How is the character of Macbeth presented?

	Heroic
	Ruthless
	Ambitious
	Insecure
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	Brave
	Violent
	Conflicted
	Erratic
	

	Determined
	Decisive
	Hesitant
	Cruel
	

	Valiant
	Loyal
	Submissive
	Tyrannical
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Act 1, Scene 2
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Act 1, Scene 3
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Act 1, Scene 4
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Act 1, Scene 5
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Act 2, Scene 1
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Act 3, Scene 4
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Act 5, Scene 5
How is the character of Lady Macbeth presented?

	Ambitious
	Resolute
	Forceful
	Deceitful
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	Persuasive
	Assertive
	Determined
	Untrustworthy
	

	Manipulative
	Confident
	Controlling
	Irrational
	

	Intelligent
	Calculating 
	Influential
	Regretful
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Act 1, Scene 5
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Act 1, Scene 5
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Act 1, Scene 7
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Act 2, Scene 2
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Act 5, Scene 1

[image: ]
Act 5, Scene 5
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Macbeth
If chance will have me king, why chance may crown me
Without my stir.
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Macbeth
[Aside] The Prince of Cumberland: that is a step
On which T must fall down, or else o’erleap,
50 For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires,
Let not light see my black and deep desires,
The eye wink at the hand. Yet let that be,
‘Which the eye fears when it is done to see. [Exit
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Macbeth
If it were done when 'tis done, then "twere well
It were done quickly. If th'assassination
Could trammel up the consequence and catch
‘With his surcease, success, that but this blow
Might be the be-all and the end-all—here,
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,
We'd jump the life to come. But in these cases,
‘We still have judgement here that we but teach
Bloody instructions, which being taught, return
To plague th'inventor. This even-handed justice
Commends th'ingredience of our poison'd chalice
To our own lips. He’s here in double trust:
First, as [ 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.
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Macbeth
Avaunt and quit my sight! Let the earth hide thee!
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold;
s5 Thou hast no speculation in those eyes
Which thou dost glare with.
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Macbeth
If thou speak’st false,

Upon the next tree shall thou hang alive

Till famine cling thee if thy speech be sooth,
40 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
15 Comes toward Dunsinane. Arm, arm, and out!
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Glamis thou art, and Cawdor, and shalt be
15 What thou art promis'd; yet do I 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. What thou wouldst highly,
20 That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play false,

And yet wouldst wrongly win. Thou'dst have, great

Glamis,
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20

Lady Macbeth
Give him tending,

He brings great news. Exit Attendant
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 topfull

Of direst cruelty; make thick my blood,

Stop up th'access and passage to remorse

That no compunctious visitings of nature

Shake my fell purpose nor keep peace between

Theffect and it. Come to my woman’s breasts

And take my milk for gall, you murd’ring 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 sce not the wound it makes,

Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark,

To cry, ‘Hold, hold”

Enter Macbeth

Great Glamis, worthy Cawdor,
Greater than both by the all-hail hereafter,
Thy letters have transported me beyond
‘This ignorant present, and I feel now
‘The future in the instant.
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1f we should fail?
Lady Macbeth
We fail?
60 But screw your courage to the sticking-place,
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is asleep,
Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard journey
Soundly invite him, his two chamberlains
‘Will I with wine and wassail so convince
&5 That memory, the warder of the brain,
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason
Alimbeck only. When in swinish sleep
Their drenched natures lies as in a death,
What cannot you and I perform upon
70 Th'unguarded Duncan? What not put upon
His spongy officers, who shall bear the guilt
Of our great quell?
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Macbeth
This is a sorry sight.
Lady Macbeth
A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight.
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Lady Macbeth
Out, damned spot! Out, I say! One, two. Why then ’tis
time to do't. Hell is murky. Fie, my lord, fie, a soldier,
and afeard? What need we fear who knows it, when
none can call our power to account? Yet who would
have thought the old man to have had so much blood in
him?
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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
20 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
25 And then is heard no more. It is a tale
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Captain
Doubtful it stood,

As two spent swimmers that do cling together

And choke their art. The merciless Macdonald—

‘Worthy to be a rebel, for to that

‘The multiplying villainies of nature

Do swarm upon him—from the Western Isles

Of kerns and galloglasses 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—

ining Fortune, with his brandish'd steel,

Which smok'd with bloody execution,

Like Valour’s minion carvid out his passage

Till he fac'd the slave,

‘Which ne’er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him,

Till he unseam’d him from the nave to th’chaps

And fix'd his head upon our battlements.
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Macbeth
Stay, you imperfect speakers. Tell me more.
By Finel’s death, I know [ am Thane of Glamis,
But how of Cawdor? The Thane of Cawdor lives
A prosperous gentleman, and to be king
Stands not within the prospect of belief,
No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence
You owe this strange intelligence, or why
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way
With such prophetic greeting? Spealk, I charge you.




