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ACTOR 3:  MACDUFF SIDE  
	
MACDUFF 
What	concern	they?	
The	general	cause?	or	is	it	a	fee-grief	
Due	to	some	single	breast?	
	
ROSS 
No	mind	that's	honest	
But	in	it	shares	some	woe;	though	the	main	part	
Pertains	to	you	alone.	
	
MACDUFF 
If	it	be	mine,	
Keep	it	not	from	me,	quickly	let	me	have	it.	
	
ROSS 
Your	castle	is	surprised;	your	wife	and	babes	
Savagely	slaughter'd:	to	relate	the	manner,	
Were,	on	the	quarry	of	these	murder'd	deer,	
To	add	the	death	of	you.	
	
MALCOLM 
Merciful	heaven!	
What,	man!	ne'er	pull	your	hat	upon	your	brows;	
Give	sorrow	words:	the	grief	that	does	not	speak	
Whispers	the	o'er-fraught	heart	and	bids	it	break.	
	
MACDUFF 
My	children	too?	
	
ROSS 
Wife,	children,	servants,	all	
That	could	be	found.	
	
MACDUFF 
And	I	must	be	from	thence!	
My	wife	kill'd	too?	
	
ROSS 
I	have	said.	
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MALCOLM 
Be	comforted:	
Let's	make	us	medicines	of	our	great	revenge,	
To	cure	this	deadly	grief.	
	
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 
Dispute	it	like	a	man.	
	
MACDUFF 
I	shall	do	so;	
But	I	must	also	feel	it	as	a	man:	
I	cannot	but	remember	such	things	were,	
That	were	most	precious	to	me.	Did	heaven	look	on,	
And	would	not	take	their	part?	Sinful	Macduff,	
They	were	all	struck	for	thee!	naught	that	I	am,	
Not	for	their	own	demerits,	but	for	mine,	
Fell	slaughter	on	their	souls.	Heaven	rest	them	now!	
	
MALCOLM 
Be	this	the	whetstone	of	your	sword:	let	grief	
Convert	to	anger;	blunt	not	the	heart,	enrage	it.	
	
MACDUFF 
O,	I	could	play	the	woman	with	mine	eyes	
And	braggart	with	my	tongue!	But,	gentle	heavens,	
Cut	short	all	intermission;	front	to	front	
Bring	thou	this	fiend	of	Scotland	and	myself;	
Within	my	sword's	length	set	him;	if	he	'scape,	
Heaven	forgive	him	too!	
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ACTOR 3:  MACDUFF CALLBACK 1 
 
 
MACDUFF  

Not in the legions 
Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn'd 
In evils to top Macbeth. 

 
MALCOLM  

I grant him bloody, 
Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful, 
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, and my desire 
All continent impediments would o'erbear 
That did oppose my will: better Macbeth 
Than such an one to reign. 

 
MACDUFF  

Boundless intemperance 
In nature is a tyranny; it hath been 
The untimely emptying of the happy throne 
And fall of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours: you may 
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty, 
And yet seem cold, the time you may so hoodwink. 
We have willing dames enough: there cannot be 
That vulture in you, to devour so many 
As will to greatness dedicate themselves, 
Finding it so inclined. 

 
MALCOLM  

 
   Were I king, 
I should cut off the nobles for their lands, 
Desire his jewels and this other's house: 
And my more-having would be as a sauce 
To make me hunger more; that I should forge 
Quarrels unjust against the good and loyal, 
Destroying them for wealth.  Nay, had I power, I should 
Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell, 
Uproar the universal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 
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MACDUFF  

O Scotland, Scotland! 

MALCOLM  

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, 
With an untitled tyrant bloody-scepter'd, 
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again, 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accursed, 
And does blaspheme his breed? Thy royal father 
Was a most sainted king: the queen that bore thee, 
Oftener upon her knees than on her feet, 
Died every day she lived. Fare thee well! 
These evils thou repeat'st upon thyself 
Have banish'd me from Scotland. O my breast, 
Thy hope ends here! 
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ACTOR 3:  SERGEANT CALLBACK 1 
 
SERGEANT  

Doubtful it stood; 
As two spent swimmers, that do cling together 
And choke their art. The merciless Macdonwald-- 
Worthy to be a rebel, is supplied, 
And fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling, 
Show'd like a rebel's whore: but all's too weak: 
For brave Macbeth--well he deserves that name-- 
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish'd steel, 
Which smoked with bloody execution, 
Like valor's minion carved out his passage 
Till he faced the slave; 
Which ne'er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him, 
Till he unseam'd him from the nave to the chaps, 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 

 
 
 
  


