
Macbeth – Sane or insane? 

 
Show’d like a rebel’s whore: but all’s too weak; 
For brave Macbeth (well he deserves that name), 
(I, ii, 15-6) 
 
[Aside] This supernatural soliciting 
Cannot be ill; cannot be good:— 
If ill, why […] 
If good, why […] 
(I, iii, 130-4) 
 
[Aside] If Chance will have me King, why, Chance 
may crown me, 
Without my stir. 
 (I, iii, 142-4) 
 
[Aside] The Prince of Cumberland!—That is a step 
On which I must fall down, or else o’erleap, 
For in my way it lies. 
(I, iv, 48-50) 
 
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 end-all—here, 
(I, vii, 1-5) 
 
First, as I am his kinsman and his subject, 
Strong both against the deed; then, as his host, 
Who should against his murtherer shut the door, 
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angles, trumpet-tongu’d, against 
The deep damnation of his taking-off; 
(I, vii, 13-20) 
 
We will proceed no further in this business: 
(I, vii, 31) 
 
Is this a dagger, which I see before me, 
The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee:— 
[…] 
To feeling, as to sight? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind, a false creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain? 
(II, i, 33-9) 



 

Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtain’d sleep: 
(II, i, 50-1) 
 
I go, and it is done: the bell invites me. 
(II, i, 62) 
 
I have done the deed.—Didst thou not hear a noise? 
(II, ii, 14) 
 
List’ning their fear, I could not say, ‘Amen’, 
When they did say, ‘God bless us.’ 
When they did say, ‘God bless us.’ Consider it not so deeply. 
(II, ii, 28-9) 
 
Methought, I heard a voice cry, ‘Sleep no more! 
Macbeth does murther Sleep,’—the innocent Sleep; 
[…] 
Still it cried, ‘Sleep no more!’ to all the house: 
‘Glamis hath murther’d Sleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no more!’ 
(II, ii, 34-42) 
 
You do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So brainsickly of things. Go get some water, 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand.— 
(II, ii, 44-6) 
 
For it must seem their guilt. Whence is that knocking?— 
How is’t with me, when every noise appals me? 
What hands are here? Ha! they pluck out mine eyes. 
Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hand? No, […] 
(II, ii, 56-60) 
 
A little water clears us of this deed: 
How easy is it then! Your constancy 
Hath left you unattended.—[…] 
And show us to be watchers.—Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
(II, ii, 66-71) 
 
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 fear’d: ‘tis much he dares; 
[…]  There is none but he 
Whose being I do fear: […] 
They hail’d him father to a line of kings: 
Upon my head they plac’d a fruitless crown, 
(III, i, 47-61) 



 

We have scorch’d the snake, not kill’d it: 
(III, ii, 13) 
 
It is concluded: Banquo, thy soul’s flight, 
If it find Heaven, must find it out to-night. 
(III, i, 140-1) 
 
O! full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife! 
(III, ii, 36) 
 
Hath rung Night’s yawning peal, there shall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 
A deed of dreadful note. What’s to be done? 
Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed. 
(III, ii, 43-6) 
 
Most royal Sir … Fleance is scap’d. 
Then comes my fit again: I had else been perfect; 
(III, iv, 19-20) 
 
The table’s full. 
The table’s full. Here is a place reserv’d, Sir. 
Where? 
Here my good Lord. What is’t that moves your Highness? 
(III, iv, 44-7) 
 
(And betimes I will) to the Weïrd Sisters: 
More shall they speak; for now I am bent to know, 
By the worst means, the worst. For mine own good, 
All causes shall give way: I am in blood 
Stepp’d in so far, that, should I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o’er. 
(III, iv, 132-7) 
 
The castle of Macduff I will surprise; 
Seize upon Fife; give to th’edge o’th’sword 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls 
That trace him in his line. No boasting like a fool; 
This deed I’ll do, before this purpose cool: 
(IV, i, 150-4) 
 
Yet here’s a spot. 
Hark! she speaks […] 
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?—[…] 
The Thane of Fife had a wife: where is she 
now?—What, will these hands ne’er be clean?— 
No more o’that, my Lord, no more o’that: you mar 
all with this starting. […] 



 

Here’s the smell of the blood still: all the  
perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. 
Oh! oh! oh! 
[…] 
This disease is beyond my practice 
[…] 
Wash your hands, put on your night-gown; 
look not so pale.—I tell you yet again, Banquo’s 
buried: he cannot come out on’s grave. 
[…] 
To bed, to bed: there’s knocking at the gate. 
Come, come, come, come, give me your hand. 
What’s done cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed. 
(V, i, 30-65) 
 
Protest their first of manhood. What does the tyrant? 
Great Dunsinane he strongly fortifies. 
Some say he’s mad; 
(V, ii, 11-3) 
 
Bring me no more reports; let them fly all: 
Till Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane, 
I cannot taint with fear. What’s the boy Malcolm? 
Was he not born of woman? 
(V, iii, 1-4) 
 
I’ll fight, till from my bones my flesh be hack’d. 
(V, iii, 32) 
 
Cannot once start me. Wherefore was that cry? 
The Queen, my Lord, is dead. 
She should have died hereafter: 
There would have been a time for such a word.— 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
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, 
And then is heard no more: it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifying nothing. 
(V, v, 15-28) 
 
They have tied me to a stake: I cannot fly, 
But, bear-like, I must fight the course.—What’s he 
That was not born of woman? Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 
(V, vii, 1-4) 
 



 

 
‘Here may you see the tyrant.’ I will not yield, 
To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet, 
And to be baited with the rabble’s curse. 
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane, 
And thou oppos’d, being of no woman born, 
Yet I will try the last: before my body 
I throw my warlike shield: lay on, Macduff; 
And damn’d be him that first cries, ‘Hold, enough!’ 
(V, viii, 27-34)  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
That tears shall drown the wind.—I have no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o’erleaps itself 
And falls on th’other— 
(I, vii, 25-8) 
 
Thriftless Ambition, that will ravin up 
Thine own life’s means 
(II, iv, 28-9) 

 


