Lady Macbeth dies, Macbeth and Macduff battle
Scene 10: A room in Dunsinane Castle

Enter Macbeth, Servants and soldiers.

MACBETH: 		Tell my lady I am about to leave for battle.
SERVANT: 		(Going) Yes, my lord.
MACBETH: 		Are the flags flying on all the walls?
SERVANT: 		Yes, my lord.
MACBETH: 		They can’t beat us.
There’s a cry from the next room.

 			What’s that noise? Go and see.

The Servant goes. Macbeth carries on buckling up his
armour. Servant returns.
SERVANT: 		The Queen, my Lord, is dead.
MACBETH: 	What? What? Dead? She should have lived until the battle ends. My sword!
SOLDIER 1: 		My lord...
MACBETH: 		Come on! Spit it out!
SOLDIER 1: 		I don’t know how to tell you...
MACBETH: 		Just say it!
SOLDIER 1: 	As I stood watch, I looked towards Birnam ... and the wood was moving.

MACBETH: 		Liar!
SOLDIER 1: 		It is true, sir. See - through the window there.
Macbeth goes to the window.

MACBETH: 	So, Birnam Wood comes to Dunsinane. Just like the Weird Sisters said. There’s no running away. The prophecy comes true...
Scene 12: Another part of the field

Macbeth enters, fighting a soldier.

MACBETH: 		I will fight for ever!

Enter Siward

SIWARD: 		What’s your name?
MACBETH: 		Macbeth! The King!
SIWARD: 		The tyrant! Worse than the devil!
They fight. Swords swing and cut till Siward falls dead.

MACBETH: 		Fool. You were born of woman. I cannot die.
Enter Macduff, behind him.

MACDUFF: 		Turn, hell-hound, turn!
MACBETH: 		Get back. I don’t want to fight you, Macduff.
MACDUFF: 		Murderer!
They fight.

MACBETH: 	You’re wasting your time. There is a spell on me. You can’t kill me - you were born of a woman.

MACDUFF: 	No, I wasn’t, Macbeth. I was cut from my mother’s womb before her time...

MACBETH: 		Curses on you for telling me that!
MACDUFF: 		Surrender then.
MACBETH: 	Never! Lay on, Macduff! And damned be him that first cries ‘Hold, enough!’
 
Scene 13: The great hall at Dunsinane

Enter Malcolm, Ross, Angus, Lennox, Nobles, Soldiers, Servants

MALCOLM: 		Is it over?
ROSS: 		The day is yours, my lord.
LENNOX: 		We have taken the castle.
MALCOLM: 		What news of Macduff - and the tyrant?
Enter Macduff with Macbeth’s head on a pole.

MACDUFF: 	Hail, King! Here is the tyrant - what’s left of him!

ROSS: 		We are free again!

MACDUFF: 	Everyone! Join with me! Hail Malcolm - rightful King of Scotland!
ALL: 	Hail Malcolm, King of Scotland! God save the king! God save the king!

The nobles wrap the King’s jacket around Malcolm’s
shoulders and kneel to kiss his hand.18


