Enter a Messenger

Macbeth:
Thou com’st to use thy tongue; thy story quickly

Messenger:
Gracious my lord,

I should report that which I say I saw,

But know not how to do’t.

Macbeth:
Well, say, sir.

Messenger:
As I did stand my watch upon the hill,

I look’d toward Birnan, and anon methought

The wood began to move

Macbeth:
Liar and slave!

Messenger:
Let me endure your wrath, if’t be not so

Within this three mile 

May you see it coming;

I say, a moving grove

Malcolm:
What's the newest grief?

Ross:

That of an hour's age doth hiss the speaker;

Each minute teems a new one.

Macduff:
How does my wife?

Ross:

Why, well.

Macduff:
And all my children?

Ross:

Well too.

Macduff:
The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace?

Ross:

No, they were well at peace when I did leave 'em.

Macduff:
Be not a niggard of your speech. How goest?

Calphurnia:
What mean you, Caesar? Think you to walk forth?


You shall not stir out of your house today.

Caesar:
Caesar shall forth. The things that threatened me


Ne’er looked but on my back; when they sall see


The face of Caesar, they are vanishèd.

Calphurnia:
Caesar, I never stood on ceremonies,


Yet now they fright me. There is one within,


Besides the things that we have heard and seen,


Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch.


A lioness hath whelpèd in the streets,


And graves have yawned and yielded up their dead;


Fierce fiery warriors fought upon the clouds


In ranks and squadrons and right form of war,


Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol;


The noise of battle hurtled in the air,


Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan,


And ghosts did shriek and squeal about the streets.


O Caesar, these things are beyond all use,


And I do fear for them.

Caesar:
What can be avoided


Whose end is purposed by the mighty gods?


Yet Caesar shall go forth; for these predictions


Are to the world in general as to Caesar.
Honey (the worse for wear, half asleep, still sick, weak, still staggering a little … vaguely, in something of a dream world): Bells. Ringing. I’ve been 

hearing bells.

George:
Jesus!

Honey:

I couldn’t sleep … for the bells. Ding-dong, bong … it woke me 

up. What time is it?

George:
Don’t bother me.

Honey:
I was asleep, and the bells started … they BOOMED! Poe-bells 

… they were Poe-bells … Bing-bing-bong-BOOM!

George:
BOOM!

Honey:
I was asleep, and I was dreaming of … something … and I heard 

the sounds coming, and I didn’t know what it was.

George:
It was the sound of bodies …

Honey:
And I didn’t  want to wake up but the sound kept coming …

George:
… go back to sleep …

Honey:
… and it FRIGHTENED ME!

George:
I’m going to get you Martha.

Honey:
And it was so … cold. The wind was … the wind was so cold! 

And I was lying somewhere, and the covers kept slipping away 

from me, and I didn’t want them to …

George:
Somehow, Martha.

Honey:
… and there was someone there … !

George:
There was no one there.

Honey:
And I didn’t want someone there … I .. was … naked …!

George:
You don’t know what’s going on, do you?

Honey:
I DON’T WANT ANY … NO …!

George:
You don’t know what’s being going on round here while you 

have been having your snoozette, do you?

Honey:
NO! … I DON’T WANT ANY … I DON’T WANT THEM. … GO ‘WAY… 



(Begins to cry) … I DON’T WANT … ANY … CHILDREN. I don’t want any 

children. I’m afraid. I don’t want to be hurt … PLEASE!

George:
I should have known.

Honey:
What! What?

George:
I should have known … the whole business … the headaches … the whining 

… the …

Honey:
What are you talking about?

Keeper:
Why looks your grace so heavily to-day?

Clarence:
O, I have pass'd a miserable night, 



So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights, 


That, as I am a Christian faithful man, 


I would not spend another such a night 


Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days,


-- So full of dismal terror was the time!

Keeper:
What was your dream, my lord? I pray you tell me.


Clarence:
O Lord, methought what pain it was to drown! 




What dreadful noise of waters in my ears! 




What sights of ugly death within my eyes! 




Methoughts I saw a thousand fearful wrecks; 




A thousand men that fishes gnaw'd upon; 




Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 




Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels, 




All scatt'red in the bottom of the sea: 




Some lay in dead men's skulls; and in the holes 




Where eyes did once inhabit there were crept,




As 'twere in scorn of eyes,--reflecting gems, 




That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep, 




And mock'd the dead bones that lay scatter'd by.
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