Speech 1
Act 1, Scene 3 (edited)
MACBETH
[Aside]
Two truths are told,
As happy prologues to the swelling act
Of the imperial theme.*
This supernatural soliciting
Cannot be ill, cannot be good.*
My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastical,
Shakes so my single state of man
That function is smothered in surmise,
And nothing is, but what is not.
* edited line
Speech 2
Act 3 Scene 1 (edited)
MACBETH
To be thus is nothing, but to be safely thus:
Our fears in Banquo stick deep,
And in his royalty of nature reigns that
Which would be feared. 'Tis much he dares.
*He chid the sisters
When first they put the name of king upon me,
And bade them speak to him: then prophet-like
They hailed him father to a line of kings:
Upon my head they placed a fruitless crown,
No son of mine succeeding. If 't be so,
For Banquo's issue have I filed my mind:
For them the gracious Duncan have I murdered:
Put rancours in the vessel of my peace.
Rather than so, come fate into the list,
And champion me to th’utterance!
* edited line
Speech 3
Act 4 Scene 1 (edited)
A show of eight kings and Banquo last with a glass in his hand
MACBETH
Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo: down!
And thy hair is like the first:
A third is like the former. – Filthy hags,
Why do you show me this? – A fourth? Start, eyes!
Another yet? A seventh? I'll see no more:
And yet the eighth appears.
Horrible sight!

Speech 4
Act 5 Scene 8
MACBETH
I will not yield,
To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet,
And to be baited with the rabble’s curse.
30Though Birnam Wood be come to Dunsinane,
And thou opposed, being of no woman born,
Yet I will try the last. Before my body
I throw my warlike shield. Lay on, Macduff,
And damned be him that first cries, “Hold, enough!”

