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SHAKESPEARIENCE! 
 

Swords, Scenes & Soliloquies 
 

MACBETH 
Act III, scene 4: Murderer, Lennox, Ross, Macbeth, Lady Macbeth & 

Ghost of Banquo + company 
 

MACBETH 
At first and last the hearty welcome. 
 
LORDS (including Lennox, Ross) 
Thanks to your majesty. 
 
[MURDERER appears at the door] 
 
MACBETH 
Be large in mirth; anon we'll drink a measure the table round. 
 
[Approaching the door] 
There's blood on thy face. 
 
MURDERER 
'Tis Banquo's then. 
 
MACBETH 
Is he dispatch'd? 
 
MURDERER 
My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for him. 
 
MACBETH 
Thou art the best o' the cut-throats. 
 
MURDERER 
Most royal sir, Fleance is 'scaped. 
 
MACBETH 
I had else been perfect, but now I am cabin'd, cribb'd, confined, bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo's safe? 
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SECOND MURDERER 
Ay, my good lord: safe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gashes on his head. 
 
MACBETH 
Thanks for that: Get thee gone.  [Exit Murderer] 
 
LADY MACBETH 
My royal lord, you do not give the cheer:  
 
MACBETH 
Sweet remembrancer! Now, good digestion wait on appetite, 
And health on both! 
 
LENNOX 
May't please your highness sit. 
 
MACBETH 
Here had we now our country's honour roof'd, 
Were the graced person of our Banquo present. 
 
ROSS 
His absence, sir, lays blame upon his promise. Please't your highness 
To grace us with your royal company. 
 
MACBETH 
The table's full. 
 
LENNOX 
Here is a place reserved, sir. 
 
MACBETH 
Where? 
 
LENNOX 
Here, my good lord. [Ghost rises and faces Macbeth] 
What is't that moves your highness? 
 
MACBETH  
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Which of you have done this? 
 
Lords 
What, my good lord? 
 
MACBETH 
Thou canst not say I did it: never shake thy gory locks at me! 
 
ROSS 
Gentlemen, rise: his highness is not well. 
 
LADY MACBETH 
Sit, worthy friends: my lord is often thus, 
The fit is momentary; upon a thought he will again be well.  
Are you a man? 
 
MACBETH 
If I stand here, I saw him. 
 
LADY MACBETH 
Fie, for shame! 
[returning to the lords] My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. 
 
MACBETH 
I do forget.  Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends, 
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing…. 
To those that know me.  
I drink to the general joy o' the whole table, 
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss; 
 
LORDS 
Our duties and the pledge. 
 
[Re-enter GHOST OF BANQUO] 
 
MACBETH 
Avaunt! and quit my sight! let the earth hide thee! 
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Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold;	Thou	hast	no	speculation	in	
those	eyes	Which	thou	dost	glare	with!!	Hence, horrible shadow!!     
Unreal mockery, hence! 

[GHOST OF BANQUO vanishes] 
 
Why, so: being gone, 
I am a man again. Pray you, sit still. 
 
LADY MACBETH 
You have displaced the mirth, broke the good meeting, 
With most admired disorder. 
 
MACBETH 
Can such things be, 
Now I think you can behold such sights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine is blanched with fear. 
 
ROSS 
What sights, my lord? 
 
LADY MACBETH 
I pray you, speak not; he grows worse and worse; 
At once, good night: 
Stand not upon the order of your going, but go at once! 
 
LENNOX 
Good night; and better health attend his majesty! 
 
[Exeunt all but MACBETH and LADY MACBETH] 
 
LADY MACBETH 
A kind good night to all! 
 
MACBETH 
It will have blood; they say, blood will have blood. 
I’ll tomorrow to the weird sisters. I am bent to know    
By the worst means, the worst.  
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LADY MACBETH 
You lack the season of all natures, sleep. 
 
MACBETH 
We are yet but young in deed.   
	


