'MACBETH': The Prophesies Coming True

Introduction:
'Macbeth' is Shakespeare's most terrifying play. Macbeth, a great general, is on his way home after a battle. He is in the King of Scotland's army (=King Duncan), and a good and loyal soldier. Suddenly three horrible witches appear, shouting at him. Frightened, he and his fellow-soldier Banquo hear astonishing news:
The witches hail Macbeth as the future King of Scotland and Banquo's descendants will thereafter also be kings. Ambitious to become king, Macbeth with the help of his wife, Lady Macbeth, murder Duncan and recalling the witches' prophesy that Banquo's progeny would become kings, arranges for Banquo also to be killed at a formal dinner. After Banquo is killed, Macbeth sees the bloody ghost of Banquo. Duncan's son, Malcolm, is still in Macbeth's way to the throne. That's why Macbeth turns to the witches who have a series of visions:
they explain that the king should beware Macduff, a nobleman, but vow that 'none of woman born' will harm Macbeth. They also promise that he will be safe until he sees the forest at Birnam Wood rise against him. In reprisal against Macduff, Macbeth orders the nobleman's wife and children murdered. Malcolm and Macduff resolve to join forces against Macbeth. Macduff is informed that his family has perished. Lady Macbeth, racked with guilt, loses her sanity. Macbeth makes ready to do battle with the English. To make estimates of the size of their force more difficult, the English soldiers march with boughs cut from trees in Birnam Wood, making it appear the forest is moving. This knowledge is conveyed to Macbeth, as is the fact that his Queen has died. Macbeth resolves to fight the battle out. In time, he is confronted by Macduff. Macbeth boasts that no man born of woman can slay him; Macduff informs his adversary that he was not born of a woman. Instead, he was 'from his mother's womb untimely ripp'd' (=Caesarian). Macduff kills the usurping king; Malcolm ascends to the throne.


Scene V. Dunsinane, Macbeth's castle.

Sey. The Queen, my lord, is dead.
Macb. She should have died hereafter;
    There would have been a time for such a word.
    To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,
25 Creeps in this petty pace from day to day
    To the last syllable of recorded time,
    And all our yesterdays have lighted fools
    The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!
    Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player,
30 That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,
    And then is heard no more; it is a tale
    Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying nothing.

    

