Macbeth Final Quotes List

Be able to identify the speaker, the connotative meaning of the figurative language as well as the overall significance to the play as a whole. Identify any themes, symbols and motifs relevant to the play.

Act 1

Scene 1

A) Fair is foul, and foul is fair. 
Scene 2

B) Till he unseamed him from the nave to th’ chops,
And fixed his head upon our battlements. 

C) No more that Thane of Cawdor shall deceive 
Our bosom interest: go pronounce his present death,   

         And with his former title greet Macbeth. 
Scene 3

           
D) So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 

E) Present fears 
 Are less than horrible imaginings. 
 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.
F) If chance will have me king, why, chance may crown me, 
Without my stir. 

Scene 4


  
G) There’s no art 
To find the mind’s construction in the face: 

H) The Prince of Cumberland! That is a step 
On which I must fall down, or else o’erleap,

                           For in my way it lies.

Scene 5

I) Yet do I fear thy nature; 
 It is too full o’ th’ milk of human kindness 
To catch the nearest way.

J) Come, you spirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here, 
 And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
 Of direst cruelty! Make thick my blood, 
 Stop up th’ access and passage to remorse, 

K) To beguile the time,
 Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye, 
 Your hand, your tongue: look like th’ innocent flower, 
 But be the serpent under’t.

Scene 7

L) I have no spur 

To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o’erleaps itself 
 And falls on th’ other

M) We will proceed no further in this business: 

N) I have given suck, and know          
How tender ’tis to love the babe that milks me: 

I would, while it was smiling in my face, 

Have plucked my nipple from his boneless gums, 
 And dashed the brains out, had I so sworn as you 
 Have done to this. 

O) Away, and mock the time with fairest show: 

                  False face must hide what the false heart doth know. 
Act 2

Scene 1

P) The moon is down
Q) Is this a dagger which I see before me, 

The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee. 

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible

To feeling as to sight, or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind, a false creation, 

Proceeding from the heat-oppressèd brain? 

R) Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell 

                           That summons thee to heaven, or to hell.   

Scene 2

S) That which hath made them drunk hath made me bold; 
What hath quenched them hath given me fire.

T) Had he not resembled 

My father as he slept, I had done’t. 
U) I could not say “Amen,” 

When they did say “God bless us!” 

V) Methought I heard a voice cry “Sleep no more! 

Macbeth does murder sleep”

W) Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hand? No; this my hand will rather 

The multitudinous seas incarnadine,

Making the green one red. 

X) A little water clears us of this deed: 

Y) Wake Duncan with thy knocking! I would thou couldst! 

Scene 3

Z) Faith, sir, we were carousing till the second cock: and 

drink, sir, is a great provoker of three things. 

AA) Where we are 

There’s daggers in men’s smiles; the near in blood, 

he nearer bloody. 
Act 3
Scene 1 
AB) Thou hast it now: king, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 

As the weird women promised, and I fear 

Thou play’dst most foully for’t.

AC) To be thus is nothing, but to be safely thus—

AD) and though I could

With barefaced power sweep him from my sight 

And bid my will avouch it, yet I must not, 

For certain friends that are both his and mine, 

Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall 

Who I myself struck down:
AE) It is concluded: Banquo, thy soul’s flight, 

If it find heaven, must find it out tonight.

Scene 2
AF) Nought’s had, all’s spent,

Where our desire is got without content: 

’Tis safer to be that which we destroy 

Than by destruction dwell in doubtful joy. 

AG) better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to peace, 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 

In restless ecstasy.

Scene 4
AH) ’Tis better thee without than he within.

AI) There the grown serpent lies; the worm that’s fled
Hath nature that in time will venom breed, 

No teeth for th’ present.
AJ) Thou canst not say I did it. Never shake 

Thy gory locks at me.
AK) It will have blood, they say: blood will have blood. 
AL) I will tomorrow, 

And betimes I will, to the weird 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 

Stepped in so far that, should I wade no more, 

Returning were as tedious as go o’er.
Scene 5
AM) And that distilled by magic sleight

Shall raise such artificial sprites

As by the strength of their illusion 

Shall draw him on to his confusion.
He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear 

His hopes ’bove wisdom, grace, and fear: 

AN) And you all know security

                          Is mortal’s chiefest enemy.     
Scene 6
AO)  Fleance killed,  For Fleance fled.

Act 4

Scene 1
AP)   Double, double, toil and trouble; 

Fire burn and caldron bubble. 

AQ) By the pricking of my thumbs,         
Something wicked this way comes: 

AR) Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! Beware Macduff!
Beware the Thane of Fife. Dismiss me: enough. 

AS)     Be bloody, bold, and resolute! Laugh to scorn 
The pow’r of man, for none of woman born 

Shall harm Macbeth.    

AT) Macbeth shall never vanquished be until 

Great Birnam Wood to high Dunsinane Hill 

Shall come against him.    

AU) The very firstlings of my heart shall be 

The firstlings of my hand. And even now, 

To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and done: 

Act 5

Scene 1

AV) Out, damned spot! Out, I say! 
AW) Let every soldier hew him down a bough 
And bear’t before him. Thereby shall we shadow 

The numbers of our host, and make discovery

Err in report of us. 
Scene 5

AX) Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow 

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. 
Scene 8

AY) Turn, hell-hound, turn!

AZ) Despair thy charm, 

And let the angel whom thou still hast served 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother’s womb 

Untimely ripped. 

