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On earth she is the truest friend

That is to man in mercy given;
And when this fleeting life shallend,

She’ll live for purer bliss in heaven.
Oh, woman! thou wert made,

Like heaven’s own pure and lovely light,
To cheer life’s dark and desert shade,

And guide man’s erring footsteps right.

FROM GRAY’S ELEGY.

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r.

And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave,
Await alike th’ inevitable hour,

The paths of glory load but to the grave,

Can storied urn, or animated bust,

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath?
Can honour’s voice provoke the silent dust,

Or flattry soothe the dull cold ear of death?

Full many a gem of purest ray serene

The dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear:

Full many a flower iS born to blush unseen.
And waste its sweetness on the desert air.

. . . . - . . .
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A VERY MOURNFUL BALLAD

ON THE
SIEGE AND CONQUEST OF ALHAMA,

Wihich, in the Arabic language, s to the following purport,

(Romance muy doloroso del sitio y toma de Alhama, el cual dezia en Aravigo assi.)
BY LORD BYRON,

The Moorish King rides up and down
Through Granada’s royal town,
From Elvira’s gates Lo those
Of Bivarambla on he goes.

‘Woe is me, Alhama!

Letlers to the monarch tell

How Alhama’s cily fell;

In the fire Lhe scroll he threw,

And the messenger he slew.
Woe is me, Alhama!

He quits his mule, and mounis his horse,
And through the street direcls his course;
Through the street of Zacalin
To the Alhambra spurring in.

Woe is me Alhama!

When the Alhambra walls he gain'd,
On the moments he ordain’d
That the trumpet straight should sound
With the silver clarion round.

Woe is me, Alhama!

And when (he hollow drums of war

Beat the loud alarm afar,

That the Moors -of town and plain

Might answer to the martial strain,
Woe is me, Albamal

-Then the Moors by this aware
That blocdy Mars recalled them there,
One by one, and two by two,
To a mighly squadron grew.
Woe is me, Alhamal

Qut then spake an aged Moor

In these words the king before,

“Wherefore call on us, oh King?

"What may mean this gathering?”
Woe is me, Alhama!

“Friends! ye have alas! to know
”0Of a most disastrous blow,
”That the Christians, stern and bold,
"Have oblain'd Alhama’s hold.”
) _ ' Woe is me, Alhama!
APENDICE A LA SEGUNDA PARTE. 11
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Out thenspake old Alfaqui,

‘With his beard so white to see,

”Good King! thou art justly served,

”Good King! this thou hasl deserved.
Woe is me, Alhama!l

"By thee were slain, in evil hour,
*The Abencerrage, Granada’s flower,
”And strangers were received by thee
“0Of Cordova the chivalry.

Woe is me Alhamal

”And for this, oh King! is sent

»”0On thee a double chastisement,

"Thee and thine, thy crown and realm,

”One last wreck sh.ll overwhelm.
Woe is me, Alhamal

”He who holds no laws in awe,
”He must perish by the law,
YAnd Granada mast be won,
“And thyself with her undone.”
Woe is me Alhamal

Fire flash’d from ont the 0ld Moor’s eyes,
The Monarch’s wrath began to rise,
Because he answer’d, and because
He spake exceeding well of laws.

oe is me Alhamal

There is no law to say such things

?As may disgust the ear of kings:”

Thus, snorling wilh his choler, said

The Moorish King, and doom’d him dead.
Woe is me, Alhamal!l

Moor Alfagui! Moor Alfaqui!
Though thy beard so hoary be,
The King hath sept to have thee seized,
For Alhama’s loss displeased,
Woe is me, Alhama!

And to fix thy head upon

High Alhambra’s loftiest stone;

That this for thee should be the law,

And others tremble when they saw.
Woe is me, Alhama!l

”Cavalier! and man of worth!
"Let these words of mine go forth;
"Let the Moorish Monai ch know,
*That to him I nothing owe:

Woe is me, Alhamal

“But on my soul Alhama weighs,

”And on my inmost spivil preys;

And if the King his land hath lost,

»Yet others may have 1ost the most,
Woe is me, Alh ma!

*Sires have lost their children, wives
»Fheir lords, and valianl men their lives:

”One what best his love might claim



"Hath lost .another wealth, or fame,
Woe is me, Alhamal!

7] lost a damse! in that hour,

::Gr all the land the loveliest flower;

~Doubloons a hundred I would pay,

And think her ransom cheap that day.”
Woe is me, Alhama!

And as these things the old Moor said,

They sever'd from the trunk his head;

And to the Alhambra’s wall with speed

Twas carried, aslhe King decreed.
‘Woe is me, Alhama!

And men and infants therein weep

Their loss, so heavy and so deep,

Granada’s ladies, all she rears

Within her walls, hurst into tears.
Woe is me, Alhamal

And from the windows o’er the walls

The sable web of mourning falls;

The King weeps 45 a woman o’er

His loss, for it is much and sore.
Woe is me, Alhamal

TRASLATION FROM VITTORELLL.

BY LORD BYRON.

ON A NUN.

Sonnet composed in the name of @ fother whose daughter had recently died shortly ofter her
marriage, and addressed to the futher of her who had lately taken the veil.

Of two fair virgins, modest though admired,
- Heaven made us happy; and now, wretched sires,
Heaven for a nobler doom their worth desires,
Aud gazing upon cither, both required.

Mine, while the torch of Hymen newly fired
Becomes extinguish’d soon—too soon—expires:
Bat thine, within the closing grate retired,
Eternal captive, Lo her God aspires,

But thow at least from out the jealous door,
Which shuts between your never-meeting eyes, -
May’st hear her sweet and pious voice once more:

I to the marble, where my daughfer lies,
Rush,—the swoln flood of pitterness I pour,
And knock, and knock, and knock—but none replies.

’M SADDEST WHEN I SING.

BY T. H. BAILLY.

You think 1 have a merry heart
Because my songs are gay,
But, oh! they all were taught tome
"By friends now far away:

The bird will breathe her silver note
Though bondage binds her wing—



Bat is her song a happy one?
I'm saddest when 1 sing!

I heard them first in that sweet home
I never more shall see,

And now each song of Joy has got
A mournful turn for me:

Alas! ’tis vain in winter time

To mock the songs of spring,

Each note recalls som= wilther'd leaf—
I'm saddest when I sing!

Ofr all the friends I used to love
My harp remains alone;
Its faithful voice still seems to be
An echo to my own:
My tears when I bend over it, -
Will fall upon its string,
Yet those who hear me, little think
TI'm saddest when I sing!

THE FISHER.

FROM THE GERMAN OF GOETHE.

The water roll’d—the water swelld,
A fisher sat beside;

Calmly his patient watch he held
Beside the freshening tide;

And while his patient watch he keeps,
The parted walers rose,

And from 'the oozy ocean deeps
A water maiden rose.

She spake to him, she sang to him—
"Why lurest thou so my brood,

With cunning art and cruel heart,
From ouf their native flood?

Ah! couldst thou know, how here below
Our peaceful lives glide o'er,

Thou'dst leave thine earth, and plunge beneath,

To seek our happier shore.

“Bathes not the golden sun his fice—
1he moon too in ihe sea:

And rise they not from their resting place
More beautiful to see?

And lures thee not the clear deep heaven
Within the waters blue—

And thy form so fair, so mirror'd there
In that eternal dew!”

The water roll'd—the water swell'd,
It recached his naked feet;

He felt, as at his love’s approach,
His bounding bosom beat;

She spake to him, she sang to him,
His short suspense is o’er;

Half drew she him, half dropp’d he in,
And sank to rise no more,



MACBETH.

ACT THE FIRST.
SCENE I.—The open Country.
Thunder and Lightning.

Three WiTcHES discovered (aparecen lres brujas.)

1 Wirca. When shall we three meet again
In (en dia de¢) thunder, lightning, or in' rain? -
9 Wircm, When the hurly-burly’s done (cuando haye acabado este tumulto),
When (y) the battle’s lost and won.
Wirca, That will be ere (antes de ln puesta del) set of sun.
WiTca. Where the place?
Witca, Upon the heath (brezaf, matorral),
~ Witca. There to meet-with Macbeth.
(Noise of a Cat. Se oye maullar.)
WircH, Icome, Gray-malkin. (Noise of ¢ Toad. Se oye d un sapo.)
Wirca. Paddock calls.
Witca. Anon. (4dndando, ¢ vamos akora mismo).
AvLL, Fair is foul (lo hermoso es feo), and foul is fair:

Hoyer (sgspfmdamonos, alcemos el vuelo) through the fog (niebla) and filthy (inmun-
0) air.

N Y ]

Thunder and Lightwing.—Exeunt severally (Salen).

SCENE II.—The Palace at Fores.

Flourish (preludio, sonido de) of Trumpels and Drums.

Enter King DUNCAN, MaLcoLy, DONALBAIN, LENoxX, RossE, and two CHAMBERLAINS,
meeting (y les sale al encuentro) a bleeding OFFICER,

King. What bloody man is that? He can report (referir),
As seemeth by his plight (estado) of the revolt
The neweslt state.

Mar. This is the sergeant,
Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought
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’Gainst my captivity.—Hail (Salud), brave friend!
Say to the king the knowledge of the broil (rifia, sedicion),
As thou didst leave it
Orr. Doubtfully it stood;
As two spent swimmers, that do cling together (como dos cansudos nadadores gue
se agarran y enlorpecen su arte).
And choke their art. The merciless Macdonald
From the western isles
Of Kernes and Gallow-glasses is supply’d (habia recibido refuerzos);
And fortune, on his damned quarrel (causa, confiends) smiling,
Show’d like a rebel’s whore (merefriz): But all’s too wealk:
For brave Macbeth (well he deseryes that name),
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish'd (blandido) steel,
Which smoked with bloody execution,
Like valour’'s minion (favorito), ,
Carved out (se abrid) his passage, till he faced (se enconiré cara ¢ cara) the slave
(esclavo, traidor), )
And ne'erds.hcaok hands, nor bade farewell to him (y sin darle la mano ni le dijo
adios),
Till he unseam’d (le abrié) him from the nave (ombligo), to the chaps (mandibula),
And fix’d his head upon our battlements (reales).
King. O, valiant cousin! worthy gentleman!
OrrF. Mark (FEscucha), king of Scotland, mark:
No sooner justice had, with valour arm’d,
Compell'd these skipping (salfadores, veloces) Kernes to trust their heels (confiar en
los talones, huir),
But the Norweyan lord, surveying’ vantage,
With furbish’d (acicaladas, limpias) arms, and new supplies of men (refuerzos),
Began a fresh assault.
King. Dismay’d not this
Our captains, Macbeth and Banguo?
OrrF., Yes;
As sparrows (gorriones de las), eagles; or the hare (licbre al), the lion.—
But I am faint; my gashes (heridas) cry for help. ;
King. So well thy words become thee (tus palabras te sientan tambien) as thy
wounds (como tus heridas),
They smack of (saben ¢) honour both:—Go, get him surgeons.

(Exeunt OFFICER, and (w0 CHAMBERLAINS.)

Who comes here?
Mar. The worthy thane (Than, gefe) of Fife.
LEx. What a haste looks through (Qué priesa se pinta en) his eyes!
Rosse. S0 should the look (Tl mirar conviene d aquel),

That seems to speak (parece que vd ¢ anuncior) things strange.

Enter MACDUFF.

Macp. God save the king!
Kive,. Whence camest thou, worthy thane?
Macp. From Fife, great king, .
Where the Norweyan banners float (escarnecen) the sky,
And fan our people cold (hielan).
Norway himself, with terrible numbers,
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor.
The thane of Cawdor, 'gan a dismal conflict:
Till that Bellona’s bridegroom (favorifo) lapp’d in proof (envuelto en armadurd),
Confronted him with self-comparisons,
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Point against point rebellious, arm against arm,
Carbing (to curb, refrenar, domar), his layish (indémito), spirit: and to
conclude:
The victory fell on us;—
Kine. Great happiness!
Macp. That now.
Sweno, the Norway’s king, craves (rogar, imporfunar) composition:
Nor would (y no quisimos) we deign him burial of his men
Till he disbursed (desembolss), at St Colme's Inch, !
Ten thousand dollars to our general use,
Kine. No(dmore that thane of Cawdor shall deceive
Onr bosom (de nuestro corazon) interest;—Go pronounce hi en
And with his former titles greet (saluda) Macbeth. sl
Macp. I'll see it done.
Exeunt MACDUFF and LENOX.

King. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath won.

(Flourish of trumpels and Drums.—Exeunt).

SCENE 1l1.—A Heath.

Thunder and Lz’ghm‘iﬂg.

Enter the Three WITCHES.

_ 4 Wircs, Where hast thou been, sister?

2 Wirca, Killing swine (cochino).

3 Wirca. Sister, where thou?

1 Wiice. A sailor’s wife had chesnuts (caslafio) in her lap (faldes),
And mounch’d, and mounch’d, and mounch’d:—

nGive me,r quoth I (le dije),
»Avoint thee (vele al diablo}, witch!” the rump-fed ronyon cries.
Her husband’s to Aleppo gone, master (pafron) o’the Tiger;
Bat in a sieve (cedazo) I'll thither sail,
And like a rat without a tail;
I'll do, I'll do, and T'll do.

2 Wirce I'll give thee a wind.

3 Wirce And I another.

4 Wirca. Thou art kind. :

4 Witca I myself have all the other (Yo dispongo de todo lo demas);
And the very ports they blow (Asi de los puertos hacia los cuales soplan),
All the quariers that they know (Como de todos los lugares que ellos conocen)
I’ the shipman's card (en la carta del marino).

I will drain (enjugar) him dry (seco) as hay:
Sleep shall, neither night nor day, t ]
Hang upon his pent-houselid (El suefio no se enlregara de sus pdrpados).
He shall live a man forbid (proscrito)
Weary seven nights, nine times nine, i .
Shall he dwindle (mermar), peak (fener un aspecto innoble ¢ de enfermo), and pine
(desfallecer)
Though his bark cannot be lost, f
Yet it shall be tempest-tost (agitade 0 saeudida por la tempestad).—
Look what I have.
2 Wrrcg. Show me, show me,
4 Wirca, Here I have a pilot’s thumb (dedo grueso).
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Wreck’d, as homeward he did come.
; (A March at o Distance)
3 Wircn. A drum (fambor), a drum;
Macbelh doth come.

ALL. The weird (hechiceras ¢ encantadoras) sisters, hand in hand,
Posters of Lhe sea and land,
Thus do go abeut, about.

2 Writca. Thrice to thine.—

3 WircH. And thrice to mine.—

1 WitcH. And (hrice again.—

Arr. To make up nine. v

1 Wirca.—Peace;—the charm’s wound up (el encento se cumplic).

Enter MAcBETH, BANQUO, and the Army.

Mace, Command they rmake a halt upon the heath. (Wrrnin.) Halt,—halt,—halt.
Mace, So foul (feo, sucio, impuro), and fair a day I have not seen.
Ban. How far is't called to Fores (cuanto se dice que hay de aqui d Fores)?—
What are these
So witherd (marchitas, ajodas, deslucidas) and so wild (salvage, desordenado, es-
travagante) in their attire (afavio),
That look not like the inhabitants o’ the earth,
And yet are on’t?—Live you? or are you aught (algo)
That man may question. You seem to understand me,
By (¢l poner) each at once her choppy (ugrietado) finger laying
Upon her skinny (flaco) lips. You shonld be women;
And yet your beards (harbas, vellos) forbid me to interpret
That you are so.
Mace. Spealk, if ye (vosotras) can:—What are you?
1 Wirca. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of Glamis! :
2 Wrtca, Alf hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of Cawdor! B
3 WiTca. All hail, Macbeth! that shall be king hereafter.
Ban. Good sir, why do you start (sobresaltar) and seem to fear
Things that do sound so fair?—I’ the name of truth,
Are ye fantastical, or that indeed,
Which outwardly ye show (6 de cierto, lo que pareceis esteriormente)? My noble
partner (d mi noble compaiiero) :
You greet with present grace, and great prediction
Of noble having, and of royal hope,
That he seems rapt (trasporiado en éstasis): withal (ademds) to me you speak not.
11l you can look into the seeds (semilla, gérmen) of lime,
And say, which grain will grow, and which will not;
Speak then (o me, who neither beg, nor fear,
Your favours, nor your hate.
1 Wirca, Hail!
2 Wirca., Haill
3 Wirca. Haill
4 Wirca. Lesser than Macbeth, and greafer,
2 Wirtca. Not so happy, yet much happier.
3 Wirca. Thou shalt get (engendrards) kings, though thou be none.
Acrr. So, all hail, Macbeth and Banguo!
Banquo and Macbeth. all hail! - (Going, alejandose).
Macs. Stay,—you imperfect speakers, tell me more:
By Synel’s death, I know I am thane of Glamis !
But how of Cawdor? the thane of Cawdor lives,
A prosperous gentleman; and, to be king,
Stands not within the prospect of belief,
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence
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You owe this strange intelligence? or why
Upon this blasted (seca, arruinada, to blast, castigar con una calamidad repentina)
heath you stop our way (camino, paso)
With such prophetic greeting?

Thunder and Lightning.—WircHES vanish (desaparecen).

Speal, 1 charge you. ! 4
Bax. The earth hath bubbles (burbujea), as the water has (como el agua),
And these are of them:—Whither are they vanish'd?
Mace. Into the air; and what seem’d corporal melted (desapareeid)
As breath (alienfo) into the wind.—Would they had staid (porqué no se deluvieron
mas tiempo)? "
BaN. Were such things here, as we do speak about?
Or have we ealen of the insane root,
That takes lhe reason prisoner?
Macr. Your children shall be kings.
Ban. You shall be king.
Mace. And thane of Cawdor too; went it notso (no pasd asi)?
Ban., To the self-same tune and words.—Who's here?

Enter MACDUFF and LENOX.

Macp. The king hath happily received, Macbeth,.

The news of thy success: and, when he reads

Thy personal venture in the rebels’ fight,

His wonders and his praises do contend,

Which should be (pensando que deberia ser tuyo 6 suyo, esto es, que le corresponderia

& &, @ él) thine or his: Silenced with that,

In viewing o'er the rest o’ the seli-same day,

He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks,

Nothing afeard (espantado, admirado) of what thyself didst make,

Steange image of death. As thick as tale (fan rdpidos como las palabras),

Came post (mensajere, correo) with post; and every one did bear

Thy praises in his kingdom’s great defence,

And pour’'d them down before him,

LEN. Weare sent

To give thee, from our royal master, thanks; 5

Only to herald thee into his sight (conducirte @ su presencia),

Not pay thee (recompensarie).

Macp. And, for an earnest (sefial, prenda) of a greater honour,

He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor:

In which addition, hail, most worthy thane!’

For it is thine. .
BAN. Whall can the devil speak true? (dside).
Mace. The thane of Cawdor lives; why do you dress me

In borrow'd robes (con ropas prestadas)?

Macp. Who was the thane, lives yet;

But under heayy judgment bears that life,

‘Which he deserves to lose;

‘For treasons capital, confess’d, and proved,

- Have overthrown h"g'th A
Macs. Glamis, an ane of Cawdor: q
The greatest is behind (quedas por cumplir lo mas importante)»—Thanks for your
pains,.— iy o]

Do you not hope yBur children shall be kings,

When those, that gave the thane of Cawdor to me,

Promised no less to them? .

BAN, That, trusted home (creido de buena fé),
i Might yet enkindle (inflamar, incitar) you unto the crown,
APENDICE A LA SEGUNDA PARTE, 12



Besides the thane of Cawdor. But, ’tis strange:
And oftentimes, to win us to our arm,
The instruments of darkness tell us truths;
Win us with honest trifles, to betray us
In deepest consequence.—Cousins, a word, I pray you.
Mace. Two truths are told,
As happgr %)rult;gues to the swelling (prominente, notable, to swell, kinchar abul-
ar) ac
Of the imperial theme.—I thank you, gentlemen.—
This supernatural soliciling
Cannot be ill (¢riminael) cannot be good (inocente).—If ill,
'Why hath it given me earnest (una prends) of success,
Gommencing in a truth? I am thane of Cawdor.
If good, Why do I yield to that suggestion (porqué cedo a@ uno sugestion fal),
Whose horrid image (que su Adrrida imdgen) doth unfix (erize) my hair,
And make my sealed hearl knock at my ribs, (y hace que mi fijo corazon golpee
mis costillas)
Against the use of nature? Present fears (remordimientos actuales)
Are less than horrible imaginings:
My f.houtg{hf:i whose murder (mi pensamienio en que el asesinalo) yet is but fantas-
ical,
Shakes so my single state of man, that function
Is smother’d in surmise (estdn aniguiladas); and nothing is,
But what is not.
BAN. Look, how our partner’s rapt (estasiado).
Mace. If chance will have me king, why (sea), chance may crown me
Without my stir (esfuerzo). -
BAN. New honours come upon him,
Like our strange garments; cleave (se adkieren) not to their mould,
Bat with the aid of use.
Mace. Come what come may.
Fime- and the hour runs through the roughest (el mas rudo) day.
BaN. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure.
Macp. Give me your favour:—my dull (pesado, triste, perezoso, torpe) brain was
wrought (ocupado)
‘With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your pains
Are register’d where every day I turn
The leaf to read them.—Let us toward the king.—
Think upon what hath chanced; and, at more time,
The interim having weigh’d it (despuds de pesar todas las circunstancias en el infer-
valo), let us speak
Qur free hearts each to other.
BaN. Very gladly. ;
Mace. Till then, enough.—Come, friends. (March.—Exeunt.)

SCENE IV.—The Palace at Fores.

Flourish of Trumpts aud Drums.

" Enter Kive DuNcAN, DONALBAIN, MaLcoLy, RossE, and (wo CHAMBERLAINS.

Eme. Is execution done on Cawdor? Are not
Those in commision yet return’d?

Rosse. My liege (soberano, sefior de vasallos),
They are not yet come back.

Mar. But I bave spoke
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Wilh one that saw him die: who did report n0
That very frankly he confess’d his treasons; ol
Implored your highness’ pardon; and set forth (manifestd) o
A deep repentance: nothing in his life dT
Became him (le honrd tanto) like the leaving it; he died 2
As one that had been studied in his death, : W
To throw away the dearest thing he owed (poseia), [
As t'were a careless trifle. ah
King. There's no art, : i1
To find the mind’s construction in the face: v
He was a gentleman on whom I built (deposité) 1

An absolate trust.—

Enter Macourr, MAcBETH, BANQUO, and LENOX.

0, worthiest cousin!

The sin of my ingratitude even now

Was heavy on me: Thou art so far hefore (Te kasadelantado tanto en poco tiempo),
That swiftest wing of recompence is slow
To overtake thee. "Would thou hadst less deserved (Yo quisiera que hubieses o

traido menos méritos); .

That (para que) the proportion, both of (tanto de) thanks and payment, T
Might have been mine (hubiera eslado mas en mi posibilidad)! only T have left fp

352

say,

More is thy due than more than all can pay. 'S\?é”
Macs. The service and the loyalty I owe, g
In doing it, pays ilself. Your highness’ part pHw
Is to receive our duties: and our duties Shiwe

Are to your throne and state (suplasc los cuales deberes son ¢omo mifios y criddos),
children, and servants. flxd

Which do but what they should (que no hacen mas que lo gue deben), by doing evd¥

ry thing; ) H
Safe toward your love and honour. 0T
King. Welcome hither: T1A
I have begun to plant thee (aplantarte como un ferno drbol) and willlabour  odT
To make thee full of growing.—Noble Banquo.
That hast no less deserved, nor must be known AT
No less to have done so, let me enfold thee
And hold thee to my heart. hod
BaN., There if I grow (si en ¢l crezco),
The harvest is yoar own. 15dT
EKizne. My plenteous (copiosas) joys,
Wanton (refozan) in fulness, seek to hide themselves bk
In drops of sorrow.—Sons, kinsmen (parientes), thanes,
And you, whose places are the nearest, know, 64T
We will establish our estate upon 16dT
Our eldest, Malcolm; whom we name hereafter, boa
The Prince of Cumberland: which honour must 1 (1A
Not, unaccompanied, invest him only, S W
But signs of nebleness, like stars, shall shine d of

On all deservers.—From hence to Inverness, .
And bind us further to you (y confraerémos nuevas obligacion:s para con v080ros).
Macs. The rest is 1abour, which is not used for you (el descanso es trabajo si
no se 08 CONsagra); -
Tl be myself the harbinger (precursor), and make joyful ! :‘?
The hearing of my wife with your approach; ) “l‘
So, humbly take my leave (servios eoncederme permiso). ;*- oi
King. My worthy Cawdor! 'n“‘;f
Macs. The prince Cumberland!—That is astep (obstdculo), 1nuo
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On which I must fall down, or else o’erleap (si no saltar por encima),

For in my way it lies. (4side). Stars, hide your fires!

Let not light see (no vea la luz) my black and deep desires: )

The eye wink (guiRar, cerrar los ojos, pasar por alto: que los ojos no vean lo que

las manos ejeculen) at the hand! yet let that be, ]

‘Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see. Exit MACBETH,
King. True, worthy Banquo; he is full so valiant;

And in his commendations I am fed;

It is a banquet to me. Let us after him,

Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome;

1t is a peerless kinsman.

Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.—Epeunt.

SCENE V.—Macser’s Custle, at Inverness.

Enter LApY MAcBETH, reading o Letter.

Lady M.—They met me in the day of success; and I have learned by the per-
fectest veport, they have more in them than mortal knowledge. When I burned in de-
sire to question them farther, they made themselves—air, into which they vemished.
Whiles I stood rapt (estasiado) in the wonder of it, came missives from the king,
who all hail’d me, Thane of Cawdor; by which title, before, these weird sisters that
saluted me, and referrd me to the coming on of time, with Hail;, king that shalt be!
This have I thought good to deliver thee, my dearest pariner of greainess, that thow
mightest not lose the dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what greatness is pro-
mised thee. Lay it to thy heart, and farcwell, g

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shall he

What thou art promised:—Yet do I fear thy nature (mucho fema tu cardcter)

1t (el cardcler) is too fall o’ the milk of human kindness (humanidad),

To catch (cojer) the nearest way: Thou would’st be great:

Art not without ambition; but without

The illnes that should attend it (la malded que debe acompafigrla). What thou
would’st highly,

That would’st thou holily (eso lo quisieras @i de un modo sanfo); wouldst not play
false,

And yet would’st Wrongly (injustamente) win: thou'd’st have, great Glamis (fu
quisieras tener gran Glamis,

That which cries, “Thus thou maust do, if thou have it (eso que grita: asi has de
obrar si quieres poseerme);”

And that, which rather thou dost fear to do (y eso que mas bien temes hacer que de-
seas no sea hecho),

Than wishest should be undone. Hie thee hither (Hega pronto),

That I may pour (infunda) my spirits in thine ear;

And chastise with the valour of my tongue

All that impedes thee from the golden round (circulo),

Which (en que) fate (el destino) and metaphysical (sobrenafural) aid doth seem

To have thee crown’d withal.

Enter SEYTON.

What is your tidings? P
Sey. The king comes here to-night.
LApy. Thou’rt mad to say it:

Is not thy master with him? who, were't so, (el cual si eso fuera),

Would have inform’d for preparation.
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SEv. So please you, it is true: our thane is coming:
One of my fellows had the speed of him (lo ka adeluntado);
Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more
Than would make up his message (cumplir su mensage).

Lapy. Give him tending (ddle auxilios);

He brings great news.—
The raven himself is hoarse (el cuervo estd ronco),

That cro]z;ks z({cmscitar, grazner (aqui significa anunciar) the fatal enterance of
uncan

Exif SEYTON.

Under my battlements, Come, all you spirits ‘
That 1enge£;3.mortal thoughts, unsex me here (despojadme de las flaquezas,” demi
2

And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top—full

Of direst (espaniosa, inkumana) cruelty! make thick (espesad) my bleod

Stop up the access and passage to remorse: 1

That no compunctious visitings of nature (ninguna commiseracion natural)

Shake (conmove'r_) my fell (sanguinario) purpose; nor keep pace between

The effect, and il! Come to my woman’s breasts,

And take (cambicd) my milk for gall (en hiel), you murdring ministers,

Wherever in your sightless substances,

You wait on nature’s mischief! Come, thick night, °

And pall thee (envuélvete) in the dunnest (negro) smolke of hell!

That my keen (agudo) knife see nat the wound it makes;

Nor Heav;aitlhpegp ltéhrough (atisbar, peneirar) the blanket {(capa propiamente, manta)
of the dark,

To cry, "Hold (defente), hold!"—

Enter MACTBEH.

Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor!
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter (por el saludo qu:los ha seguido)!
Thy letters have transported me beyond
This ignorant present, and 1 feel now
The future in the instant (¥ siento ahora la existencia del futuro). v
Mace. My dearest love,
Duoncan comes here to night.
Lapy. And when goes hence (y cuando partird)?
Macs. To-morrow, as he purposes.
Lapny. O, never
Shall sun that morrow see!
Your face, my thane, is as a book, where men
May read strange matters:—To beguile the time (engaiiar: entretener el tiempo
con falsas esperanzas),
Lool like the time; bear welcome in your eye,
Your hand, your tongue: look like the innocent flower,
But be the serpent under it. He that's coming (el huésped),
Must be provided for (debe ser cuidado): and you shall put (encomendudme)
This night's great business into my dispatch;
‘Which shall to all our nights and days to come g
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom (imperioso sefiorio).
Mace. We will speak farther.
Lapy. Only look up clear (mostrad facciones mas serenas);
To alter favour ever is to fear (El femor, el dar que sospechar, siempre destruye la
suerte);
Leave all the restto me. (Excunt.)
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SCENE VI.—The Gates of Inverness Castle.

(Flourish of trumpets and Drums.

Enter KiNeg DUNCAN, BANQUO, MArcoLm, DoNALBAIN, MACDUFF, LENOX, RosSE, and
two CHAMBERLAINS.

Kixe. This castle hath a pleasant seat; the air
Nimbly (ligero, listo), and sweetly recommends itself
Unto our gentle senses.
Ban. This guest of summer (avion)
The temple-haunting martlet (frecuentador de templos) does approve (compruceba),
By his loved mansionry (por su apasionada residencia), that the heaven’s breath
Smells wooingly (agradablemente) here; no jutty frieze (ningun saliente friso),
Buttress (esgibo)), nor coigne of vantage (esquing), but this bird (donde este pdjore
no haye
Hath made his pendent bed (nido), and procreant cradle: (cuna de procreacion, cuna
de sus hijos)

Where they most breed (hacer su nido) and haunt (frecuentan) I have observed,
The air is delicate.

Enter Lapy MACBETH, SEYTON, and fwo LADIES.

Kine. See, see! our honour’d hostessl— ;
The love, that follows us (gue se, nos tiene), sometimes is our trouble,
Which stiil we thank as love. Herein 1 teach you,
How you shall bid Heaven yield us for your pains,
And thank us for your trouble.
Lapy, All our service
In every point twice done (aunque fuese doble), and then done double,
Were poor and simple business, to contend
Against those honours deep and broad, wherewith
Your majesty loads our house: For those of old,
And the late dignities heap’d up to them,
We rest your hermits (rezarémos).
Kixg. Where’s the thane of Cawdor?
‘We coursed him at the heels, and had a purpose
To be his purveyor; but he rides well;
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp (ayudado) him
To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess,
Weare your guest to—night.—
LApy. Your servants ever
Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in compt,
To make their audit (finiquito, remale de una cuenta) at your highness’ pleasure,
Still to retarn your own.
King. Give me your hand;
Conduct me to mine host; we love him highly:
By your leave (estamos d vuestras drdenes), hostess.

Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.—Exeunt.

SCENE VIL.—Macserw's Castle of Inverness.

Enler MACBETH.

Mace. If it were done, when ’tis done (si nada mas quedase que hacer cuando und
accion se terming), then’t were weli

It were done quickly (se Riciera cuanto antes mejor); if the assassination
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could trammel up (interqeptase) the consequence, and catch,

Wwith his surcease (cesacion), success.—That but this blow

Might be the be-all, and the end-all, here,

Bat here, upon this bank and shoal of time (y ‘que tal golpe fuese el todo y el fin
de todﬁ, aqui por lo menos, aqul en el mundo, en esta rivera y escollo de
tiempo)!—

we'd jump the life to come (nos lanzariamos @ la vida que ha de venir.)—Bat, in
these cases,

We still have judgment here, that we but teach

Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return

To plague the inventor (Pero aun aqui sabemos que las lecciones de sangre, una vez
ensciadas, se apliean al inventor pera alormentarlo): This even-handed
justice

Commends the ingredients for our poison’d chalice

To our own lips (Esta justcia demano igual lleva ¢ nuestros labios el cdliz empozo-
fiado preparado para nosotros).—He's here in double trust (él estd aqui bajo
una doble salvaguardia):

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject,

Strong both (ambos fueries motivos) against the deed; then, as his host,

Who should against his murderer shut the door,

Not bear the knife myself.—Besides, this Duncan

Hath born his faculties so meek (dulce), hath been

So clear (fan irrepochable) in his office, that his virtues

Will plead (pleitéardn) like angels, trumpet-tongued (con lénguas poderosas ¢omo
trompelus), against .

The deep damnation of his taking-off (quitarlo de enmedio de su asesinafo):

1 have no spur (espuela, estimulo)

To prick (picar, punzar) thesides of my intent, bnt only

Vaulting (ilimitada) ambition, which o’erleaps itself,

And falls on the other—How now! what news?

Enler MACBETH.

Lapy. He has almost supp’d: why have you left the chamber?
MaceeTH. Hath he ask’d for me?
Lapy. Know you not, he has. (No sabeis que ka preguntado)?
MaiceeTH. We will proceed no further in this business:
He hath honour'd me of late, and I have bhought
Golden opinions from all sorts of people,
‘Which Woul% t_:ﬁ )wom {llevadas como vestidos) now in their newest gloss (en su pri-
mer brillo),
Not cast aside so soon (en vez de despojarme de ellas tan pronto). ;
LADY. Was the hope drunk (Es/d borracha embriagada lo esperanza),
Wherein you dress'd yourself? hath it slept since (se ha adormecido después),
And wakes it (despertdndose) now, to look so green and pale
At what it did so freely (fan en completa libertad)? From tis time,
Such I account thy love.—Art thou afeard
To be the same in thine own act and valour,
As thou 1:u't i[tlhd?im (stemes ser igual en celos y valor ¢ tu deseo)? Would'st thon
ave tha
Which thou esteem’st the ornament of life,
And live a coward in thine esteem,—
Letting, I dare not wait upon I would,
Like the poor cat i’ th’ adage?
MacsETH. ‘Prythee, peace (Por jfavor, déjame):
I dare dc;‘ allb ﬂ;at may become a man (yo me alrevo d cuanio]puede afreverse um
ombre);
Who dare’s do more, is none (quien osa mas ya no lo es).
Lipy. What beast (bestia: esto es ser desgradado) was it then,
That made ty)qfu break this enterprise to me (os impulsé d comunicarme vuestro pro=-
yecto
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When you darst do it (cuando os atrevisteis d formario), then you were a man (erg;
un hombre); 3
And, to be more than what you were, you would

Be s0 much more than man (y para ser mas de lo que erais, es preciso ser mas que

hombre). Nor time, nor place,
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both (ni el tiempo, ni el lugar os fiwo-
: recian enfonces, y sin ¢mbargo vos queriais proporcionar tiempo y lugar);
They have made themselves, and that their fitness now
Does unmake you (Y su misma facilided os desarma). I have given suck (yo Ae da-
do de mamar); and know
How tender ‘tis to love the babe that milks me (al nifio que loma mi leche);
1 would, while it was smiling in my face
Have pluck’d my nipple from his boneless gams,
And dash’d the brains out, had I but so sworn
As you haye done to this. ;
Mace. If we should fail (si el golpe falla).—
LAapY. We fail (jfallar)l—
But screw (afornillad: asegurad) your courage to the sticking-place (al lugar donde
pueda asequrarse: to stick: adherir, pegar, clavar).
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is asleep
(Whereto (d lo que) the rather (cuanio antes) shall his day’s hard jonurney
Soundly invite him), his two chamberlains
Will I with wine and wassel (brindis) so convince (convenceré, dominareé),
That memory, the warder (guarda, alcaide) of the brain (del cerebro).
Shall be a fame, and the receipt (el astento) of reason
A limbeck (alambique, un receptaculo de ving) only: when in swinish (profundo como
el de un mar roneo; marrano swine) sleep
Their drenched (empapada) natares lie, as in a death,
What cannot you and I perform upon
The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon (imputar)
His spungy (esponjosos, empapados en vino como esponja) officers; who shall bear
the guilt
Of our great quell?
Mace. Bring forth men-children only (da hijos, mo hijas, solo d luzg)!
For thy undaunted (arrojado) mettle (brio) should compose J
Nothing but n_r;ales (machos). Will it not be received (no serd bien recibido, no se
creerd), B
When we have mark’d with blood those sleepy two
Of his own chamber, and used their very daggers (mismas dagas),
That they have done’t?
Lapy. Who dares receive in other (quien se alreveria ¢ creer 0fra cosa),
As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar
Upon his death?
Mace. I am settled (Estoy decidido), and bend up (contraigo)
Each corporal agent (cuda musculo) to his terrible feat.—
Away (salgamos), and mock (burlemos) the time with fairest show (las mas_ bellas
apariencias); ;
False face must hide what the false heart doth know, * (Exeunt)
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