
Glamis, and thane of Cawdor!
The greatest is behind.

Thanks for your pains.

I thank you, gentlemen.

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?

If chance will have me king, why, 
chance may crown me,
Without my stir.

Think upon what hath chanced, and, at more 
time,
The interim having weigh'd it, let us speak
Our free hearts each to other.

For each of the quotations below, 
decide whether it is a thought 
Macbeth would want other people to 
hear or whether it is a thought he’d 
like to keep to himself.
For public thoughts, draw a speech 
bubble round the quotation.
For private thoughts, draw a thought 
bubble round the quotation.
Justify the choices you make by 
annotating the quotations.
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