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	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.

Thou marshall’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 offerings, 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 whereabout,

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.

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.
	Is this a dagger I see in front of me, with its handle pointing toward my hand? (to the dagger) Come, let me hold you. (he grabs at the air in front of him without touching anything) I don’t have you but I can still see you. Fateful apparition, isn’t it possible to touch you as well as see you? Or are you nothing more than a dagger created by the mind, a hallucination from my fevered brain? I can still see you, and you look as real as this other dagger that I’m pulling out now. (he draws a dagger) You’re leading me toward the place I was going already, and I was planning to use a weapon just like you. My eyesight must either be the one sense that’s not working, or else it’s the only one that’s working right. I can still see you, and I see blood splotches on your blade and handle that weren’t there before. (to himself) There’s no dagger here. It’s the murder I’m about to do that’s making me think I see one. Now half the world is asleep and being deceived by evil nightmares. Witches are offering sacrifices to their goddess Hecate. Old man murder, having been roused by the howls of his wolf, walks silently to his destination, moving like Tarquin, as quiet as a ghost. (speaking to the ground) Hard ground, don’t listen to the direction of my steps. I don’t want you to echo back where I am and break the terrible stillness of this moment, a silence that is so appropriate for what I’m about to do. While I stay here talking, Duncan lives. The more I talk, the more my courage cools.
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I’m going now. The murder is as good as done. The bell is telling me to do it. Don’t listen to the bell, Duncan, because it summons you either to heaven or to hell.
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	Original Text
	Modern Text

	Enter MACBETH, with bloody daggers
	MACBETH enters carrying bloody daggers.

	LADY MACBETH 

My husband!
	LADY MACBETH 

My husband!

	MACBETH 

I have done the deed. Didst thou not hear a noise?
	MACBETH 

I have done the deed. Did you hear a noise?

	LADY MACBETH 

I heard the owl scream and the crickets cry.

Did not you speak?
	LADY MACBETH 

I heard the owl scream and the crickets cry. Didn’t you say something?

	MACBETH 

When?
	MACBETH 

When?

	LADY MACBETH 

Now.
	LADY MACBETH 

Just now.

	MACBETH 

As I descended?
	MACBETH 

As I came down?

	LADY MACBETH 

Ay.
	LADY MACBETH 

Yes.

	MACBETH 

Hark! Who lies i' th' second chamber?
	MACBETH 

Listen! Who’s sleeping in the second chamber?

	LADY MACBETH 

Donalbain.
	LADY MACBETH 

Donalbain.

	MACBETH 

(looking at his hands) This is a sorry sight.
	MACBETH 

(looking at his bloody hands) This is a sorry sight.

	LADY MACBETH 

A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight.
	LADY MACBETH 

That’s a stupid thing to say.

	MACBETH 

There’s one did laugh in ’s sleep, and one cried. “Murder!”

That they did wake each other. I stood and heard them.

But they did say their prayers, and addressed them

Again to sleep.
	MACBETH 

One of the servants laughed in his sleep, and one cried, “Murder!” and they woke each other up. I stood and listened to them, but then they said their prayers and went back to sleep.

	LADY MACBETH 

There are two lodged together.
	LADY MACBETH 

Malcolm and Donalbain are asleep in the same room.

	MACBETH 

One cried, “God bless us!” and “Amen” the other,

As they had seen me with these hangman’s hands.

List'ning their fear I could not say “Amen,”

When they did say “God bless us!”
	MACBETH 

One servant cried, “God bless us!” and the other replied, “Amen,” as if they had seen my bloody hands. Listening to their frightened voices, I couldn’t reply “Amen” when they said “God bless us!”

	LADY MACBETH 

Consider it not so deeply.
	LADY MACBETH 

Don’t think about it so much.

	MACBETH 

But wherefore could not I pronounce “Amen”?

I had most need of blessing, and “Amen”

Stuck in my throat.
	MACBETH 

But why couldn’t I say “Amen”? I desperately needed God’s blessing, but the word “Amen” stuck in my throat.

	LADY MACBETH 

These deeds must not be thought

After these ways. So, it will make us mad.
	LADY MACBETH 

We can’t think that way about what we did. If we do, it’ll drive us crazy.

	MACBETH 

Methought I heard a voice cry, “Sleep no more!

Macbeth does murder sleep”—the innocent sleep,

Sleep that knits up the raveled sleave of care,

The death of each day’s life, sore labor’s bath,

Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second course,

Chief nourisher in life’s feast.
	MACBETH 

I thought I heard a voice cry, “Sleep no more! Macbeth is murdering sleep.” Innocent sleep. Sleep that soothes away all our worries. Sleep that puts each day to rest. Sleep that relieves the weary laborer and heals hurt minds. Sleep, the main course in life’s feast, and the most nourishing.

	LADY MACBETH 

What do you mean?
	LADY MACBETH 

What are you talking about?

	MACBETH 

Still it cried, “Sleep no more!” to all the house.

“Glamis hath murdered sleep, and therefore Cawdor

Shall sleep no more. Macbeth shall sleep no more.”
	MACBETH 

The voice kept crying, “Sleep no more!” to everyone in the house. “Macbeth has murdered sleep, and therefore Macbeth will sleep no more.”

	LADY MACBETH 

Who was it that thus cried? Why, worthy thane,

You do unbend your noble strength to think

So brainsickly of things. Go get some water,

And wash this filthy witness from your hand.

Why did you bring these daggers from the place?

They must lie there. Go carry them and smear

The sleepy grooms with blood.
	LADY MACBETH 

Who said that? Why, my worthy lord, you let yourself become weak when you think about things in this cowardly way. Go get some water and wash this bloody evidence from your hands. Why did you carry these daggers out of the room? They have to stay there. Go take them back and smear the sleeping guards with the blood.

	MACBETH 

I’ll go no more:

I am afraid to think what I have done;

Look on ’t again I dare not.
	MACBETH 

I can’t go back. I’m afraid even to think about what I’ve done. I can’t stand to look at it again.

	LADY MACBETH 

Infirm of purpose!

Give me the daggers. The sleeping and the dead

Are but as pictures. 'Tis the eye of childhood

That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed,

I’ll gild the faces of the grooms withal,

For it must seem their guilt.
	LADY MACBETH 

Coward! Give me the daggers. Dead and sleeping people can’t hurt you any more than pictures can. Only children are afraid of scary pictures. If Duncan bleeds I’ll paint the servants' faces with his blood. We must make it seem like they’re guilty.

	Exit
	LADY MACBETH exits.

	MACBETH 

Whence is that knocking?

How is ’t with me when every noise appals me?

What hands are here? Ha! They pluck out mine eyes.

Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood

Clean from my hand? No, this my hand will rather

The multitudinous seas incarnadine,

Making the green one red.
	MACBETH 

Where is that knocking coming from? What’s happening to me, that I’m frightened of every noise? (looking at his hands) Whose hands are these? Ha! They’re plucking out my eyes. Will all the water in the ocean wash this blood from my hands? No, instead my hands will stain the seas scarlet, turning the green waters red.

	Enter LADY MACBETH 
	LADY MACBETH enters.

	LADY MACBETH 

My hands are of your color, but I shame

To wear a heart so white.
	LADY MACBETH 

My hands are as red as yours, but I would be ashamed if my heart were as pale and weak.

	Knock within
	A sound of knocking from offstage.

	I hear a knocking

At the south entry. Retire we to our chamber.

A little water clears us of this deed.

How easy is it, then! Your constancy

Hath left you unattended.
	I hear someone knocking at the south entry. Let’s go back to our bedroom. A little water will wash away the evidence of our guilt. It’s so simple! You’ve lost your resolve.

	Knock within
	A sound of knocking from offstage.

	Hark! More knocking.

Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us

And show us to be watchers. Be not lost

So poorly in your thoughts.
	Listen! There’s more knocking. Put on your nightgown, in case someone comes and sees that we’re awake. Snap out of your daze.

	MACBETH 

To know my deed, ’twere best not know myself.
	MACBETH 

Rather than have to think about my crime, I’d prefer to be completely unconscious.

	Knock within
	A sound of knocking from offstage.

	Wake Duncan with thy knocking. I would thou couldst.
	Wake Duncan with your knocking. I wish you could!

	Exeunt
	They exit.



	Original Text
	Modern Text

	Enter MACBETH, SEYTON, and SOLDIERS, with drum and colors
	MACBETH, SEYTON, and SOLDIERS enter with a drummer and flag.

	MACBETH 

Hang out our banners on the outward walls.

The cry is still “They come!” Our castle’s strength

Will laugh a siege to scorn. Here let them lie

Till famine and the ague eat them up.

Were they not forced with those that should be ours,

We might have met them dareful, beard to beard,

And beat them backward home.
	MACBETH 

Hang our flags on the outer walls. Everyone keeps yelling, “Here they come!” Our castle is strong enough to laugh off their seige. They can sit out there until they die of hunger and disease. If it weren’t for the fact that so many of our soldiers revolted and joined them, we could have met them out in front of the castle, man to man, and beaten them back to England.

	A cry within of women
	A sound of women crying offstage.

	     What is that noise?
	What’s that noise?

	SEYTON 

It is the cry of women, my good lord.
	SEYTON 

It’s women crying, my good lord.

	Exit
	SEYTON exits.

	MACBETH 

I have almost forgot the taste of fears.

The time has been my senses would have cooled

To hear a night-shriek, and my fell of hair

Would at a dismal treatise rouse and stir

As life were in ’t. I have supped full with horrors.

Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts

Cannot once start me.
	MACBETH 

I’ve almost forgotten what fear feels like. There was a time when I would have been terrified by a shriek in the night, and the hair on my skin would have stood up when I heard a ghost story. But now I’ve had my fill of real horrors. Horrible things are so familiar that they can’t startle me.

	Enter SEYTON 
	SEYTON comes back in.

	Wherefore was that cry?
	What was that cry for?

	SEYTON 

The queen, my lord, is dead.
	SEYTON 

The queen is dead, my lord.

	MACBETH 

She should have died hereafter.

There would have been a time for such a word.

Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow,

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day

To the last syllable of recorded time,

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!

Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage

And then is heard no more. It is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,

Signifying nothing.
	MACBETH 

She would have died later anyway. That news was bound to come someday. Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow. The days creep slowly along until the end of time. And every day that’s already happened has taken fools that much closer to their deaths. Out, out, brief candle. Life is nothing more than an illusion. It’s like a poor actor who struts and worries for his hour on the stage and then is never heard from again. Life is a story told by an idiot, full of noise and emotional disturbance but devoid of meaning.

	Enter a MESSENGER 
	A MESSENGER enters.

	     Thou comest to use

Thy tongue; thy story quickly.
	You’ve come to tell me something. Tell me quickly.

	MESSENGER 

     Gracious my lord,

I should report that which I say I saw,

But know not how to do ’t.
	MESSENGER 

My gracious lord, I should tell you what I saw, but I don’t know how to say it.

	MACBETH 

     Well, say, sir.
	MACBETH 

Just say it.

	MESSENGER 

As I did stand my watch upon the hill,

I looked toward Birnam, and anon methought

The wood began to move.
	MESSENGER 

As I was standing watch on the hill, I looked toward Birnam, and I thought I saw the forest begin to move.

	MACBETH 

     Liar and slave!
	MACBETH 

Liar and slave!

	MESSENGER 

Let me endure your wrath, if ’t be not so.

Within this three mile may you see it coming;

I say, a moving grove.
	MESSENGER 

Punish me if it’s not true. Three miles from here you can see it coming, a moving forest.

	MACBETH 

If thou speak’st false,

Upon the next tree shall thou hang alive

Till famine cling thee. If thy speech be sooth,

I care not if thou dost for me as much.

I pull in resolution and begin

To doubt th' equivocation of the fiend

That lies like truth. “Fear not, till Birnam wood

Do come to Dunsinane”; and now a wood

Comes toward Dunsinane.—Arm, arm, and out!—

If this which he avouches does appear,

There is nor flying hence nor tarrying here.

I 'gin to be aweary of the sun,

And wish th' estate o' th' world were now undone.—

Ring the alarum-bell!—Blow, wind! Come, wrack!

At least we’ll die with harness on our back.
	MACBETH 

If you’re lying, I’ll hang you alive from the nearest tree until you die of hunger. If what you say is true, you can do the same to me. (to himself) My confidence is failing. I’m starting to doubt the lies the devil told me, which sounded like truth. “Don’t worry until Birnam Wood comes to Dunsinane.” And now a wood is coming to Dunsinane. Prepare for battle, and go! If what this messenger says is true, it’s no use running away or staying here. I’m starting to grow tired of living, and I’d like to see the world plunged into chaos. Ring the alarms! Blow, wind! Come, ruin! At least we’ll die with our armor on.

	Exeunt
	They exit.






Macbeth - Act 2 Scene 1





Macbeth - Act 2 Scene 2





Macbeth - Act 5 Scene 5





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











Find a quote to support this (can be from his conversation with Lady Macbeth):











What do you think it is that caused 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.





In your own words, describe Macbeth towards the end of the text:














Find a quote to support this:











