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Two Scottish generals rode slowly ay,
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- Macbeth’s dark eyes were distant as he

-‘rccalled the details of the day’s slaughter.
‘A hard fight to protect an old, feeble
2 ,thought ‘IfI "uled Scatland

o His companion and friend, Banquo was
ger and slimmer, with a mouth that
uick to smile, although he wasn’t

nly his horse reared and whinnieq,
es rolling in terror. Macbeth

struggled to control the horse, and at that
moment a bolt of lightning turned the air
violet. In the eerie light he saw three weird
hags barrmg the way, their wild hair and
raggedﬂmbes streammg hke tattered flags
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“All hail, Macbeth, Thane of Glamis!” e = =S

“All hail, Macbeth, Thane of Cawdor!” . WS’” Banquo whig pe

“All hail, Macbeth, who shall be King!” . -

Macbeth gave a startled gasp — how
had these withered crones come to read Ma =
his secret thoughts? =

: madwomen' ~snorted
A.__f_-:_v“How can I be Thane of

The witches turned their fingers to L alive and Well and one of

Banquo. “All hail, Banquo!” they
chanted. “Your children shall be kings!”
' ed like armlst of breath




The sound of
hoofbeats made
both men turn
their heads.

Out of the rain

appeared a royal
herald. He pulled
his horse to a halt

_ rand hfted a hand
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truth?” he\thought
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Lady Macbeth stood at the window of her

bedchamber, gazing out at the clouds
gathering above the turrets of Glamis
Castle. In her right hand, she held the letter
from her husband, and its words echoed
through her mind. “Glamis, Cawdor, King,
you could have them all!” she whispered.
“But I know you too well, my lord. You
Want greatness, but you Shtlnk from what




«What?” Lady Macbeth gasped in
amazement. “Are you mad?” She quickly
recovered herself. “Go and tell the other
servants to make ready for the King!” she
commanded

‘When she Was alone again, Lady
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Lady Macbeth
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and spoke in a




“I am no coward!” snapped Macbeth.

| Long after the castle had fa[]c

“Then prove it!” Lady Macbeth hissed '
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1 evil spirits roam the night.’

‘Whe
And a

l ghostly glOW
shaping itself into a dagger that floated

. the air, shining with a sickly green light.
Macbeth almost cried out in terror.

s the words crossed his mind, a
gathered in the darkness,




A bell tolled midnight.
«puncan’s funeral bell is ringing!”
" muttered Macbeth, and he followed the
dagger through the gloom.
Lady Macbeth also heard the bell toll, and
it seemed a long time before her husband =
turned. There was blood on his face and




“You should not have brought ¢,
daggers here!” said Lady Macbeth, o B

back and put them into the guards’ haM: 8
| as we planned"’ a

Macbeth stood where he was, shivering
uncontrollably, seeing nothing but Duncan’s
dead eyes staring. He tried to pray, but his
lips and tongue would not form the words,

In a short while, Lady Macbeth Caifgiers -

back, holdlng her red hands:'u to the




Glamis Castle was woken in the grey ligh,
of dawn by voices shouting, “Murder) The |
King is slain!” Shocked guests ran frop,
their rooms and spoke in whispers. Wh,,
could have murdered the King?

gumours flew through the castle like
gwallows = and suspicion fell on Malcolm
ond Donalbain, who had the most to gain

from their father’s death.




Though they knew it would be tak
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proof of their guilt, Duncan’s sons fleq r.
their lives. Donalbain sailed for Irelandfor_ .,‘

He was crowned, but the crown did not

pring him the pleasure he had imagined.

His SCCI'et
was disturbed by other dreams — dreams

dream had come true, but he

of what the witches had
foretold for Banquo’s
descendants.  ~ '
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-»‘5",‘.Macibeth» held a coronation feast i, the
royal castle at Dunsinane, Many the
nobles v vho attended remarked that




