
Side 1 - A Witch  

(Casting a spell in anticipation of Macbeth's arrival) 

Thrice the brinded cat hath mew'd. 

Thrice and once the hedge-pig whined. 

Harpier cries 'Tis time, 'tis time. 

Round about the cauldron go; 

In the poison'd entrails throw. 

Toad, that under cold stone 

Days and nights has thirty-one 

Swelter'd venom sleeping got, 

Boil thou first i' the charmed pot. 

Fillet of a fenny snake, 

In the cauldron boil and bake; 

Eye of newt and toe of frog, 

Wool of bat and tongue of dog, 

Adder's fork and blind-worm's sting, 

Lizard's leg and owlet's wing, 

For a charm of powerful trouble, 

Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 

Double, double toil and trouble; 

Fire burn and cauldron bubble. 

Cool it with a baboon's blood, 

Then the charm is firm and good. 

By the pricking of my thumbs, 

Something wicked this way comes. 

Open, locks, 

Whoever knocks! 

  



Side 2 - MACBETH  

(Macbeth has a vision on his way to kill the king) 

 

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-oppressed brain? 

I see thee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o' the 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 halfworld 

Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 

The curtain'd sleep. 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. 

  



Side 3 - LADY MACBETH  

(Lady Macbeth has learned from a letter of the prophecy 

elevating her husband to king) 

 

Give him tending;he brings great news. 

The raven himself is hoarse 

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 

Under my battlements. Come, you spirits 

That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here, 

And fill me from the crown to the toe top-full 

Of direst cruelty! make thick my blood; 

Stop up the access and passage to remorse, 

That no compunctious visitings of nature 

Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between 

The effect and it! Come to my woman's breasts, 

And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers, 

Wherever in your sightless substances 

You wait on nature's mischief! Come, thick night, 

And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell, 

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes, 

Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 

To cry 'Hold, hold!' 



Side 4 - DUNCAN  

(Duncan has invited himself to the Macbeths' castle, and greets Lady 

Macbeth) 

See, see, our honour'd hostess! 

The love that follows us sometime is our trouble, 

Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you 

How you shall bid God 'ild us for your pains, 

And thank us for your trouble. 

Where's the thane of Cawdor? 

We coursed him at the heels, and had a purpose 

To be his purveyor: but he rides well; 

And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him 

To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess, 

We are your guest to-night. Give me your hand; 

Conduct me to mine host: we love him highly, 

And shall continue our graces towards him. 

By your leave, hostess. 

  



Side 5 - Porter  

(It's a creepy, dark and stormy night, and opening doors is a boring 

job.) 

Here's a knocking indeed! If a 

man were porter of hell-gate, he should have 

old turning the key. 

Knocking within 

Knock,knock, knock! Who's there, i' the name of 

Beelzebub? Here's a farmer, that hanged 

himself on the expectation of plenty: come in 

time; have napkins enow about you; here 

you'll sweat for't. 

Knocking within 

 

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 the everlasting bonfire. 

Knocking within 

Anon, anon! I pray you, remember the porter. 

  



Side 6 - BANQUO 

(Banquo reflects upon Macbeth’s kingship and the witches’prophecy) 

Thou hast it now: king, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 

As the weird women promised, and, I fear, 

Thou play'dst most foully for't: yet it was said 

It should not stand in thy posterity, 

But that myself should be the root and father 

Of many kings. If there come truth from them-- 

As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine-- 

Why, by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my oracles as well, 

And set me up in hope? But hush! no more. 

Let your highness 

Command upon me; to the which my duties 

Are with a most indissoluble tie 

For ever knit. 

 

  



Side 7 - MACBETH AND LADY MACBETH 

(Ascended to royalty but not content) 

 LADY MACBETH  

Nought's had, all's spent, 

Where our desire is got without content: 

'Tis safer to be that which we destroy 

Than by destruction dwell in doubtful joy. 

How now, my lord! why do you keep alone, 

Of sorriest fancies your companions making, 

Using those thoughts which should indeed have died 

With them they think on? Things without all remedy 

Should be without regard: what's done is done. 

MACBETH  

We have scotch'd the snake, not kill'd it: 

She'll close and be herself, whilst our poor malice 

Remains in danger of her former tooth. 

But let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer, 

Ere we will eat our meal in fear and sleep 

In the affliction of these terrible dreams 

That shake us nightly: better be with the dead, 

Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to peace, 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 

In restless ecstasy. Duncan is in his grave; 

After life's fitful fever he sleeps well; 

Treason has done his worst: nor steel, nor poison, 

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 

Can touch him further. 

LADY MACBETH  

Come on; 

Gentle my lord, sleek o'er your rugged looks; 

Be bright and jovial among your guests to-night. 

MACBETH  

So shall I, love; and so, I pray, be you. 

 

  



Side 8 - ROSS & LADY MACDUFF 

(Ross attempts to calm Lady Macduff, whose husband left the country.) 

LADY MACDUFF  

What had he done, to make him fly the land? 

ROSS  

You must have patience, cousin. 

LADY MACDUFF  

He had none: 

His flight was madness: when our actions do not, 

Our fears do make us traitors. 

ROSS  

You know not 

Whether it was his wisdom or his fear. 

LADY MACDUFF  

Wisdom! to leave his wife, to leave his babes, 

His mansion and his titles in a place 

From whence himself does fly? He loves us not. 

All is the fear and nothing is the love; 

As little is the wisdom, where the flight 

So runs against all reason. 

ROSS  

My dearest coz, 

I pray you, school yourself: but for your husband, 

He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows 

The fits o' the season. I dare not speak much further; 

But cruel are the times, when we are traitors 

And do not know ourselves, when we hold rumour 

From what we fear, yet know not what we fear, 

But float upon a wild and violent sea 

Each way and move. I take my leave of you: 

Shall not be long but I'll be here again: 

Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward 

To what they were before. 

  



Side 9 - MALCOLM & MACDUFF 

(Away in England Malcolm doubts suitability for kingship) 

MALCOLM  

I grant him bloody, 

Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin 

That has a name: but there's no bottom, none, 

In my voluptuousness: your wives, your daughters, 

Your matrons and your maids, could not fill up 

The cistern of my lust, better Macbeth 

Than such an one to reign. 

MACDUFF  

Boundless intemperance 

In nature is a tyranny. But fear not yet 

To take upon you what is yours: you may 

Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty, 

We have willing dames enough. 

MALCOLM  

With this there grows 

In my most ill-composed affection such 

A stanchless avarice that, were I king, 

I should cut off the nobles for their lands, 

And my more-having would be as a sauce 

To make me hunger more. 

MACDUFF  

This avarice 

Sticks deeper, grows with more pernicious root 

Than summer-seeming lust, yet do not fear; 

Scotland hath foisons to fill up your will. 

Of your mere own: all these are portable, 

With other graces weigh'd. 

MALCOLM  

But I have none: the king-becoming graces, 

As justice, verity, temperance, stableness, 

Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness, 

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 

I have no relish of them.  

If such a one be fit to govern, speak: 

I am as I have spoken. 

MACDUFF  

Fit to govern! 

No, not to live. O nation miserable, 

Thy hope ends here! 


