I fear thy nature, 
It is too full o’ the milk of human kindness
To catch the nearest way.

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

Come, thick night, 
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell
That my keen knife see not the wound it makes
 
Look like the innocent flower, 
But be the serpent under’t. 

Leave all the rest to me

Was the hope drunk
Wherein you dress’d yourself? 

What beast was’t, then, 
That made you break this enterprise to me?

When you durst do it, then you were a man. 

We fail!
But screw your courage to the sticking place, 
And we’ll not fail. 

What do you mean?

Why, worthy thane, 
You do unbend your noble strength, to think
So brainsickly of things. 

Why did you bring these daggers from the place? 

Infirm of purpose!
Give me the daggers

Things without all remedy
Should be without regard: what’s done is done.

Gentle my lord, sleek o’er your rugged looks; 
Be bright and jovial among your guests tonight.

You must leave this. 

O proper stuff!
This is the very painting of your fear

Shame itself!
Why do you make such faces? 

When all’s done,
You look but on a stool. 

Out, damned spot! Out, I say!

Hell is murky!

Yet who would have thought the old man
To have had so much blood in him. 

The Thane of Fife had a wife: where is she now?

What, will these hands ne’er be clear? 

Here’s the smell of blood still: all the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand.

What’s done cannot be undone/ 

To bed, to bed, to bed!
