Gothic Macbeth

Key Quotations:

Act 1:

Ii    The Heath

Ii    Fair is foul, and foul is fair

      Hover through the fog and filthy air

Iii   “…his brandished steel / which smoked with bloody execution

Iii  “…Go pronounce his present death”

Iiii   “All hail, Macbeth! That shalt be King hereafter”

Iiii   “the insane root, that makes the reason prisoner” 

Iiii    witch has been “killing swine”

Iiv    “I’ll be myself the harbinger”

Iiv     “Stars, hide your fires / Let not light see my black and deep       

                              desires”

Iv     Fill me from the crown to the toe top-full / Of direst cruelty

Iv     Pour my spirits in thine ear

Iv     Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark

Iv     unsex me here

Iv     too full o’ the milk of human kindness

Iv      raven

Iv      Look like the innocent flower / but be the serpent under it

Ivi     This castle hath a pleasant seat = naivety, ironic

Ivii
Upon this bank and shoal of time / We’d jump the life to come

Ivii
virtues will plead like angels

Ivii
vaulting ambition…which…falls

Ivii     kill baby:
pluck'd my nipple from his boneless gums,
                                  And dash'd the brains out,
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IIi
There's husbandry in heaven;
             Their candles are all out.

IIi
the bell

IIi
Is this a dagger which I see before me,

Iii
Pale Hecate's offerings

IIi
a knell / That summons thee to heaven or to hell

IIii
I heard the owl scream and the crickets cry. 

IIii        I have done the deed.

IIii
 'Sleep no more! / Macbeth does murder sleep'

IIii 
the sleeping and the dead  / Are but as pictures:

IIii 
My hands are of your colour; but I shame / To wear a heart so         white.

IIiii
Lamentings heard i' the air; strange screams of death,

II iii
Malcolm! Banquo! / As from your graves rise up,

IIiii     The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood /  Is stopp'd; the       very source of it is stopp'd.

IIiii     His silver skin laced with his golden blood;

           There's daggers in men's smiles:

IIiv  
'tis day,
            And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp:

IIIi           have I filed my mind;

   Fleance his son, that keeps him company,
   Whose absence is no less material to me
   Than is his father's, must embrace the fate
   Of that dark hour.

   It is concluded. Banquo, thy soul's flight,
   If it find heaven, must find it out to-night.

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

· O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife!

· shall be done
A deed of dreadful note.

· Light thickens; and the crow
Makes wing to the rooky wood:

IIIiii

A light, a light!

Enter BANQUO, and FLEANCE with a torch

First Murderer 

Most royal sir,
Fleance is 'scaped.

MACBETH 

Then comes my fit again: I had else been perfect,
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock,
As broad and general as the casing air:
But now I am cabin'd, cribb'd, confined, bound in
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo's safe?

· Thou canst not say I did it: never shake
Thy gory locks at me.

· Avaunt! and quit my sight! let the earth hide thee!

· Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear,

blood will have blood

IIIv  And you all know, security
Is mortals' chiefest enemy.

IVi   -   The Cauldron Scene
· Round about the cauldron go;
In the poison'd entrails throw.

· Eye of newt and toe of frog,

· Liver of blaspheming Jew,

· Finger of birth-strangled babe

· Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire burn and cauldron bubble.

· Say, if thou'dst rather hear it from our mouths,
Or from our masters?

· Seek to know no more.

· Filthy hags!
Why do you show me this? A fourth! Start, eyes!
What, will the line stretch out to the crack of doom?

· Time, thou anticipatest my dread exploits:

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

· the poor wren

· But float upon a wild and violent sea

· He has kill'd me, mother:
Run away, I pray you!

IViii

MALCOLM : Let us seek out some desolate shade, and there
Weep our sad bosoms empty.

MACDUFF 

Let us rather
Hold fast the mortal sword,

Malcolm: I think our country sinks beneath the yoke;
It weeps, it bleeds
black Macbeth
Will seem as pure as snow

MACDUFF 

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

MACDUFF 

This avarice
Sticks deeper, grows with more pernicious root
Than summer-seeming lust

Ross:  Alas, poor country!
Almost afraid to know itself. I
Malcolm:  Let's make us medicines of our great revenge,

Ross: your wife and babes
Savagely slaughter'd:
Vi

Doctor:  this slumbery agitation

LADY MACBETH 

Out, damned spot! 

Doc: My mind she has mated, and amazed my sight.
I think, but dare not speak.

Vii   Menteith: Revenges burn in them;

MACBETH 

Go prick thy face, and over-red thy fear,
Thou lily-liver'd boy. What soldiers, patch?
Death of thy soul! those linen cheeks of thine
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-face?

MACBETH 

I'll fight till from my bones my flesh be hack'd.

Out, out, brief candle!
Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend
That lies like truth:

Blow, wind! come, wrack!
At least we'll die with harness on our back.
Vvi

Make all our trumpets speak; give them all breath,
Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death.

Viii   
· my soul is too much charged
With blood of thine already.

· My voice is in my sword:

· Siward: God's soldier be he!
· Re-enter MACDUFF, with MACBETH's head
King Malcolm:
this dead butcher and his fiend-like queen
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