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NOBLE 1

NOBLE 2
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MACBETH

Busy Office Scene: Two characters bring the two oversized papers on stage.

Paper Boy enters: extra extra read all about it…extra extra
Music Cue: Fat Boy Slim

All Cast Enter: Credit crunch, incessant recession, depression possession, nonsense nonsense boris Johnson (repeat)

Duncan enters. Freeze Frame sequence.
Music Stops. All freeze in exaggerated positions.

Witch 1:
When shall we three meet again



In thunder, lightning or in rain?

Witch 2:
When the hurlyburly’s done.



When the battle’s lost and won.

Witch 1:
Where the place?

Witch 2:
Upon the heath.

Witch 3:
There to meet with Macbeth.

All three gesture rudely 
Witch 3:
I come, Graymalkin

Witch 2:
Paddock calls.

Witch 1: 
Anon.

All:

Fair is foul, and foul is fair:



Hover through the fog and filthy air.
___________________________________________

Enter Duncan, followed by crowd of reporters;

Duncan:
He was a gentleman on whom I built an absolute trust.

No more that Thane of Cawdor shall deceive

Our bosom interest.  Go pronounce his present death,

And with his former title greet Macbeth.

What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath won.

____________________________________________
 Witch 2
Where hast thou been, sister?

Witch 1
Killing Swine.

Witch 2
Sister, where thou?

Witch 3
A sailor’ wife had chestnuts in her lap, ‘Give me’, quoth I. Her husband’s to Aleppo gone and like a rat without a tail,


I’ll do, I’ll do and I’ll do.

Witch 2
I’ll give thee a wind
Witch 1
And I another

Witch 3
I myself have all the other. I’ll drain him dry as hay; Sleep shall neither night nor day. Hang upon his penthouse lid;
Witch 1
He shall live a man forbid. Look what I have.

Witch 2
Show me, show me

Banquo:
What are these,

So withered and so wild in their attire?

Live you? Or are you aught that man may question?

Macbeth:
Speak if you can! What are you?

Witch 1:
All hail, Macbeth!  Hail to thee, Thane of Glamis!

Witch 2:
All hail, Macbeth!  Hail to thee, Thane of Cawdor!

Witch 3:
All hail, Macbeth, that shalt be king hereafter!

Banquo:
My noble partner you greet with great prediction that he seems rapt.

If you can look into the seeds of time

And say which grain will grow and which will not,

Speak then to me who neither beg nor fear

Your favours nor your hate.

Witch 1:
Hail!

Witch 2:
Hail!

Witch 3:
Hail!

Witch 1:
Lesser than Macbeth, and greater.

Witch 2:
Not so happy, yet much happier.

Witch 3:
Thou shalt get kings, though thou be none.

Witch 1:
So all hail, Macbeth & Banquo

Witch 2:
Banquo and Macbeth all hail.
Macbeth:
From whence you owe this strange intelligence? I know I am Thane of Glamis, but how of Cawdor…and to be king stands not within the prospect of belief. Speak I charge you!
Witches exit.

Macbeth:
Your children shall be Kings.

Banquo:
You shall be King.

Macbeth:
And Thane of Cawdor too: went it not so?
Ross:

The King hath happily received, Macbeth,



The news of thy success;



He bade me from him call thee Thane of Cawdor!

Banquo:
(aside) What!  Can the Devil speak true?



Macbeth, in high excitement, turns aside.

Macbeth:
Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor:



The greatest is behind!



Thanks for your pains! 


Two truths are told, this soliciting cannot be ill, cannot be good

Banquo:
Look how our partner’s rapt.

Macbeth:
I am Thane of Cawdor. If good, why do I yield to that suggestion, who horrid image doth make my seated heart knock at my rib

Banquo:
New honours come upon him, like our strange garments, cleave not to their mould, but with the aid of use.

Macbeth:
If chance will have me king, why chance may crown me without my stir…

Banquo:
Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure.

Macbeth:
 Give me your favour. My dull brain was wrought with things forgotten

– Come friends.

Duncan enters, surrounded by reporters
Duncan:
Sons, kinsmen, thanes,



And you whose places are the nearest, know



We will establish our estate upon



Our eldest, Malcolm who we shall name hereafter



The Prince of Cumberland.

Macbeth:
(aside) The Prince of Cumberland. That is a step



On which I must fall down, or else o’erleap,



For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires!



Let not light see my black and deep desires.

Duncan:
Hence, and bind us further to you.

Macbeth:
I’ll be myself the harbinger and make joyful the hearing



Of my wife with your approach.



So humbly take my leave.
________________________________________________

L.Macbeth:
They met me in the day of success, and I have learned by the perfectest


Report they have more. They saluted me and referred me with ‘Hail, king that shalt be. This have I thought good to deliver thee, my dearest partner of greatness. Lay it to thy heart and farewell. 


Macbeth enters.


Great Glamis!  Worthy Cawdor!


Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter!

Macbeth:
My dearest love, Duncan comes here tonight.

L.Macbeth:
And when goes hence?

Macbeth:
Tomorrow, as he purposes.

L.Macbeth:
O, never shall sun that morrow see!



Look like the innocent flower



But be the serpent under’t



Only look up clear; leave all the rest to me.

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor, and shalt be


What thou art promised. Yet I do 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. Hie thee hither, that I may pour my spirits in thine ear and chastise with the valour of my tongue. The raven himself is hoarse

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan

Under my battlements.

______________________________________________
Music Cue: Mambo No 5.
Enter Duncan doing the shuffle.

Duncan: 
See, see our honoured hostess.

Conduct me to mine host. We love him highly,

And will continue our graces towards him.

By your leave, hostess.

L.Macbeth:
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.  Come to my woman’s breasts

And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers.

Macbeth:
If it were done when ‘tis done, then ’twere well
It were done quickly. Bloody instructions, which being taught, return to plague th’inventor. This even-handed justice commends th’ingredience of our poisoned chalice to our own lips. He’s here in double trust:

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject,

Strong both against the deed; then, as his host,

Who should against his murderer shut the door,

Not bear the knife myself.

He notices Lady Macbeth and starts.

Macbeth:
We will proceed no further in this business.

L.Macbeth:
Was the hope drunk wherein you dressed yourself?



Art thou afeared to be the same in thine own act and valour



As thou art in desire?

Macbeth:
Prithee peace!



I dare do all that may become a man.

L.Macbeth:
When you durst do it then you were a man!

Macbeth:
If we should fail?

L.Macbeth:
We fail!



But screw your courage to the sticking place,

And we’ll not fail.

________________________________________________________
Banquo:
What sir not yet at rest? The king’s abed. He hath been in unusual pleasures and sent forth great largess to your offices. I dreamed last night of the weird sisters, to you they have shown some truth.

Macbeth:
I think not of them; yet when we can entreat an hour to serve, we would spend it in some words upon that business, if you would grant the time. It shall make honour for you.

Banquo:
Thanks sir, the like to you

Exits

Macbeth:
Good repose the while…..Go, bid thy mistress, when my drink is ready, she strike upon the bell.

The servant departs.

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? Art thou a dagger of the mind, a false creation?

Thou marshall’st me the way that I was going and such an instrument I was to use. 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.
Faintly there is the sound of a bell. Macbeth draws in his breath sharply.



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.

Silently, he leaves the hall for Duncan’s room. 

Lady Macbeth appears. 

L.Macbeth:
That which hath made them drunk, hath made me bold; What hath quenched them hath given me fire.

He is about it. The surfeited grooms do mock their charge with snores:

I have drugged their possets. Had he not resembled



My father as he slept, I had done’t.

Macbeth enters carrying two bloody daggers.

L.Macbeth:
My husband!

Macbeth:
I have done the deed.

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

Macbeth does murder sleep.



Glamis hath murdered sleep, and therefore Cawdor

Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no more’.

L.Macbeth:
Why did you bring these daggers from the place?

They must lie there. Go, carry them, and smear

The sleepy grooms with blood.

Macbeth:
I’ll go no more. I am afraid to think what I have done. Look on’t again, I dare not.
L.Macbeth:
Give me the daggers.



If he do bleed,



I’ll gild the faces of the grooms withal,



For it must seem their guilt.



The sound of knocking on a door.

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?


More knocking.

L.Macbeth:
Retire we to our chamber!  A little water clears us of this deed!


Knocking.

Macbeth:
Wake Duncan with thy knocking: I would thou couldst!

Lennox:
Good morrow, Sir!

Macbeth:
Good morrow, both!

Macduff:
Is thy master stirring? 
Macbeth:
T’was a rough night.
Macduff:
I’ll make so bold to call, for t’is my limited service.

Macbeth:
I’ll bring you to him.


He indicates the King’s chamber and stands aside. Macduff and Lennox enter the chamber.

Macduff:
(from within)

O horror, horror, horror!

He rushes out. 

Macduff:
Awake, awake!


Ring the alarum-bell! Murder and treason!


Banquo and Donalbain, Malcolm, awake!

Macbeth:
What’s the matter?
Macduff:
Approach the chamber and destroy your sight. Do not bid me speak: See and then speak yourselves.


Awake! Awake! From your graves rise up and walk like sprites to countenance this horror!

All enter

L Macbeth:
What’s the business that such a hideous trumpet calls to parley the sleepers of the house? Speak!

Donaldbain:
What is amiss?

Macbeth:
You are and do not know’t. The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood is stopped, the very source of it is stopped. 

Lennox:
Your father’s murdered.

Malcolm:
O!  By whom?

All:
Macbeth

Lennox:
Those of his chamber as it seemed had done’t. Their hands and faces were all badged with blood; so were their daggers.

Macbeth:
O, yet I do repent me of my fury that I did kill them.


All stare at Macbeth.  They whisper fearfully.

Macbeth:
Who can be wise, amazed, temp’rate and furious, loyal and neutral, in a moment. No man. Who could refrain that had a heart to love and in that heart courage to make’s love known? 
L Macbeth:
Help me, Hence!
Malcolm:
Why do we hold our tongues, that most may claim this argument for ours?

What will you do? Let’s not consort with them. To show an unfelt sorrow is an office which the false man does easy. I’ll to England.

Donalbain:
To Ireland, I. Our separated fortune 

Shall keep us both the safer. Where we are

There’s daggers in men’s smiles.

______________________________________________________
Banquo:
(to himself) 

Thou hast it now: King, Cawdor, Glamis, all;

As the weird women promised; and I fear,

Thou play’dst most foully for’t.

Macbeth:
Tonight we hold a solemn supper, sir,

And I’ll request your presence.

Banquo:
Let your highness

Command upon me.

Macbeth:
Ride you this afternoon?

Banquo:
Ay, my good lord.

Macbeth:
Is’t far you ride?

Banquo:
As far, my lord, as will fill up the time ‘twixt this and supper.

Macbeth:
Goes Fleance with you?

Banquo:
Ay my good lord; our time does call upon’s.

Macbeth:
I wish your horses swift and sure of foot.


Banquo turns to go.

Fail not our feast.

Banquo:
My lord, I will not.


Banquo departs.  Macbeth is apart from the others.

Macbeth:
(to himself)
To be thus is nothing;

But to be safely thus! Our fears in Banquo stick deep and in his nature reigns that which would be feared. He hath wisdom that doth guide his valour to act in safety. There is none but he, whose being I do fear, and under him my genius is rebuked. For Banquo’s issue have a filed my mind, for them, the gracious Duncan I have murdered. Rather than so, come fate into the list and champion me to th’utterance. Who’s there?
He raises his hand. Two grim figures emerge from the shadows.

Have you considered my speeches? Both of you know Banquo was your enemy?

Murderers
True, my lord.

Macbeth:
So is he mine. I will advise you where to plant yourselves, for’t must be done tonight.

Murderer:
We shall perform what you command us.


The figures salute and vanish.  
Macbeth:
It is concluded. Banquo, thy soul’s flight, if it find heaven, must find it out tonight.


Lady Macbeth crosses to Macbeth.

L Macbeth:
How now my lord, why do you keep alone, what’s done is done.

Macbeth:
We have scorched the snake, not killed it. She’’ close and he herself, whilst our poor malice remains in danger of her former tooth.

L.Macbeth:
Come on. Gentle my lord, sleek o’er your rugged looks;

Be bright and jovial among your guests tonight.

You must leave this.

Macbeth:
O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife!


Thou know’st that Banquo and his son Fleance lives.

L.Macbeth:
What’s to be done?

Macbeth:
Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck, till thou applaud the deed..


There shall be done a deed of dreadful note.  Thou marvellest at my words: but hold thee still; things bad begun make strong themselves by ill.

______________________________________________________
Macbeth:
You know your own degrees, sit down: at first and last, the hearty welcome.

Lords:
Thanks to your majesty.


They seat themselves at the great table.  Music begins to play.  A shadow lurks by a door and attracts Macbeth’s attention.  Macbeth approaches.  The figure draws aside the covering of its face.

Macbeth:
There’s blood upon thy face.

Murderer:
‘Tis Banquo’s then.

Macbeth:
Is he despatched?

Murderer:
My lord, his throat is cut.

Macbeth:
Fleance?

Murderer:
Most royal Sir, Fleance is ‘scaped.

Macbeth:
But Banquo’s safe?

Murderer:
Ay, my good lord, safe in a ditch he bides.

Macbeth:
Get thee gone.


The murderer exits.  Macbeth returns to his guests.  He stares, puzzled, at the table.

L.Macbeth:
My royal lord, you do not give the cheer.

Lennox:
May it please your highness sit?

Macbeth:
Where?

Lennox:
Here, my good lord.


He gestures.  Macbeth stares.  In the place where Macbeth should sit sits the ghost of Banquo.

Macbeth:
Which of you hath done this?

Lords:
What, my good lord?


The apparition raises its hand and points at Macbeth.  Macbeth staggers in horror.

Macbeth:
Thou canst not say I did it; never shake thy gory locks at me.


Bewilderment at the table.

Ross:
Gentlemen, rise; his highness is not well!

L.Macbeth:
Sit, worthy friends.  My lord is often thus, pray you, keep seat. The fit is momentary: upon a thought he will be well again
She goes to her husband’s side, grasps him by the arm, and whispers fiercely.

Are you a man?  Shame itself!  Why do you make such faces?

When all’s done you look but on a stool.

Macbeth:
Come, love and health to all;

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss…

He makes as if to drink, but sees the ghost.

Avaunt and quit my sight! Let the earth hide thee! Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold…

Hence,horrible shadow!


Unreal mockery, hence!

Guests:
(ad lib)


What? My Lord! What, my good Lord? What is it?

L Macbeth:
You have displaced the mirth with most admired disorder

I pray you speak not; he grows worse and worse.


Stand not upon the order of your going,

But go at once!


Confusedly the guests depart and Macbeth and Lady Macbeth are alone.

Macbeth:
It will have blood, they say, blood will have blood. Stones have been known to move and trees to speak.
What is the night?

L.Macbeth:
Almost at odds with morning.

Macbeth:
I will tomorrow to the weird sisters:


More shall they speak; for now I am bent to know


By the worst means, the worst. I am in blood stepped in so far that should I wade no more, strange things I have in head
L Macbeth:
You lack the season of all natures, sleep.

Macbeth:
Come we’ll to sleep. My strange and self-abuse is the initiate fear that wants hard use. We are but young in deed.

_____________________________________________________
Witch 1
You look angerly?

Witch 2
How did you dare to trade and traffic with Macbeth in riddles and affairs of death? I am the mistress of your charms, the close contriver of all harms.

Witch 3
Your charms and everything beside, I am for th’air. This night I’ll spend unto a dismal and a fatal end.

Witch 1
Great business must be brought by noon.

Witch 2
Draw him on to his confusion as by the strength of their illusion.

Witch 3
He shall spurn fate, scorn death and bear his hopes ‘bove wisdom, grace and fear.

Witch 2
Make haste, he’ll soon be back again

Macbeth:
(repeating to himself) 

I am in blood stepped in so far, that, should I wade no more, 

All:
Double, double, toil and trouble;


Fire burn and cauldron bubble…

Witch 2:
By the pricking of my thumbs,


Something wicked this way comes.


Macbeth reveals himself.  His face is savaged and depraved.


Macbeth:
How now, you secret, black and midnight hags!


What is’t you do?


Answer me to what I ask you!

Witch 2
Speak

Witch 3
Demand

Witch 1
We’ll answer

Witch 2:
Say, if thou’dst rather hear it from our mouths, or from our masters?

Macbeth:
Let me see’em!

1st Apparition:
Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth, beware Macduff, 


beware the Thane of Fife.


The apparition vanishes.

Macbeth:
Thou hast harped my fear aright.  But…


The second apparition appears.
Witches
He will not commanded.
2nd Apparition:Be bloody, bold and resolute.


None of woman born shall harm Macbeth.


The second apparition departs.

Macbeth:
Then live Macduff; what need I fear of thee?

But yet I’ll make assurance double sure

And take a bond of fate. Thou shalt not live!

The third apparition appears 

Witches
Listen but speak not to’t

3rd Apparition:
Macbeth shall never vanquished be, until


Great Birnam Wood to high Dunsinane Hill


Shall come against him.


The third apparition departs.

Macbeth:
That will never be.


Yet my heart


Throbs to know one thing; shall Banquo’s


Issue ever


Reign in this Kingdom?

All Witches:
Seek to know no more.

Macbeth:
Deny me this and an eternal curse fall on you. Let me know

Witch 2
Show!

Witch 3
Show

Witch 1
Show

Witches
Show his eyes and grieve his heart, Come like shadows, so depart.


The witches disappear.  Lennox enters.

Macbeth:
Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo. Thy crown does sear mine eyeballs. Filthy hags..what is this so….I did hear


The galloping of horse – 

Lennox:
‘Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word,


Macduff is fled to England.

Macbeth:
Fled to England?

Lennox:
Ay, my good lord. What’s your grace’s will?
Macbeth:
Saw you the weird sisters?....Came they not by you?

The castle of Macduff I will surprise,


Seize upon Fife, give to th’edge o’th’ sword


His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls


That trace him in his line. No boasting like a fool, this deed I’ll do before this purpose cool.
___________________________________________________
Malcolm:
What’s the newest grief?

Macduff:
My children too?

Ross:
Wife, children, servants, all that could be found.

Macduff:
My wife killed too?

Ross:
I have said.

Macduff:
He has no children.  All my pretty ones?


Did you say all? – O hell-kite! – All?


What, all my pretty chickens and their dam


At one fell swoop?

Malcolm:
Let grief convert to anger;


Our lack is nothing but our leave.

Our power is ready.

Macbeth is ripe for shaking and the powers above put on their instruments!

During this speech members of the chorus enter

L.Macbeth:
Out, damned spot!  Out, I say!  One, two why then is time to do’t. Hell is murky! What need we fear? Who know’s it? Yet who would have thought the old man to have had so much blood in him…

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…. Here’s the smell of the blood still. All the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. Wash your hands, put on your night-gown, look not so pale, I tell you yet again, Banquo’s buried, he cannot come out on’s grave.
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…

_______________________________________________
Enter Servant.

Macbeth:
Bring me no more reports, let them fly all: Till Birnan Wood remove Dunsinane I cannot taint with fear. The devil damn thee black, thou cream faced loon. Where’s got’st thou that goose-look?

A scream - offstage

What is that noise?


I have almost forgot the taste of fears.

Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts,


Cannot once start me.

Macbeth:
Wherefore was that cry?

Servant:
The queen, my lord, is dead.

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!


A soldier approaches, hesitantly.

Soldier:
Gracious my lord.

Macbeth:
Thy story – quickly!

Soldier:
As I did stand my watch upon the hill


I looked toward Birnam and anon methought


The wood began to move.

Macbeth:
I begin to doubt 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!

He draws his sword and moves, with soldiers behind, into battle.

What’s he


That was not born of woman?  Such a one


Am I to fear, or none.

______________________________________________________
Macduff:
Turn, hellhound, turn!

Macbeth:
(turning) 

Get thee back; my soul is too much charged


With blood of thine already,


Thou losest labour:


I bear a charmèd life, which must not yield


To one of woman born.

Macduff:
Despair thy charm;


Macduff was from his mother’s womb


Untimely ripped.

Macbeth:
I’ll not fight with thee.

Macduff:
Then yield thee, coward!

Macbeth:
I will not yield


To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet!


Yet I will try the last. Before my body


I throw my warlike shield.  Lay on, Macduff;


And damned be he him that first cries, ‘Hold, enough!’

Macduff:
Hail, King! For so thou art.

Macduff takes Malcolm’s arm and raises it above his head.



Hail, Malcolm, 

All:

Hail, Malcolm, 

END
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