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  1   Here's a knocking indeed! If a man were 
  2   porter of Hell Gate, he should have old turning the 
  3   key. (Knock.) Knock, knock, knock! Who's there, 
  4   i' the name of Beelzebub? Here's a farmer, that hang'd 
  5   himself on th' expectation of plenty. Come in time! 
  6   Have napkins enow about you; here you'll sweat for't. 
  7   (Knock.) Knock, knock! Who's there, in the other 
  8    devil's name? Faith, here's an equivocator, that could 
  9   swear in both the scales against either scale, who com- 
 10   mitted treason enough for God's sake, yet could 
 11   not equivocate to heaven. O, come in, equivocator. 
 12   (Knock.) Knock, knock, knock! Who's there? Faith, 
 13   here's an English tailor come hither, for stealing 
 14   out of a French hose: come in, tailor; here you may 
 15   roast your goose. (Knock.) Knock, knock! Never 
 16   at quiet! What are you? But this place is too 
 17   cold for hell. I'll devil-porter it no further: I had 
 18   thought to have let in some of all professions that go 
 19   the primrose way to the everlasting bonfire. (Knock.) 
 20   Anon, anon! [Opens the gate.] I pray you, remember 
 21   the porter.
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                                                   Doubtful it stood; 
 8   As two spent swimmers, that do cling together 
 9   And choke their art. The merciless Macdonwald— 
10   Worthy to be a rebel, for to that 
11   The multiplying villanies of nature 
12   Do swarm upon him—from the Western Isles 
13   Of kerns and gallowglasses is supplied; 
14   And Fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling, 
15   Show'd like a rebel's whore. But all's too weak; 
16   For brave Macbeth—well he deserves that name— 
17   Disdaining Fortune, with his brandish'd steel, 
18   Which smoked with bloody execution, 
19   Like valour's minion carved out his passage 
20   Till he faced the slave; 
21   Which ne'er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him, 
22   Till he unseam'd him from the nave to the chops, 
23   And fix'd his head upon our battlements.
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26   Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders break, 
27   So from that spring whence comfort seem'd to come 
28   Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, mark: 
29   No sooner justice had with valour arm'd 
30   Compell'd these skipping kerns to trust their heels, 
31   But the Norweyan lord surveying vantage, 
32   With furbish'd arms and new supplies of men 
33   Began a fresh assault.
