
English 9 
Macbeth:  Speech for memorization 

Send me your choice of  speech by 6pm today.  Email, Jupiter message, text, flare, owl—all are 
acceptable just to let me know which one you have chosen.  Recitation will be live (not pre-
recorded) on Zoom. 

Prepare incrementally: 
Day 1 
Read over the piece.  Read it, in its entirety, over and over, to get the shape of  it.  Even make 
notes:  slower, faster, more intense, etc., so you remember what you thought on the first read, 
when you are really aware of  the words and the meanings are emerging. 

Learn the piece sentence by sentence, rather than line by line.  The syntax will help you 
remember the sense. 

Days 2-10 
Continue to read over the whole piece, even as you are focusing on different parts.  Each day, 
learn a few lines, and then go back and review so you remember where they fall in context.  In a 
long speech, you may choose not to go back and review the whole thing every time you add a 
line, but you should recite the whole speech up to where you have stopped at least three times as 
you practice. 

Put a printed out copy of  your speech somewhere you will see it regularly—bathroom mirror?  by 
the treadmill (memorizing on the treadmill makes walking on the treadmill tolerable for me)?  
fridge door?  When you see it, see if  you can say it.  Record yourself  reading it in a voice memo 
and play it when you are working on it or (in headphones) when you are out for a walk or a run.  
Giving yourself  as many different contexts for learning the material will help you to be nimble 
with it and make it less likely that you will lose your mind in performance. 

Truly, practice every day.   

Days 11-13 
Brush it up.  Find an audience to give you notes—have you habitually changed some words?  Is 
there a place where you often forget what is next?  If  so, see if  your parent, sibling, or teacher can 
help you piece it together using the patterns of  the piece itself. 

For example, if  you generally forget something on the other side of  a stanza break, think about 
how the ideas connect—what is repeated?  What is new?  If  you were acting it out, how would 
you make the transition from one idea to the next?  What is the connection? 

After you have it, work to make it new.  Think about how the character thinks to connect the 
ideas—what makes the character think of  the next idea?  How does the character feel?  You don’t 
have to chew the scenery in your recitation, but you should think about the way the piece is 
shaped by the character’s progress. 



Grading will take into account the ambition of  the speech you have chosen as well as how well 
you recite.  Remember the fundamentals of  recitation:  no gum, stand straight, be sure 
movements are intentional…remember satirical example from class… 

Choose ONE from among these speeches: 

1.  Macbeth (1.3.140-155): 
Two truths are told, 
As happy prologues to the swelling act  
Of  the imperial theme.  
This supernatural soliciting  
Cannot be ill, cannot be good: if  ill,  
Why hath it given me earnest of  success, 
Commencing in a truth? I am thane of  Cawdor:  
If  good, why do I yield to that suggestion  
Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair  
And make my seated heart knock at my ribs,  
Against the use of  nature? 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 smother'd in surmise, and nothing is  
But what is not. 

***** 
2.  Lady Macbeth (1.5.1-33): 
'They met me in the day of  success: and I have learned by the perfectest report, they have more 
in them than mortal knowledge. When I burned in desire to question them further, they made 
themselves air, into which they vanished. Whiles I stood rapt in the wonder of  it, came missives 
from the king, who  all-hailed me 'Thane of  Cawdor;' by which title, before, these weird sisters 
saluted me, and referred me to the coming on of  time, with 'Hail, king that shalt be!' This have I 
thought good to deliver thee, my dearest partner of  greatness, that thou mightst not lose the dues 
of  rejoicing, by being ignorant of  what greatness is promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, and 
farewell.' 
Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shalt be 
What thou art promised: yet do I fear thy nature; 
It is too full o' the milk of  human kindness 
To catch the nearest way: thou wouldst be great; 
Art not without ambition, but without 
The illness should attend it: what thou wouldst highly, 
That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play false,  
And yet wouldst wrongly win: thou'ldst have, great Glamis, 
That which cries 'Thus thou must do, if  thou have it; 
And that which rather thou dost fear to do 



Than wishest should be undone.' Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour my spirits in thine ear;  
And chastise with the valour of  my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round, 
Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 
To have thee crown'd withal. 
***** 

3.  Macbeth (1.7.1-28): 
If  it were done when 'tis done, then 'twere well  
It were done quickly: if  the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch  
With his surcease success; that but this blow  
Might be the be-all and the end-all here,  
But here, upon this bank and shoal of  time,  
We'ld jump the life to come. But in these cases  
We still have judgment here; that we but teach  
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return  
To plague the inventor: this even-handed justice  
Commends the ingredients of  our poison'd chalice  
To our own lips. He's here in double trust; 
First, as I am his kinsman and his subject,  
Strong both against the deed; then, as his host,  
Who should against his murderer shut the door,  
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan  
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been  
So clear in his great office, that his virtues  
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against  
The deep damnation of  his taking-off;  
And pity, like a naked new-born babe,  
Striding the blast, or heaven's cherubim, horsed  
Upon the sightless couriers of  the air,  
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye,  
That tears shall drown the wind. I have no spur  
To prick the sides of  my intent, but only  
Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itself   
And falls on the other. 

***** 
4.  Macbeth (2.1.44-77): 
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-oppressed brain?  
I see thee yet, in form as palpable  
As this which now I draw. 
Thou marshall'st me the way that I was going;  
And such an instrument I was to use.  
Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other senses,  
Or else worth all the rest; I see thee still,  
And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of  blood,  
Which was not so before. There's no such thing:  
It is the bloody business which informs  
Thus to mine eyes. Now o'er the one halfworld  
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse  
The curtain'd sleep; witchcraft celebrates  
Pale Hecate's offerings, and wither'd murder,  
Alarum'd by his sentinel, the wolf,  
Whose howl's his watch, thus with his stealthy pace.  
With Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards his design  
Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set earth,  
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear  
Thy very stones prate of  my whereabout,  
And take the present horror from the time,  
Which now suits with it. Whiles I threat, he lives:  
Words to the heat of  deeds too cold breath gives.  
[A bell rings]  
I go, and it is done; the bell invites me.  
Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell  
That summons thee to heaven or to hell. 
***** 

5.  Macbeth (3.1.51-77): 
To be thus is nothing;  
But to be safely thus.—Our fears in Banquo  
Stick deep; and in his royalty of  nature  
Reigns that which would be fear'd: 'tis much he dares;  
And, to that dauntless temper of  his mind,  
He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour  
To act in safety. There is none but he  
Whose being I do fear: and, under him,  
My Genius is rebuked; as, it is said, 
Mark Antony's was by Caesar. He chid the sisters  
When first they put the name of  king upon me,  
And bade them speak to him: then prophet-like  
They hail'd him father to a line of  kings:  
Upon my head they placed a fruitless crown,  
And put a barren sceptre in my gripe,  



Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand,  
No son of  mine succeeding. If  't be so,  
For Banquo's issue have I filed my mind;  
For them the gracious Duncan have I murder'd;  
Put rancours in the vessel of  my peace  
Only for them; and mine eternal jewel  
Given to the common enemy of  man,  
To make them kings, the seed of  Banquo kings!  
Rather than so, come fate into the list.  
And champion me to the utterance!  
***** 

6.  Lennox (3.6.1-27) 
My former speeches have but hit your thoughts, 
Which can interpret further: only, I say, 
Things have been strangely borne. The gracious Duncan 
Was pitied of  Macbeth: marry, he was dead:  
And the right-valiant Banquo walk'd too late; 
Whom, you may say, if't please you, Fleance kill'd, 
For Fleance fled: men must not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought how monstrous 
It was for Malcolm and for Donalbain  
To kill their gracious father? damned fact! 
How it did grieve Macbeth! did he not straight 
In pious rage the two delinquents tear, 
That were the slaves of  drink and thralls of  sleep? 
Was not that nobly done? Ay, and wisely too;  
For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive 
To hear the men deny't. So that, I say, 
He has borne all things well: and I do think 
That had he Duncan's sons under his key-- 
As, an't please heaven, he shall not--they should find 
What 'twere to kill a father; so should Fleance. 
But, peace! for from broad words and 'cause he fail'd 
His presence at the tyrant's feast, I hear 
Macduff  lives in disgrace: sir, can you tell  
Where he bestows himself ?  

7.  You may also choose 5.5.11-31 (omitting Seyton’s line), which contains spoilers.


