more o' that, my lord, no more o' that. You mar all with this starting.
	LADY MACBETH 

The thane of Fife had a wife. Where is she now?—What, will my hands never be clean?—No more of that, my lord, no more of that. You’ll ruin everything by acting startled like this.

	DOCTOR 

Go to, go to. You have known what you should not.
	DOCTOR 

Now look what you’ve done. You’ve heard something you shouldn’t have.

	GENTLEWOMAN 

She has spoke what she should not, I am sure of that. Heaven knows what she has known. 
	GENTLEWOMAN 

She said something she shouldn’t have said, I’m sure of that. Heaven knows what secrets she’s keeping.

	LADY MACBETH 

Here’s the smell of the blood still. All the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. Oh, Oh, Oh!
	LADY MACBETH 

I still have the smell of blood on my hand. All the perfumes of Arabia couldn’t make my little hand smell better. Oh, oh, oh!

	DOCTOR 

What a sigh is there! The heart is sorely charged.
	DOCTOR 

What a heavy sigh! Her heart is carrying a heavy weight.

	GENTLEWOMAN 

I would not have such a heart in my bosom for the dignity of the whole body.
	GENTLEWOMAN 

I wouldn’t want a heart like hers even if you made me queen.

	DOCTOR 

Well, well, well.
	DOCTOR 

Well, well, well.

	GENTLEWOMAN 

Pray God it be, sir.
	GENTLEWOMAN 

I hope what she’s saying is well, sir!

	DOCTOR 

This disease is beyond my practice. Yet I have known those which have walked in their sleep who have died holily in their beds.
	DOCTOR 

This disease is beyond my medical skills. But I have known people who sleepwalked and weren’t guilty of anything.

	LADY MACBETH 

Wash your hands. Put on your nightgown. Look not so pale.—I tell you yet again, Banquo’s buried; he cannot come out on ’s grave.
	LADY MACBETH 

Wash your hands. Put on your nightgown. Don’t look so frightened. I tell you again, Banquo is buried. He cannot come out of his grave.

	DOCTOR 

Even so?
	DOCTOR 

Is this true?

	LADY MACBETH 

To bed, to bed. There’s knocking at the gate. Come, come, come, come. Give me your hand. What’s done cannot be undone.—To bed, to bed, to bed!
	LADY MACBETH 

To bed, to bed! There’s a knocking at the gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your hand. What’s done cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed!

	Exit
	LADY MACBETH exits.

	GENTLEWOMAN 

Directly.
	GENTLEWOMAN 

Yes, right away.

	DOCTOR 

Foul whisp'rings are abroad. Unnatural deeds

Do breed unnatural troubles. Infected minds

To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets.

More needs she the divine than the physician.

God, God forgive us all! Look after her,

Remove from her the means of all annoyance,

And still keep eyes upon her. So, good night.

My mind she has mated, and amazed my sight.

I think, but dare not speak.
	DOCTOR 
Evil rumors are going around. Unnatural acts will cause supernatural things to happen. People with guilty and deranged minds will confess their secrets to their pillows as they sleep. This woman needs a priest more than a doctor. God forgive us all! (to the waiting- GENTLEWOMAN) Look after her. Remove anything she might hurt herself with. Watch her constantly. And now, good-night. She has bewildered my mind and amazed my eyes. I have an opinion, but I don’t dare to say it out loud.

	GENTLEWOMAN 

     Good night, good doctor.
	GENTLEWOMAN 

Good night, good doctor.

	Exeunt
	They exit.








Macbeth - Act 1 Scene 7





Macbeth - Act 1 Scene 5





What, will these hands ne'er be clean?











Macbeth - Act 5 Scene 1





In your own words, describe Lady Macbeth at the start of the text:








Find a quote to support this:











How does Lady Macbeth convince Macbeth to kill King Duncan? Find a quote to support this:











Why do you think her method was effective?








Why couldn’t she kill King Duncan herself?





In your own words, describe Lady Macbeth towards the end of the text (before her death):








Find a quote to support this:








What do you think it is that caused Lady Macbeth to change? It could be an event, a person (including himself) or a group of people. Write a paragraph explaining what it is that you believe brought about this change in Macbeth.








