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ACT 111
Scene 17

Along table is set up with many chairs (maybe the
table isn’'t physicalized). Perhaps only 2 noves
chairs, perhaps 2 and 3. Wien it is set up and
Macbeth is al one on stage, he speaks as if to an
assenbly, yet no one else is there.

MACBETH (1)
You know your own degrees; sit down: at first
And | ast the hearty wel cone.
Qurself wll mngle with society,
And play the hunbl e host.

Lady Macbeth enters.
Qur hostess keeps her state, but in best tine
W will require her wel cone.

She sits.

LADY MACBETH (3)
Pronounce it for ne, sir, to all our friends;
For ny heart speaks they are wel cone.

Murderer enters, lingers at the edge of the space.
Murderer is now played by 2, but has the sane
nmovenent, voice, and mannerisns as 3's Mirderer

MACBETH (1)
See, they encounter thee with their hearts’ thanks.
Both sides are even: here I’'Il sit i’ the mdst:
Be large in mrth; anon we' |l drink a nmeasure

The tabl e round.

He goes to the Miurderer.
There’s bl ood on thy face.

MURDERER ( 2)
"tis Banquo’ s then.

MACBETH (1)
| s he dispatch’ d?

MURDERER ( 2)
My lord, his throat is cut; that | did for him

MACBETH (1)
Thou art the best o' the cut-throats: yet he s good
That did the like for Fleance: if thou didst it,
Thou art the nonpareil
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MURDERER ( 2)
Most royal sir,
Fl eance is ' scaped.

MACBETH (1)
Then conmes ny fit again: | had el se been perfect,
Whol e as the marble, founded as the rock,
As broad and general as the casing air:
But now | amcabin’ d, cribb’ d, confined, bound in
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo' s safe?

MURDERER ( 2)
Ay, ny good lord: safe in a ditch he bides,
Wth twenty trenched gashes on his head;
The | east a death to nature.

MACBETH (1)
Thanks for that:
There the grown serpent lies; the wormthat's fled
Hath nature that in time will venom breed,
No teeth for the present. Get thee gone: tonorrow
W' || hear, ourselves, again.

Mur derer exits.

LADY MACBETH ( 3)
My royal |ord,
You do not give the cheer: the feast is sold
That is not often vouch’d, while "tis a-naking,
"Tis given with welcone: to feed were best at hone;
From thence the sauce to neat is cerenony,;
Meeting were bare without it.

MACBETH (1)
Sweet renenbrancer!
Now, good digestion wait on appetite,
And heal th on bot h!

LADY MACBETH (3)
May' t pl ease your highness sit.

MACBETH (1)
Here had we now our country’s honour roof’d,
Were the graced person of our Banquo present;
Wio may | rather chall enge for unkindness
Than pity for m schance!

Banquo enters, does not sit, and 1 does not see 2.
Banquo directly addresses the audience.

BANQUO ( 2)
Fair is foul and unkindness is kindness. Macbeth, in
hi s ki ndness, professes ne unkind for an absence he

( MORE)
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BANQUO (2) (cont’d)
hi msel f doth nake. A toast, a toast, let us drink o
the mlk so that we all may be kind |ike Macbet h.

This is a tonal change, isn't it. W’ ve broken fromthe
text before, but this is nore...direct, isn't it. Not
full of poetry or grace, not lyrical or spherical,

poi nting out the diabolical that we all already see,
and yes, it is fascinating to note that the word
"kindness’ is only used once and descri bes Macbeth, and
"unki ndness’ only once and derides nme. And that the
speakers are, respectively, Lady M and Maccers

t hensel ves. But does this dramaturgy really have a
place in this script? Does ny entrance really add
anything to the play?

So maybe it doesn’'t. So maybe | just wasn’'t ready to

| eave yet.

This is a play about the struggle between two and
t hr ee.

And so that | don't |oose all of ny enigma, | wll

|l eave it at that.

Banquo remai ns on stage but not in the scene. The
only one sitting is Lady M

LADY MACBETH (3)
Pl ease’t your highness
To grace us with your royal conpany.

MACBETH (1)
The table’'s full.

LADY MACBETH ( 3)
Here is a place reserved, sir.

MACBETH (1)
VWher e?

LADY MACBETH ( 3)
Here, ny good lord. Wiat is’t that noves your hi ghness?

Banquo says "What is’'t that noves your hi ghness?"
with Lady M Macbeth delivers the next line to his
hands.

MACBETH (1)
Wi ch of you have done this?
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LADY MACBETH (3)
[ What - - ?

Brings hands to self.

MACBETH (1)
Thou canst not say | did it: never shake
Thy gory | ocks at ne.

LADY MACBETH ( 3)
--my good | ord--

MACBETH (1)
Gentl enen, rise: his highness is not well!

LADY MACBETH ( 3)
Sit, worthy friends: nmy lord is often thus,
And hath been fromhis youth: pray you, keep seat;
The fit is nmonmentary; upon a thought
He will again be well: 1f much you note him
You shall offend himand extend his passion:
Feed, and regard himnot. Are you a man?

BANQUO ( 2)
Ok, pause. Another bit of dramaturgy. Note how every
time Macbeth isn’t behaving how Lady Mwants himto,
she does this: questions his manhood.

MACBETH (1)
Ay, and a bold one, that dare | ook on that
VWhi ch m ght appall the devil.

LADY MACBETH ( 3)
O proper stuff!
This is the very painting of your fear:
This is the air-drawn dagger which, you said,
Led you to Duncan. O these flaws and starts,
| npostors to true fear, would well becone
A wonman’s story at a winter’s fire,
Aut hori zed by her grandam Shane itself!
Wiy do you make such faces? Wien all’s done,
You | ook but on a stool.

MACBETH (1)
Prithee, see there! behold! |ook! |o! how say you?
Way, what care 1? If thou canst nod, speak too.
| f charnel -houses and our graves nust send
Those that we bury back, our nonunents
Shall be the maws of Kites.

LADY MACBETH ( 3)
What, quite unmann’d in folly?
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BANQUO ( 2)

Har k, again. Could this, perhaps, be a play about toxic
mascul i nity? Wat, too heavy handed? | know, don’t

spell it out for your audience, trust their
intelligence and acunmen. |I'’msure they ve all realized
at this point that we’'re commentating on gender. But |
think a recent phrase applied to an aged text is a
worthy intervention. | present you with a term you do
t he connecti ng.

| feel 1’ve interrupted sonmething. The poetry, the
subtlety. Although | nean, c’'non, it’s not like it’s
all been so subtle. I nean | gave birth. Ri ght? But

we’ ve shifted since the start, gotten deeper into the
text, trusted the power of the |anguage and our bodi es.
Start to forget where we conme from Start to | oose
ourselves in the | anguage that constricts and rel eases
us. Realizes us. Look, I'mgetting nore poetic.
Language is alluring. Every word is a promi se.

| will | eave now.

Doesn’t. And then does.

MACBETH (1)

LADY

If | stand here, | saw him

Bl ood hath been shed ere now, i’ the olden tine,
Ere human statute purged the gentle weal;

Ay, and since too, murders have been perfornid
Too terrible for the ear: the times have been,
That, when the brains were out, the man woul d di e,
And there an end; but now they rise again,

Wth twenty nortal nurders on their crowns,

And push us fromour stools: this is nore strange
Than such a nurder is.

MACBETH ( 3)
My worthy |ord,
Your noble friends do |ack you.

MACBETH (1)

| do forget.

Do not nuse at ne, ny nost worthy friends,

| have a strange infirmty, which is nothing

To those that know nme. Cone, |ove and health to all
Then I'Il sit down. Gve ne sone wine; fill full

| drink to the general joy o the whole table,

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we ni ss;

Wul d he were here! to all, and him we thirst,

And all to all.

When 1 says ’'Banquo,’ Banquo enters. This tine
Banquo is in the playing space, and 1 sees 2.
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LADY

Avaunt! and quit nmy sight! let the earth hide thee!
Thy bones are marrowl ess, thy blood is cold;

Thou hast no speculation in those eyes

Whi ch thou dost glare wth!

MACBETH ( 3)

Think of this, good peers,

But as a thing of custom ’'tis no other;
Only it spoils the pleasure of the tine.

MACBETH (1)

What man dare, | dare

Approach thou |like the rugged Russi an bear,
The arm d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger;
Take any shape but that, and ny firm nerves
Shall never trenble: or be alive again,

And dare nme to the desert with thy sword;

If trenbling I inhabit then, protest ne

The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow
Unreal nockery, hence!

Banquo turns sharply, exits the scene, directly
addr esses us.

BANQUO ( 2)

| said that every word is a promse. | do not entirely
know what | nmeant. It sounded true to ne in the way
that certain words sound true together.

| know that | have conplicated and unorigi nal thoughts
on 'promse.’” A wrd that predicts the future, and is
always a lie. Apromseis awsh. Astrong wish. O a
goal . Why bot her having a word that guarantees the
unguar ent eeabl e? Except that of course sonetines a
prom se shapes the outcone it clains to predict.

| am bored by this line of thought and will now abandon
it. I prom se.

| think I’m being annoying. The dead often are. It’s
just that 1've started talking and I'’mnot sure that if
| stop | won’'t be gone. That is | feel erased. | do not
W sh to exist sinply as a foil for Macbeths. O as a
fignment of his highness” quilt.

In that voice:
You | adi es know what |’ mtal ki ng about, huh?

Back to normal tone:
Too heavy handed again? I'’msorry. | don't really know
how to do this. Help.

Hel p nme. Pl ease hel p.
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| f anyone does anything, 2 can inprovise
accordingly. If not, she waits until her hope
snaps, and then | eaves.

MACBETH (1)
Wiy, so: bei ng gone,
| ama nman again. Pray you, sit still.

LADY MACBETH (3)
You have di splaced the mrth, broke the good neeting,
Wth nost admred disorder.

MACBETH (1)
Can such things be,
And overcone us |ike a sumrer’s cloud,
Wt hout our special wonder? You nake ne strange
Even to the disposition that | owe,
When now | think you can behold such sights,
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks,
When mne is blanched with fear.

LADY MACBETH ( 3)
At once, good night:
Stand not upon the order of your going,
But go at once. A kind goodnight to all!

1 and 3 watch the guests | eave. When they are
al one:

MACBETH (1)
It will have bl ood; they say, blood will have bl ood:
St ones have been known to nove and trees to speak;
Augur s and understood rel ati ons have
By magot - pi es and choughs and rooks brought forth
The secret’st man of blood. Wat is the night?

LADY MACBETH ( 3)
Al nost at odds with norning, which is which.

MACBETH (1)
How say’ st thou, that Macduff denies his person
At our great bidding?

LADY MACBETH ( 3)
Did you send to him sir?

MACBETH (1)
I will tonorrow,
And betines | will, to the wayard sisters:
More shall they speak; for now | am bent to know,
By the worst neans, the worst. For m ne own good,

Al'l causes shall give way: | amin bl ood
Stepp’d in so far that, should | wade no nore,
( MORE)
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MACBETH (1) (cont’d)
Returning were as tedious as go O’ er:
Strange things | have in head, that will to hand,
Whi ch nust be acted ere they may be scann’ d.

LADY MACBETH (3)
You | ack the season of all natures, sleep.

MACBETH (1)
Conme, we’'ll to sleep. My strange and sel f - abuse
s the initiate fear that wants hard use:

We are yet but young in deed.



