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Extract 1 - Act 1 Scene 2 – Macbeth’s bravery is discussed
How does Shakespeare portray courage in this extract and throughout the play?

	Sergeant
	Doubtful it stood;

	
	As two spent swimmers, that do cling together
	

	
	And choke their art. The merciless Macdonwald--
	

	
	Worthy to be a rebel, for to that
	

	
	The multiplying villanies of nature
	

	
	Do swarm upon him--from the Western Isles
	

	
	Of kerns and gallowglasses is supplied;
	

	
	And fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling,
	

	
	Show'd like a rebel's whore: but all's too weak:
	

	
	For brave Macbeth--well he deserves that name--
	

	
	Disdaining fortune, with his brandish'd steel,
	

	
	Which smoked with bloody execution,
	

	
	Like valour's minion carved out his passage
	

	
	Till he faced the slave;
	

	
	Which ne'er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him,
	

	
	Till he unseam'd him from the nave to the chaps,
	

	
	And fix'd his head upon our battlements.
	

	DUNCAN
	O valiant cousin! worthy gentleman!


Extract 2 - Act 1 Scene 2 – Duncan rewards Macbeth with title
How is treachery presented in this extract and throughout the play?
	

	DUNCAN
	Whence camest thou, worthy thane?

	ROSS
	From Fife, great king;
	

	
	Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky
	

	
	And fan our people cold. Norway himself,
	

	
	With terrible numbers,
	

	
	Assisted by that most disloyal traitor
	

	
	The thane of Cawdor, began a dismal conflict;
	

	
	Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapp'd in proof,
	

	
	Confronted him with self-comparisons,
	

	
	Point against point rebellious, arm 'gainst arm.
	

	
	Curbing his lavish spirit: and, to conclude,
	

	
	The victory fell on us.
	

	DUNCAN
	Great happiness!
	

	ROSS
	That now
	

	
	Sweno, the Norways' king, craves composition:
	

	
	Nor would we deign him burial of his men
	

	
	Till he disbursed at Saint Colme's inch
	

	
	Ten thousand dollars to our general use.
	

	DUNCAN
	No more that thane of Cawdor shall deceive
	

	
	our bosom interest: go pronounce his present death,
	

	
	And with his former title greet Macbeth.
	

	ROSS
	I'll see it done.
	

	DUNCAN
	What he hath lost noble Macbeth hath won.
	

	[Exeunt]

























Extract 3 - Act 1 Scene 3 – Banquo’s reactions to witches
How does Shakespeare present Banquo’s character in this extract and throughout the play?
	MACBETH 
	Aside.
	 

	 
	Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor:
	 

	 
	The greatest is behind.
	 

	 
	To ROSS and ANGUS.
	 

	 
	Thanks for your pains.
	

	 
	To BANQUO.
	 
	 

	 
	Do you not hope your children shall be kings,
	 
	

	 
	When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to me
	 
	

	 
	Promised no less to them?
	 
	

	BANQUO 
	That trusted home
	 
	

	 
	Might yet enkindle you unto the crown,
	
	

	 
	Besides the thane of Cawdor. But 'tis strange:
	 
	

	 
	And oftentimes, to win us to our harm,
	 
	

	 
	The instruments of darkness tell us truths,
	 
	

	 
	Win us with honest trifles, to betray's
	 
	

	 
	In deepest consequence.
	
	

	 
	Cousins, a word, I pray you.
	 
	







Extract 4 -Act 1 Scene 3 – Fears with first thoughts of murdering Duncan
How does Shakespeare present Macbeth’s thoughts on murder within this extract and throughout the play? 

	MACBETH 
	Aside.
	 

	 
	Two truths are told,
	 

	 
	As happy prologues to the swelling act
	 

	 
	Of the imperial theme. -- I thank you, gentlemen.
	 

	 
	Aside. 
	 

	 
	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.
	
	

	BANQUO 
	Look, how our partner's rapt.
	 
	 

	MACBETH 
	Aside.
	 
	

	 
	If chance will have me king, why, chance may crown me,
	 
	

	 
	Without my stir.
	 
	

	BANQUO 
	New honors come upon him,
	 
	

	 
	Like our strange garments, cleave not to their mould
	 
	

	 
	But with the aid of use.
	
	

	MACBETH 
	Aside.
	 
	 

	 
	Come what come may,
	 
	

	 
	Time and the hour runs through the roughest day.
	
	

































Extract 5 - Act 1 Scene 4 – Duncan greets Macbeth
How does Shakespeare present trust in this extract and throughout the play?

	DUNCAN 
	There's no art
	 

	 
	To find the mind's construction in the face:
	

	 
	He was a gentleman on whom I built
	 

	 
	An absolute trust.
	 

	 
	Enter MACBETH, BANQUO, ROSS, and ANGUS.
	 

	 
	O worthiest cousin!
	 

	 
	The sin of my ingratitude even now
	 

	 
	Was heavy on me: thou art so far before
	

	 
	That swiftest wing of recompense is slow
	 

	 
	To overtake thee. Would thou hadst less deserved,
	 

	 
	That the proportion both of thanks and payment
	 

	 
	Might have been mine! Only I have left to say,
	 

	 
	More is thy due than more than all can pay.
	

	MACBETH 
	The service and the loyalty I owe,
	 

	 
	In doing it, pays itself. Your highness' part
	 

	 
	Is to receive our duties; and our duties
	 

	 
	Are to your throne and state children and servants, 
	 

	 
	Which do but what they should, by doing every thing
	

	 
	Safe toward your love and honour.
	 

	DUNCAN 
	Welcome hither:
	 

	 
	I have begun to plant thee, and will labour
	 

	 
	To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo,
	 

	 
	That hast no less deserved, nor must be known
	 

	 
	No less to have done so, let me enfold thee
	 

	 
	And hold thee to my heart.
	 

	BANQUO 
	There if I grow,
	 

	 
	The harvest is your own.
	




































Extract 6 - Act 1 Scene 4 – Macbeth’s thoughts on murdering Duncan
How is good and evil presented in this extract and throughout the play? 

	DUNCAN 
	My plenteous joys,

	 
	Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves
	 

	 
	In drops of sorrow. Sons, kinsmen, thanes,
	 

	 
	And you whose places are the nearest, know
	 

	 
	We will establish our estate upon
	 

	 
	Our eldest, Malcolm, whom we name hereafter
	

	 
	The Prince of Cumberland; which honour must
	 

	 
	Not unaccompanied invest him only,
	 

	 
	But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine
	 

	 
	On all deservers. From hence to Inverness,
	 

	 
	And bind us further to you.
	

	MACBETH 
	The rest is labour, which is not used for you:
	 

	 
	I'll be myself the harbinger and make joyful
	 

	 
	The hearing of my wife with your approach;
	 

	 
	So humbly take my leave.
	 

	DUNCAN 
	My worthy Cawdor!
	

	MACBETH 
	Aside.
	 

	 
	The Prince of Cumberland! that is a step
	 

	 
	On which I must fall down, or else o'erleap,
	 

	 
	For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires;
	 

	 
	Let not light see my black and deep desires:
	 

	 
	The eye wink at the hand; yet let that be,
	 

	 
	Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see.
	

	 
	Exit


























	


Extract 7 -Act 1 Scene 5 – Lady Macbeth’s doubts about husband
What do we learn about Lady Macbeth’s relationship with her husband in this extract and throughout the play?

	LADY MACBETH            
	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. 
	









Extract 8 -Act 1 Scene 5 – Lady Macbeth calls on spirits to remove femininity
How does Shakespeare present the role of women in this extract and throughout the play?

	    LADY MACBETH
	 The raven himself is hoarse

	 
	That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan
	 

	 
	Under my battlements. Come, you spirits
	

	 
	That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here,
	 

	 
	And fill me from the crown to the toe top-full
	 

	 
	Of direst cruelty! make thick my blood;
	 

	 
	Stop up the access and passage to remorse,
	 

	 
	That no compunctious visitings of nature
	

	 
	Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between
	 

	 
	The effect and it! Come to my woman's breasts,
	 

	 
	And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers,
	 

	 
	Wherever in your sightless substances
	 

	 
	You wait on nature's mischief! Come, thick night,
	

	 
	And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell,
	 

	 
	That my keen knife see not the wound it makes,
	 

	 
	Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark,
	 

	 
	To cry 'Hold, hold!'
	








Extract 9 - Act 1 Scene 5 – Lady Macbeth tells Macbeth to act falsely in front of Duncan
How does Shakespeare present Lady Macbeth in this extract and throughout the play?

	LADY MACBETH 
	And when goes hence?
	 

	MACBETH 
	To-morrow, as he purposes.
	 

	LADY MACBETH 
	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,
	 

	 
	Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye,
	 

	 
	Your hand, your tongue: look like the innocent flower,
	 

	 
	But be the serpent under't. He that's coming
	

	 
	Must be provided for: and you shall put
This night's great business into my dispatch;
	 

	 
	Which shall to all our nights and days to come
	 

	 
	Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom.
	 

	MACBETH 
	We will speak further.
	

	LADY MACBETH 
	Only look up clear;
To alter favour ever is to fear:
	 

	 
	Leave all the rest to me.
	 

	 
	Exeunt
	








Extract 10 -Act 1 Scene 6 – Lady Macbeth’s false nature in front of Duncan
How does Shakespeare present deceit and falseness in this extract and throughout the play?

	[Enter LADY MACBETH]

	DUNCAN
	See, see our honoured hostess!
	

	
	The love that follows us sometime is our trouble,
	

	
	Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you
	

	
	How you shall bid God 'ild us for your pains,
	

	
	And thank us for your trouble.
	

	LADY MACBETH
	All our service
	

	
	In every point twice done and then done double
	

	
	Were poor and single 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.
	

	DUNCAN
	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 him
	

	
	To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess,
	

	
	We are your guest to-night.
	

	
LADY MACBETH

	
	Your servants ever
Have theirs, themselves and what is theirs, in compt,
	

	
	To make their audit at your highness' pleasure,
	

	
	Still to return your own.
	

	DUNCAN
	Give me your hand;
	

	
	Conduct me to mine host: we love him highly,
	

	
	And shall continue our graces towards him.
	

	
	By your leave, hostess.
	

	[Exeunt]




























Extract 11 - Act 1 Scene 7 - Macbeth’s doubts
How does Shakespeare present Macbeth’s views on murder in this extract and throughout the play?

	MACBETH 
	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 ingredience 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 th'other.
	
	































Extract 12 - Act 1 Scene 7 – Lady Macbeth’s disgust at Macbeth
How does Shakespeare portray Lady Macbeth’s character in this extract and throughout the play?

	MACBETH 
	We will proceed no further in this business:
	 

	 
	He hath honour'd me of late; and I have bought
	

	 
	Golden opinions from all sorts of people,
	 

	 
	Which would be worn now in their newest gloss,
	 

	 
	Not cast aside so soon.
	 

	LADY MACBETH 
	Was the hope drunk
	 

	 
	Wherein you dress'd yourself? hath it slept since?
	

	 
	And wakes it now, to look so green and pale
	 

	 
	At what it did so freely? From this time
	 

	 
	Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard
	 

	 
	To be the same in thine own act and valour
	 
	 

	 
	As thou art in desire? Wouldst thou have that
	
	

	 
	Which thou esteem'st the ornament of life,
	 
	

	 
	And live a coward in thine own esteem,
	 
	

	 
	Letting 'I dare not' wait upon 'I would,'
	 
	

	 
	Like the poor cat i' the adage?
	
	











Extract 13 - Act 1 Scene 7 – Lady Macbeth’s subversion of feminine stereotype
How does Shakespeare present the role of females in this extract and throughout the play?

	LADY MACBETH 
	What beast was't, then,
	 

	 
	That made you break this enterprise to me?
	 

	 
	When you durst do it, then you were a man;
	

	 
	And, to be more than what you were, you would
	 
	 

	 
	Be so much more the man. Nor time nor place
	 
	

	 
	Did then adhere, and yet you would make both:
	 
	

	
	They have made themselves, and that their fitness now
	 
	

	 
	Does unmake you. I have given suck, and know
	
	

	 
	How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me:
	 
	

	 
	I would, while it was smiling in my face,
	 
	

	 
	Have pluck'd my nipple from his boneless gums,
	 
	

	 
	And dash'd the brains out, had I so sworn as you
	 
	

	 
	Have done to this.
	
	

	MACBETH 
	If we should fail?
	 
	

	LADY MACBETH 
	We fail!
	 
	

	 
	But screw your courage to the sticking-place,
	 
	 

	 
	And we'll not fail. When Duncan is asleep--
	 
	

	 
	Whereto the rather shall his day's hard journey
	
	

	 
	Soundly invite him--his two chamberlains
	 
	

	 
	Will I with wine and wassail so convince
	 
	

	 
	That memory, the warder of the brain,
	 
	

	 
	Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason
	 
	

	 
	A limbeck only: when in swinish sleep
	
	

	 
	Their drenched natures lie as in a death,
	 
	

	 
	What cannot you and I perform upon
	 
	

	 
	The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon
	 
	 

	 
	His spongy officers, who shall bear the guilt
	 
	

	 
	Of our great quell?
	
	


Extract 14 - Act 2 Scene 1 – Banquo and Macbeth’s contrasting reactions to the Witches
How does Shakespeare present reactions towards the witches in this extract and throughout the play?

	BANQUO

	 All’s well. 

I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters:

To you they have show’d some truth 
	 

	MACBETH 
	I think not of them:
	 

	 
	Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve,
	 

	 
	We would spend it in some words upon that business,
	 

	 
	If you would grant the time.
	

	BANQUO 
	At your kind'st leisure.
	 

	MACBETH 
	If you shall cleave to my consent, when 'tis,
	 

	 
	It shall make honour for you.
	 

	BANQUO 
	So I lose none
	 

	 
	In seeking to augment it, but still keep
	

	 
	My bosom franchised and allegiance clear,
	 

	 
	I shall be counsell'd.
	 

	MACBETH 
	Good repose the while!
	 

	BANQUO 
	Thanks, sir: the like to you!
	 
	











Extract 15 - Act 2 Scene 1 – Macbeth sees a vision of a dagger
How does Shakespeare present Macbeth’s state of mind within this extract and throughout the play?

	MACBETH
	 

	 
	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.
	
	








































Extract 16 - Act 2 Scene 2 -  Lady Macbeth’s reaction to murder plan
How does Shakespeare present Lady Macbeth’s views on murder within this extract and throughout the play?

	[Enter LADY MACBETH]

	LADY MACBETH
	That which hath made them drunk hath made me bold;
	

	
	What hath quench'd them hath given me fire.
	

	
	Hark! Peace!
	

	
	It was the owl that shriek'd, the fatal bellman,
	

	
	Which gives the stern'st good-night. He is about it:
	

	
	The doors are open; and the surfeited grooms
	

	
	Do mock their charge with snores: I have drugg'd
	

	
	their possets,
	

	
	That death and nature do contend about them,
	

	
	Whether they live or die.
	

	MACBETH
	[Within] Who's there? what, ho! 
	

	LADY MACBETH
	Alack, I am afraid they have awaked,
	

	
	And 'tis not done. The attempt and not the deed
	

	
	Confounds us. Hark! I laid their daggers ready;
	

	
	He could not miss 'em. Had he not resembled
	

	
	My father as he slept, I had done't.
	








Extract 17 - Act 2 Scene 2 – Macbeth’s fear and guilt
How does Shakespeare present Macbeth’s reactions to death within this extract and throughout the play?

	MACBETH
	One cried 'God bless us!' and 'Amen' the other;

	
	As they had seen me with these hangman's hands.

	
	Listening their fear, I could not say 'Amen,'

	
	When they did say 'God bless us!'

	LADY MACBETH
	Consider it not so deeply.
	

	MACBETH
	But wherefore could not I pronounce 'Amen'?
	

	
	I had most need of blessing, and 'Amen'
	

	
	Stuck in my throat.
	

	LADY MACBETH
	These deeds must not be thought
	

	
	After these ways; so, it will make us mad.
	

	MACBETH
	Methought I heard a voice cry 'Sleep no more!
	

	
	Macbeth does murder sleep', the innocent sleep,
	

	
	Sleep that knits up the ravell'd sleeve of care,
	

	
	The death of each day's life, sore labour's bath,
	

	
	Balm of hurt minds, great nature's second course,
	

	
	Chief nourisher in life's feast,--
	

	LADY MACBETH
	What do you mean?
	

	MACBETH
	Still it cried 'Sleep no more!' to all the house:
	

	
	'Glamis hath murder'd sleep, and therefore Cawdor
	

	
	Shall sleep no more; Macbeth shall sleep no more.'
	














Extract 18 - Act 2 Scene 2 – Lady Macbeth’s reaction to murder
How does Shakespeare present Lady Macbeth’s reaction to death within this extract and throughout the play?

	LADY MACBETH
	Who was it that thus cried? Why, worthy thane,

	
	You do unbend your noble strength, to think

	
	So brainsickly of things. Go get some water,

	
	And wash this filthy witness from your hand.

	
	Why did you bring these daggers from the place?
	

	
	They must lie there: go carry them; and smear
	

	
	The sleepy grooms with blood.
	

	MACBETH
	I'll go no more:
	

	
	I am afraid to think what I have done;
	

	
	Look on't again I dare not.
	

	LADY MACBETH
	Infirm of purpose!
	

	
	Give me the daggers: the sleeping and the dead
	

	
	Are but as pictures: 'tis the eye of childhood
	

	
	That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed,
	

	
	I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal;
	

	
	For it must seem their guilt.
	

	[Exit. Knocking within]

	MACBETH
	Whence is that knocking?
	

	
	How is't with me, when every noise appals me?
	

	
	What hands are here? ha! they pluck out mine eyes.
	

	
	Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood
	

	
	Clean from my hand? No, this my hand will rather
	

	
	The multitudinous seas in incarnadine,
	

	
	Making the green one red.
	

	[Re-enter LADY MACBETH]

	LADY MACBETH
	My hands are of your colour; but I shame
	

	
	To wear a heart so white.
	



Extract 19 - Act 2 Scene 3 – The unnatural act of murder of King
How does Shakespeare present evil acts within this extract and throughout the play?

	LENNOX 
	Goes the king hence to-day?
	 

	MACBETH 
	He does: he did appoint so.
	 

	LENNOX 
	The night has been unruly: where we lay,
	 

	 
	Our chimneys were blown down; and, as they say,
	 

	 
	Lamentings heard i' the air; strange screams of death,
	 

	 
	And prophesying with accents terrible
	 

	 
	Of dire combustion and confused events
	 

	 
	New hatch'd to the woeful time: the obscure bird
	 

	 
	Clamour'd the livelong night: some say, the earth
	

	 
	Was feverous and did shake.
	 

	MACBETH 
	'Twas a rough night.
	 

	LENNOX 
	My young remembrance cannot parallel
	 

	 
	A fellow to it.
	 

	 
	Re-enter MACDUFF.
	 

	MACDUFF 
	O horror, horror, horror! Tongue nor heart
	

	 
	Cannot conceive nor name thee!
	 

	MACBETH 
	
	 

	 
	What's the matter.
	 
	 

	 
	

	MACDUFF 
	Confusion now hath made his masterpiece!
	
	

	 
	Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope
	 
	

	 
	The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence
	 
	

	 
	The life o' the building!
	
	










Extract 20 - Act 2 Scene 3 – Macduff and Banquo’s reaction to Duncan’s death
How does Shakespeare present genuine reactions within this extract and throughout the play?

	MACDUFF
	 

	 
	Awake, awake!
	 

	 
	Ring the alarum-bell. Murder and treason!
	

	 
	Banquo and Donalbain! Malcolm! awake!
	 
	 

	 
	Shake off this downy sleep, death's counterfeit,
	 
	

	 
	And look on death itself! up, up, and see
	 
	

	 
	The great doom's image! Malcolm! Banquo!
	 
	

	 
	As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprites,
	
	

	 
	To countenance this horror! Ring the bell.
	 
	

	 
	Bell rings.
	 
	

	 
	Enter LADY MACBETH.
	 
	

	LADY MACBETH 
	What's the business,
	 
	

	 
	That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley
	 
	

	 
	The sleepers of the house? speak, speak!
	 
	

	MACDUFF 
	O gentle lady,
	
	

	 
	'Tis not for you to hear what I can speak:
	 
	

	 
	The repetition, in a woman's ear,
	 
	 

	 
	Would murder as it fell.
	 
	

	 
	Enter BANQUO.
	 
	

	 
	O Banquo, Banquo,
	 
	

	 
	Our royal master 's murder'd!
	
	

	LADY MACBETH 
	Woe, alas!
	 
	

	 
	What, in our house?
	 
	

	BANQUO 
	Too cruel any where.
	 
	

	 
	Dear Duff, I prithee, contradict thyself,
	 
	

	 
	And say it is not so.
	
	





Extract 21 - Act 2 Scene 3 – Macbeth’s false response to Duncan’s death
How does Shakespeare portray false acts in this extract and throughout the play?

	MACBETH 
	O, yet I do repent me of my fury,
	 

	 
	That I did kill them.
	

	MACDUFF 
	Wherefore did you so?
	 

	MACBETH 
	Who can be wise, amazed, temperate and furious,
	 

	 
	Loyal and neutral, in a moment? No man:
	 

	 
	The expedition my violent love
	 

	 
	Outrun the pauser, reason. Here lay Duncan,
	

	 
	His silver skin laced with his golden blood;
	 

	 
	And his gash'd stabs look'd like a breach in nature
	 

	 
	For ruin's wasteful entrance: there, the murderers,
	
	 

	 
	Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers
	 
	

	 
	Unmannerly breech'd with gore: who could refrain,
	
	

	 
	That had a heart to love, and in that heart
	 
	

	 
	Courage to make 's love known?
	 
	

	LADY MACBETH 
	Help me hence, ho!
	 
	

	MACDUFF 
	Look to the lady.
	
	





















Extract 22 - Act 2 Scene 3 – Malcolm and Donalbain’s reaction Duncan’s death
How does Shakespeare present Malcolm within this extract and throughout the play?

	Exeunt all but Malcolm and Donalbain.
	 

	MALCOLM 
	What will you do?
	 

	 
	Let's not consort with them:
	 

	 
	To show an unfelt sorrow is an office
	 

	 
	Which the false man does easy. I'll to England.
	 

	DONALBAIN 
	To Ireland, I; our separated fortune
	 

	 
	Shall keep us both the safer: where we are,
	 

	 
	There's daggers in men's smiles: the near in blood,
	 

	 
	The nearer bloody.
	 

	MALCOLM 
	This murderous shaft that's shot
	 

	 
	Hath not yet lighted, and our safest way
	 

	 
	Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse;
	 

	 
	And let us not be dainty of leave-taking,
	 
	 

	 
	But shift away: there's warrant in that theft
	 
	

	 
	Which steals itself, when there's no mercy left.
	 
	

	 
	Exeunt.
	
	




















Extract 23 - Act 2 Scene 4 – Unnatural acts following Duncan’s death
How does Shakespeare present unnatural actions in this extract and throughout the play?
	Enter ROSS and an old Man]

	Old Man
	Threescore and ten I can remember well:
	

	
	Within the volume of which time I have seen
	

	
	Hours dreadful and things strange; but this sore night
	

	
	Hath trifled former knowings.
	

	ROSS
	Ah, good father,
	

	
	Thou seest, the heavens, as troubled with man's act,
	

	
	Threaten his bloody stage: by the clock, 'tis day,
	

	
	And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp:
	

	
	Is't night's predominance, or the day's shame,
	

	
	That darkness does the face of earth entomb,
	

	
	When living light should kiss it?
	

	Old Man
	'Tis unnatural,
	

	
	Even like the deed that's done. On Tuesday last,
	

	
	A falcon, towering in her pride of place,
	

	
	Was by a mousing owl hawk'd at and kill'd.
	

	ROSS
	And Duncan's horses--a thing most strange and certain--
	

	
	Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race,
	

	
	Turn'd wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out,
	

	
	Contending 'gainst obedience, as they would make
	

	
	War with mankind.
	

	Old Man
	'Tis said they eat each other.
	












Extract 24 - Act 3 Scene 1 – Banquo’s doubts regarding Macbeth
How does Shakespeare present Banquo in this extract and throughout the play?

	Enter BANQUO]

	BANQUO
	Thou hast it now: king, Cawdor, Glamis, all,
	

	
	As the weird women promised, and, I fear,
	

	
	Thou play'dst most foully for't: yet it was said
	

	
	It should not stand in thy posterity,
	

	
	But that myself should be the root and father
	5

	
	Of many kings. If there come truth from them--
	

	
	As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine--
	

	
	Why, by the verities on thee made good,
	

	
	May they not be my oracles as well,
	

	
	And set me up in hope? But hush! no more.
	10

	[ Sennet sounded. Enter MACBETH, as king, LADY MACBETH, as queen, LENNOX, ROSS, Lords, Ladies, and Attendants ]


























Extract 25 - Act 3 Scene 1 – Macbeth’s thoughts on murdering Banquo
How does Shakespeare present Macbeth’s insecurities in this extract and throughout the play?
	

	MACBETH
	Our fears in Banquo stick deep

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.
	







Extract 26 - Act 3 Scene 1 – Macbeth persuades murderers to kill Banquo
How does Shakespeare present Macbeth’s attitudes to murder in this extract and throughout the play?

	MACBETH
	Both of you

	
	Know Banquo was your enemy.
	

	Both Murderers
	True, my lord.
	

	MACBETH
	So is he mine; and in such bloody distance,
	

	
	That every minute of his being thrusts
	

	
	Against my near'st of life: and though I could
	

	
	With barefaced power sweep him from my sight
	

	
	And bid my will avouch it, yet I must not,
	

	
	For certain friends that are both his and mine,
	

	
	Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall
	

	
	Who I myself struck down; and thence it is,
	

	
	That I to your assistance do make love,
	

	
	Masking the business from the common eye
	

	
	For sundry weighty reasons.
	

	Second Murderer
	We shall, my lord,
	

	
	Perform what you command us.
	

	First Murderer
	Though our lives--
	

	MACBETH
	Your spirits shine through you. Within this hour at most
	

	
	I will advise you where to plant yourselves;
	

	
	Acquaint you with the perfect spy o' the time,
	

	
	The moment on't; for't must be done to-night,
	

	
	And something from the palace; always thought
	

	
	That I require a clearness: and with him--
	

	
	To leave no rubs nor botches in the work--
	

	
	Fleance his son, that keeps him company,
	

	
	Whose absence is no less material to me
	

	
	Than is his father's, must embrace the fate
	

	
	Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart:
	

	
	I'll come to you anon.








	





Extract 27 - Act 3 Scene 2 – Lady Macbeth reaction to events so far
How has Shakespeare shown the changes in Lady Macbeth’s character within this extract and throughout the play?

	LADY MACBETH
	Nought's had, all's spent,

	
	Where our desire is got without content:

	
	'Tis safer to be that which we destroy

	
	Than by destruction dwell in doubtful joy.

	[Enter MACBETH]

	
	How now, my lord! why do you keep alone,
	

	
	Of sorriest fancies your companions making,
	

	
	Using those thoughts which should indeed have died
	

	
	With them they think on? Things without all remedy
	

	
	Should be without regard: what's done is done.
	

	MACBETH
	We have scotch'd the snake, not kill'd it:
	

	
	She'll close and be herself, whilst our poor malice
	

	
	Remains in danger of her former tooth.
	

	
	But let the frame of things disjoint, both the
	

	
	worlds suffer,
	

	
	Ere we will eat our meal in fear and sleep
	

	
	In the affliction of these terrible dreams
	

	
	That shake us nightly: better be with the dead,
	

	
	Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to peace,
	

	
	Than on the torture of the mind to lie
	

	
	In restless ecstasy. Duncan is in his grave;
	

	
	After life's fitful fever he sleeps well;
	

	
	Treason has done his worst: nor steel, nor poison,
	

	
	Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing,
	

	
	Can touch him further.
	

	LADY MACBETH
	Come on;
	

	
	Gentle my lord, sleek o'er your rugged looks;
	

	
	Be bright and jovial among your guests to-night.





	


Extract 28 - Act 3 Scene 2 – Macbeth doesn’t tell wife of his plans
How does Shakespeare show the changes in Macbeth’s relationship with his wife in this extract and throughout the play?

	MACBETH
	So shall I, love; and so, I pray, be you:

	
	Let your remembrance apply to Banquo;
	

	
	Present him eminence, both with eye and tongue:
	

	
	Unsafe the while, that we
	

	
	Must lave our honours in these flattering streams,
	

	
	And make our faces vizards to our hearts,
	

	
	Disguising what they are.
	

	LADY MACBETH
	You must leave this.
	

	MACBETH
	O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife!
	

	
	Thou know'st that Banquo, and his Fleance, lives.
	

	LADY MACBETH
	But in them nature's copy's not eterne.
	

	MACBETH
	There's comfort yet; they are assailable;
	

	
	Then be thou jocund: ere the bat hath flown
	

	
	His cloister'd flight, ere to black Hecate's summons
	

	
	The shard-borne beetle with his drowsy hums
	

	
	Hath rung night's yawning peal, there shall be done
	

	
	A deed of dreadful note.
	

	LADY MACBETH
	What's to be done?
	

	MACBETH
	Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck,
	

	
	Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling night,
	

	
	Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day;
	






Extract 29 - Act 3 Scene 4 – Macbeth’s fears when speaking to murderers
How does Shakespeare demonstrate Macbeth’s insecurities regarding his role as King within this extract and throughout the play?

	MACBETH
	'Tis better thee without than he within.

	
	Is he dispatch'd?

	First Murderer
	My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for him.

	MACBETH
	Thou art the best o' the cut-throats: yet he's good

	
	That did the like for Fleance: if thou didst it,

	
	Thou art the nonpareil.

	First Murderer
	Most royal sir,

	
	Fleance is 'scaped.
	

	MACBETH
	Then comes my fit again: I had else been perfect,
	

	
	Whole as the marble, founded as the rock,
	

	
	As broad and general as the casing air:
	

	
	But now I am cabin'd, cribb'd, confined, bound in
	

	
	To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo's safe?
	

	First Murderer
	Ay, my good lord: safe in a ditch he bides,
	

	
	With twenty trenched gashes on his head;
	

	
	The least a death to nature.
	

	MACBETH
	Thanks for that:
	

	
	There the grown serpent lies; the worm that's fled
	

	
	Hath nature that in time will venom breed,
	

	
	No teeth for the present. Get thee gone: to-morrow
	

	
	We'll hear, ourselves, again.
	













Extract 30 - Act 3 Scene 4 – Lady Macbeth’s reactions to Macbeth seeing Banquo’s ghost
How does Shakespeare portray Lady Macbeth’s control within her marriage to Macbeth within this extract and throughout the play?

	LADY MACBETH
	Sit, worthy friends: my lord is often thus,

	
	And hath been from his youth: pray you, keep seat;

	
	The fit is momentary; upon a thought

	
	He will again be well: if much you note him,

	
	You shall offend him and extend his passion:

	
	Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man?

	MACBETH
	Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that

	
	Which might appal the devil.

	LADY MACBETH
	O proper stuff!
	

	
	This is the very painting of your fear:
	

	
	This is the air-drawn dagger which, you said,
	

	
	Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws and starts,
	

	
	Impostors to true fear, would well become
	

	
	A woman's story at a winter's fire,
	

	
	Authorized by her grandam. Shame itself!
	

	
	Why do you make such faces? When all's done,
	

	
	You look but on a stool.
	

	MACBETH
	Prithee, see there! behold! look! lo!

	
	how say you?

	
	Why, what care I? If thou canst nod, speak too.
	

	
	If charnel-houses and our graves must send 
	

	
	Those that we bury back, our monuments
	

	
	Shall be the maws of kites.
	

	[GHOST OF BANQUO vanishes]

	LADY MACBETH
	What, quite unmann'd in folly?
	

	MACBETH
	If I stand here, I saw him.
	

	LADY MACBETH
	Fie, for shame!
	


Extract 31 - Act 3 Scene 6 – Lennox’s changing views
How does Shakespeare convey society’s views of Macbeth within this extract and throughout the play?

	LENNOX

	
	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?
	














Extract 32 - Act 4 Scene 1 – Macbeth’s decision to kill Macduff after seeing Witches again
How does Shakespeare convey Macbeth’s thoughts on murder within this extract and throughout the play?
	LENNOX
	No, indeed, my lord.

	MACBETH
	Infected be the air whereon they ride;

	
	And damn'd all those that trust them! I did hear

	
	The galloping of horse: who was't came by?
	

	LENNOX
	'Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word
	

	
	Macduff is fled to England.
	

	MACBETH
	Fled to England!
	

	LENNOX
	Ay, my good lord.
	

	MACBETH
	Time, thou anticipatest my dread exploits:
	

	
	The flighty purpose never is o'ertook
	

	
	Unless the deed go with it; from this moment
	

	
	The very firstlings of my heart shall be
	

	
	The firstlings of my hand. And even now,
	

	
	To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and done:
	

	
	The castle of Macduff I will surprise;
	

	
	Seize upon Fife; give to the edge o' the sword
	

	
	His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls
	

	
	That trace him in his line. No boasting like a fool;
	

	
	This deed I'll do before this purpose cool.
	

	
	But no more sights!--Where are these gentlemen?
	

	
	Come, bring me where they are.
	

	[Exeunt]











Extract 33 - Act 4 Scene 2 – Rosse and Lady Macduff’s views on Macduff
How is Macduff presented within this extract and throughout the play?

	LADY MACDUFF
	What had he done, to make him fly the land?

	ROSS
	You must have patience, madam.

	LADY MACDUFF
	He had none:

	
	His flight was madness: when our actions do not,

	
	Our fears do make us traitors.

	ROSS
	You know not

	
	Whether it was his wisdom or his fear.

	LADY MACDUFF
	Wisdom! to leave his wife, to leave his babes,

	
	His mansion and his titles in a place

	
	From whence himself does fly? He loves us not;

	
	He wants the natural touch: for the poor wren,

	
	The most diminutive of birds, will fight,
	

	
	Her young ones in her nest, against the owl.
	

	
	All is the fear and nothing is the love;
	

	
	As little is the wisdom, where the flight
	

	
	So runs against all reason.
	

	ROSS
	My dearest coz,
	

	
	I pray you, school yourself: but for your husband,
	

	
	He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows
	

	
	The fits o' the season. I dare not speak
	

	
	much further;
	

	
	But cruel are the times, when we are traitors
	

	
	And do not know ourselves, when we hold rumour
	

	
	From what we fear, yet know not what we fear,
	

	
	But float upon a wild and violent sea
	

	
	Each way and move. I take my leave of you:
	

	


	Extract 34 - Act 4 Scene 2 – Lady Macduff’s relationship with her son
How does Shakespeare convey family relationships both within this extract and throughout the play?

	LADY MACDUFF
	Yes, he is dead; how wilt thou do for a father?

	Son
	Nay, how will you do for a husband?

	LADY MACDUFF
	Why, I can buy me twenty at any market.
	

	Son
	Then you'll buy 'em to sell again.
	

	LADY MACDUFF
	Thou speak'st with all thy wit: and yet, i' faith,
	

	
	With wit enough for thee.
	

	Son
	Was my father a traitor, mother?
	

	LADY MACDUFF
	Ay, that he was.
	

	Son
	What is a traitor?
	

	LADY MACDUFF
	Why, one that swears and lies.
	

	Son
	And be all traitors that do so?
	

	LADY MACDUFF
	Every one that does so is a traitor, and must be hanged.
	

	Son
	And must they all be hanged that swear and lie?
	

	LADY MACDUFF
	Every one.
	

	Son
	Who must hang them?
	

	LADY MACDUFF
	Why, the honest men.
	

	Son
	Then the liars and swearers are fools,
	

	
	for there are liars and swearers enow to beat
	

	
	the honest men and hang up them.
	

	LADY MACDUFF
	Now, God help thee, poor monkey!
	

	
	But how wilt thou do for a father?
	

	Son
	If he were dead, you'ld weep for
	

	
	him: if you would not, it were a good sign
	

	
	that I should quickly have a new father.
	

	LADY MACDUFF
	Poor prattler, how thou talk'st!
	





Extract 35 - Act 4 Scene 2 – Lady Macduff states her innocence
How does Shakespeare present the role of females during this time period within this extract and throughout the play?

	LADY MACDUFF
	Whither should I fly?

	
	I have done no harm. But I remember now

	
	I am in this earthly world; where to do harm

	
	Is often laudable, to do good sometime

	
	Accounted dangerous folly: why then, alas,

	
	Do I put up that womanly defence,

	
	To say I have done no harm?

	[Enter Murderers]

	
	What are these faces?
	

	First Murderer
	Where is your husband?
	

	LADY MACDUFF
	I hope, in no place so unsanctified
	

	
	Where such as thou mayst find him.
	

	First Murderer
	He's a traitor.
	

	Son
	Thou liest, thou shag-hair'd villain!
	

	First Murderer
	What, you egg!
	

	[Stabbing him]

	
	Young fry of treachery!
	

	Son
	He has kill'd me, mother:
	

	
	Run away, I pray you!
	

	[Dies]











Extract 36 - Act 4 Scene 3 – Malcolm’s views on Macbeth’s ruling
How does Shakespeare convey the role of King within this extract and throughout the play?

	MALCOLM
	It is myself I mean: in whom I know
	

	
	All the particulars of vice so grafted
	

	
	That, when they shall be open'd, black Macbeth
	

	
	Will seem as pure as snow, and the poor state
	

	
	Esteem him as a lamb, being compared
	

	
	With my confineless harms.
	

	MACDUFF
	Not in the legions
	

	
	Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn'd
	

	                           In evils to top Macbeth.

		MALCOLM
	I grant him bloody,

	
	Luxurious, avaricious, false deceitful,

	
	Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin

	
	That has a name: but there's no bottom, none,
	

	
	In my voluptuousness: your wives, your daughters,
	

	
	Your matrons and your maids, could not fill up
	

	
	The cistern of my lust, and my desire
	

	
	All continent impediments would o'erbear
	

	
	That did oppose my will: better Macbeth
	

	
	Than such an one to reign.
	

	MACDUFF
	Boundless intemperance
	

	
	In nature is a tyranny; it hath been
	

	
	The untimely emptying of the happy throne
	

	
	And fall of many kings. But fear not yet
	

	
	To take upon you what is yours: you may
	

	
	Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty,
	

	
	And yet seem cold, the time you may so hoodwink.
	

	
	We have willing dames enough: there cannot be
	

	
	That vulture in you, to devour so many
	

	
	As will to greatness dedicate themselves,
	

	
	Finding it so inclined.
	

	MALCOLM
	With this there grows
	

	
	In my most ill-composed affection such
	

	
	A stanchless avarice that, were I king,
	

	
	I should cut off the nobles for their lands,
	

	
	Desire his jewels and this other's house:
	

	
	And my more-having would be as a sauce
	

	
	To make me hunger more; that I should forge
	

	
	Quarrels unjust against the good and loyal,
	

	
	Destroying them for wealth.
	




	
	

	
























Extract 37 - Act 4 Scene 3 – Malcolm’s views on a good King + Macduff proves his loyalty
How does Shakespeare convey loyalty within this extract and throughout the play?

	MALCOLM
	But I have none: the king-becoming graces,

	
	As justice, verity, temperance, stableness,

	
	Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness,

	
	Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude,

	
	I have no relish of them, but abound

	
	In the division of each several crime,

	
	Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I should

	
	Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell,

	
	Uproar the universal peace, confound

	
	All unity on earth.

	MACDUFF
	O Scotland, Scotland!
	

	MALCOLM
	If such a one be fit to govern, speak:
	

	
	I am as I have spoken.
	

	MACDUFF
	Fit to govern!
	

	
	No, not to live. O nation miserable,
	

	
	With an untitled tyrant bloody-scepter'd,
	

	
	When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again,
	

	
	Since that the truest issue of thy throne
	

	
	By his own interdiction stands accursed,
	

	
	And does blaspheme his breed? Thy royal father
	

	
	Was a most sainted king: the queen that bore thee,
	

	
	Oftener upon her knees than on her feet,
	

	
	Died every day she lived. Fare thee well!
	

	
	These evils thou repeat'st upon thyself
	

	
	Have banish'd me from Scotland. O my breast,
	

	
	Thy hope ends here!
	



Extract 38 - Act 4 Scene 3 – Macduff’s grief at news his family murdered
How does Shakespeare convey reactions to death within this extract and throughout the play?

	MACDUFF
	My children too?

	ROSS
	Wife, children, servants, all

	
	That could be found.

	MACDUFF
	And I must be from thence!

	
	My wife kill'd too?

	ROSS
	I have said.

	MALCOLM
	Be comforted:

	
	Let's make us medicines of our great revenge,

	
	To cure this deadly grief.

	MACDUFF
	He has no children. All my pretty ones?

	
	Did you say all? O hell-kite! All?

	
	What, all my pretty chickens and their dam

	
	At one fell swoop?

	MALCOLM
	Dispute it like a man.

	MACDUFF
	I shall do so;
	

	
	But I must also feel it as a man:
	

	
	I cannot but remember such things were,
	

	
	That were most precious to me. Did heaven look on,
	

	
	And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff,
	

	
	They were all struck for thee! naught that I am,
	

	
	Not for their own demerits, but for mine,
	

	
	Fell slaughter on their souls. Heaven rest them now!
	

	MALCOLM
	Be this the whetstone of your sword: let grief
	

	
	Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it.
	





Extract 39 - Act 5 Scene 1 – Lady Macbeth’s guilt shown through sleepwalking
How does Shakespeare convey Lady Macbeth’s approach to murder within this extract and throughout the play?

	LADY MACBETH
	Out, damned spot! out, I say!--One: two: why,

	
	then, 'tis time to do't.--Hell is murky!--Fie, my
	

	
	lord, fie! a soldier, and afeard? What need we
	

	
	fear who knows it, when none can call our power to
	

	
	account?--Yet who would have thought the old man
	

	
	to have had so much blood in him.
	

	Doctor
	Do you mark that?
	

	LADY MACBETH
	The thane of Fife had a wife: where is she now?--
	

	
	What, will these hands ne'er be clean?--No more o'
	

	
	that, my lord, no more o' that: you mar all with
	

	
	this starting.
	

	Doctor
	Go to, go to; you have known what you should not.
	

	Gentlewoman
	She has spoke what she should not, I am sure of
	

	
	that: heaven knows what she has known.
	

	LADY MACBETH
	Here's the smell of the blood still: all the
	

	
	perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little
	

	
	hand. Oh, oh, oh!
	

	Doctor
	What a sigh is there! The heart is sorely charged.
	

	Gentlewoman
	I would not have such a heart in my bosom for the
	

	
	dignity of the whole body.
	

	Doctor
	Well, well, well,--
	

	Gentlewoman
	Pray God it be, sir.
	

	Doctor
	This disease is beyond my practise: yet I have known
	

	
	those which have walked in their sleep who have died
	

	
	holily in their beds.
	

	LADY MACBETH
	Wash your hands, put on your nightgown; look not so
	

	
	pale.--I tell you yet again, Banquo's buried; he
	

	
	cannot come out on's grave.
	

	Doctor
	Even so?
	

	LADY MACBETH
	To bed, to bed! there's knocking at the gate:
	

	
	come, come, come, come, give me your hand. What's
	

	
	done cannot be undone.--To bed, to bed, to bed!
	

	[Exit]






























Extract 40 - Act 5 Scene 3 – Macbeth is growing weary + given update of wife
How does Shakespeare convey the changes in Macbeth’s attitudes within this extract and throughout the play?

	MACBETH

	
	I have lived long enough: my way of life 
Is fall'n into the sear, the yellow leaf,

	
	And that which should accompany old age,

	
	As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,

	
	I must not look to have; but, in their stead,

	
	Curses, not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath,

	
	Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. Seyton!

	[Enter SEYTON]

	SEYTON
	What is your gracious pleasure?
	

	MACBETH
	What news more?
	

	SEYTON
	All is confirm'd, my lord, which was reported.
	

	MACBETH
	I'll fight till from my bones my flesh be hack'd.
	

	
	Give me my armour.
	

	SEYTON
	'Tis not needed yet.
	

	MACBETH
	I'll put it on.
	

	
	Send out more horses; skirr the country round;
	

	
	Hang those that talk of fear. Give me mine armour.
	

	
	How does your patient, doctor?
	

	Doctor
	Not so sick, my lord,
	

	
	As she is troubled with thick coming fancies,
	

	
	That keep her from her rest.
	

	MACBETH
	Cure her of that.
	

	
	Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased,
	

	
	Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow,
	

	
	Raze out the written troubles of the brain
	

	
	And with some sweet oblivious antidote
	

	
	Cleanse the stuff'd bosom of that perilous stuff
	

	
	Which weighs upon the heart?
	

	Doctor
	Therein the patient
	

	
	Must minister to himself.
	



	

	
	

	





































Extract 41 - Act 5 Scene 5 – Macbeth responds to news of wife’s death
How has Shakespeare portrayed changes within Macbeth’s character within this extract and throughout the play?

	MACBETH
	I have almost forgot the taste of fears;

	
	The time has been, my senses would have cool'd
	

	
	To hear a night-shriek; and my fell of hair
	

	
	Would at a dismal treatise rouse and stir
	

	
	As life were in't: I have supp'd full with horrors;
	

	
	Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts
	

	
	Cannot once start me.
	

	[Re-enter SEYTON]

	
	Wherefore was that cry?
	

	SEYTON
	The queen, my lord, is dead.
	

	MACBETH
	She should have died hereafter;
	

	
	There would have been a time for such a word.
	

	
	To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,
	

	
	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
	

	
	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.

























	



	
	

	Extract 42 - Act 5 Scene 8 – Macbeth’s bravery returns
How does Shakespeare convey Macbeth’s character within this extract and throughout the play?
	
	

	
	MACBETH
	Why should I play the Roman fool, and die

	
	On mine own sword? whiles I see lives, the gashes

	
	Do better upon them.

	[Enter MACDUFF]

	MACDUFF
	Turn, hell-hound, turn!
	

	MACBETH
	Of all men else I have avoided thee:
	

	
	But get thee back; my soul is too much charged
	

	
	With blood of thine already.
	

	MACDUFF
	I have no words:
	

	
	My voice is in my sword: thou bloodier villain
	

	
	Than terms can give thee out!
	

	[They fight]

	MACBETH
	Thou losest labour:
	

	
	As easy mayst thou the intrenchant air
	

	
	With thy keen sword impress as make me bleed:
	

	
	Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests;
	

	
	I bear a charmed life, which must not yield,
	

	
	To one of woman born.
	

	MACDUFF
	Despair thy charm;
	

	
	And let the angel whom thou still hast served
	

	
	Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb
	

	
	Untimely ripp'd.
	

	MACBETH
	Accursed be that tongue that tells me so,
	

	
	For it hath cow'd my better part of man!
	

	
	And be these juggling fiends no more believed,


	

	
	That palter with us in a double sense;
	

	
	That keep the word of promise to our ear,
	

	
	And break it to our hope. I'll not fight with thee.
	

	MACDUFF
	Then yield thee, coward,
	

	
	And live to be the show and gaze o' the time:
	

	
	We'll have thee, as our rarer monsters are,
	

	
	Painted on a pole, and underwrit,
	

	
	'Here may you see the tyrant.'
	

	MACBETH
	I will not yield,
	

	
	To kiss the ground before young Malcolm's feet,
	

	
	And to be baited with the rabble's curse.
	

	
	Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane,
	

	
	And thou opposed, being of no woman born,
	

	
	Yet I will try the last. Before my body
	

	
	I throw my warlike shield. Lay on, Macduff,
	

	
	And damn'd be him that first cries, 'Hold, enough!'
	

	[Exeunt, fighting. Alarums]























Extract 43 - Act 5 Scene 9 – Malcolm’s closing speech
How does Shakespeare portray Malcolm’s character in this extract and throughout the play?

	Re-enter MACDUFF, with MACBETH's head]

	MACDUFF
	Hail, king! for so thou art: behold, where stands
	

	
	The usurper's cursed head: the time is free:
	

	
	I see thee compass'd with thy kingdom's pearl,
	

	
	That speak my salutation in their minds;
	

	
	Whose voices I desire aloud with mine:
	

	
	Hail, King of Scotland!
	

	ALL
	Hail, King of Scotland!
	

	[Flourish]

	MALCOLM
	We shall not spend a large expense of time
	

	
	Before we reckon with your several loves,
	

	
	And make us even with you. My thanes and kinsmen,
	

	
	Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland
	

	
	In such an honour named. What's more to do,
	

	
	Which would be planted newly with the time,
	

	
	As calling home our exiled friends abroad
	

	
	That fled the snares of watchful tyranny;
	

	
	Producing forth the cruel ministers
	

	
	Of this dead butcher and his fiend-like queen,
	

	
	Who, as 'tis thought, by self and violent hands
	

	
	Took off her life; this, and what needful else
	

	
	That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace,
	

	
	We will perform in measure, time and place:
	

	
	So, thanks to all at once and to each one,
	

	
	Whom we invite to see us crown'd at Scone.
	

	[Flourish. Exeunt]



	
	

	
Chapter 1 The Science of Deduction
	
	

	Extract 1 – First introduction to Sherlock Holmes
How does Conan Doyle present the character of Sherlock Holmes within this extract and throughout the novel?

Sherlock Holmes took his bottle from the corner of the mantel- piece, and his hypodermic syringe from its neat morocco case. With his long, white, nervous fingers he adjusted the delicate needle and rolled back his left shirtcuff. For some little time his eyes rested thoughtfully upon the sinewy forearm and wrist, all dotted and scarred with innumerable puncture-marks. Finally, he thrust the sharp point home, pressed down the tiny piston, and sank back into the velvet-lined armchair with a long sigh of satisfaction.
	
	

	Three times a day for many months I had witnessed this performance, but custom had not reconciled my mind to it. On the contrary, from day to day I had become more irritable at the sight, and my conscience swelled nightly within me at the thought that I had lacked the courage to protest. Again and again I had registered a vow that I should deliver my soul upon the subject; but there was that in the cool, nonchalant air of my companion which made him the last man with whom one would care to take anything approaching to a liberty. His great powers, his masterly manner, and the experience which I had had of his many extraordinary qualities, all made me diffident and backward in crossing him.


Extract 2 – Watson’s reactions to Sherlock’s drug taking
How does Conan Doyle present differences between these two characters within this extract and throughout the novel?
	
	

		"Which is it to-day?" I asked,--"morphine or cocaine?" 
He raised his eyes languidly from the old black-letter volume which he had opened. "It is cocaine," he said,--"a seven-percent. solution. Would you care to try it?" 
"No, indeed," I answered, brusquely. "My constitution has not got over the Afghan campaign yet. I cannot afford to throw any extra strain upon it." 



	
	


He smiled at my vehemence. "Perhaps you are right, Watson," he said. "I suppose that its influence is physically a bad one. I find it, however, so transcendently stimulating and clarifying to the mind that its secondary action is a matter of small moment."








	
	

	Extract 3 – Sherlock’s view on his role and the police
How does Conan Doyle present his views on his role and the role of the police in this extract and throughout the novel?

"My mind," he said, "rebels at stagnation. Give me problems, give me work, give me the most abstruse cryptogram or the most intricate analysis, and I am in my own proper atmosphere. I can dispense then with artificial stimulants. But I abhor the dull routine of existence. I crave for mental exaltation. That is why I have chosen my own particular profession,--or rather created it, for I am the only one in the world."
"The only unofficial detective?" I said, raising my eyebrows. 
"The only unofficial consulting detective," he answered. "I am the last and highest court of appeal in detection. When Gregson or Lestrade or Athelney Jones are out of their depths--which, by the way, is their normal state--the matter is laid before me. I examine the data, as an expert, and pronounce a specialist's opinion. I claim no credit in such cases. My name figures in no newspaper. The work itself, the pleasure of finding a field for my peculiar powers, is my highest reward. But you have yourself had some experience of my methods of work in the Jefferson Hope case." 
"Yes, indeed," said I, cordially. "I was never so struck by anything in my life. I even embodied it in a small brochure with the somewhat fantastic title of 'A Study in Scarlet.'" 
He shook his head sadly. "I glanced over it," said he. "Honestly, I cannot congratulate you upon it. Detection is, or ought to be, an exact science, and should be treated in the same cold and unemotional manner. You have attempted to tinge it with romanticism, which produces much the same effect as if you worked a love-story or an elopement into the fifth proposition of Euclid." 
"But the romance was there," I remonstrated. "I could not tamper with the facts." 
"Some facts should be suppressed, or at least a just sense of proportion should be observed in treating them. The only point in the case which deserved mention was the curious analytical reasoning from effects to causes by which I succeeded in unravelling it."
















Extract 4 – Sherlock’s approach to problem solving
How does Conan Doyle present Sherlock’s approach to solving problems within this extract and throughout the novel?

"Right, so far," said I. "Anything else?" 
"He was a man of untidy habits,--very untidy and careless. He was left with good prospects, but he threw away his chances, lived for some time in poverty with occasional short intervals of prosperity, and finally, taking to drink, he died. That is all I can gather." 
I sprang from my chair and limped impatiently about the room with considerable bitterness in my heart. 
"This is unworthy of you, Holmes," I said. "I could not have believed that you would have descended to this. You have made inquires into the history of my unhappy brother, and you now pretend to deduce this knowledge in some fanciful way. You cannot expect me to believe that you have read all this from his old watch! It is unkind, and, to speak plainly, has a touch of charlatanism in it."
“My dear doctor," said he, kindly, "pray accept my apologies. Viewing the matter as an abstract problem, I had forgotten how personal and painful a thing it might be to you. I assure you, however, that I never even know that you had a brother until you handed me the watch." 
"Then how in the name of all that is wonderful did you get these facts? They are absolutely correct in every particular." 
"Ah, that is good luck. I could only say what was the balance of probability. I did not at all expect to be so accurate." 
"But it was not mere guess-work?"
	
	

	"No, no: I never guess. It is a shocking habit,--destructive to the logical faculty. What seems strange to you is only so because you do not follow my train of thought or observe the small facts upon which large inferences may depend.



















Extract 5 – Sherlock’s views on society
How does Conan Doyle present Sherlock’s views within this extract and throughout the novel?

"I regret the injustice which I did you. I should have had more faith in your marvellous faculty. May I ask whether you have any professional inquiry on foot at present?" 
"None. Hence the cocaine. I cannot live without brain-work. What else is there to live for? Stand at the window here. Was ever such a dreary, dismal, unprofitable world? See how the yellow fog swirls down the street and drifts across the dun-colored houses. What could be more hopelessly prosaic and material? What is the use of having powers, doctor, when one has no field upon which to exert them? Crime is commonplace, existence is commonplace, and no qualities save those which are commonplace have any function upon earth."




Chapter 2 – The Statement of the Case

Extract 6 – The first meeting with Mary Morstan
How does Conan Doyle present the character of Mary Morstan within this extract and throughout the novel?

Miss Morstan entered the room with a firm step and an outward composure of manner. She was a blonde young lady, small, dainty, well gloved, and dressed in the most perfect taste. There was, however, a plainness and simplicity about her costume which bore with it a suggestion of limited means. The dress was a sombre grayish beige, untrimmed and unbraided, and she wore a small turban of the same dull hue, relieved only by a suspicion of white feather in the side. Her face had neither regularity of feature nor beauty of complexion, but her expression was sweet and amiable, and her large blue eyes were singularly spiritual and sympathetic. In an experience of women which extends over many nations and three separate continents, I have never looked upon a face which gave a clearer promise of a refined and sensitive nature. I could not but observe that as she took the seat which Sherlock Holmes placed for her, her lip trembled, her hand quivered, and she showed every sign of intense inward agitation.










Extract 7 – Different reactions towards Mary Morstan
How does Conan Doyle present the differing views of women in this extract and throughout the novel?

	"Au revoir," said our visitor, and, with a bright, kindly glance from one to the other of us, she replaced her pearl-box in her bosom and hurried away. Standing at the window, I watched her walking briskly down the street, until the grey turban and white feather were but a speck in the sombre crowd. 
"What a very attractive woman!" I exclaimed, turning to my companion. 
He had lit his pipe again, and was leaning back with drooping eyelids. "Is she?" he said, languidly. "I did not observe." 
"You really are an automaton,--a calculating-machine!" I cried. "There is something positively inhuman in you at times." 
He smiled gently. "It is of the first importance," he said, "not to allow your judgment to be biased by personal qualities. A client is to me a mere unit,--a factor in a problem. The emotional qualities are antagonistic to clear reasoning. I assure you that the most winning woman I ever knew was hanged for poisoning three little children for their insurance-money, and the most repellent man of my acquaintance is a philanthropist who has spent nearly a quarter of a million upon the London poor." 
"In this case, however--" 
"I never make exceptions. An exception disproves the rule.



Extract 8 – Watson’s recognition of his feelings towards Mary
How does Conan Doyle present the character of Watson within this extract within the extract and throughout the novel?

I sat in the window with the volume in my hand, but my thoughts were far from the daring speculations of the writer. My mind ran upon our late visitor,--her smiles, the deep rich tones of her voice, the strange mystery which overhung her life. If she were seventeen at the time of her father's disappearance she must be seven-and-twenty now,--a sweet age, when youth has lost its self-consciousness and become a little sobered by experience. So I sat and mused, until such dangerous thoughts came into my head that I hurried away to my desk and plunged furiously into the latest treatise upon pathology. What was I, an army surgeon with a weak leg and a weaker banking-account, that I should dare to think of such things? She was a unit, a factor,--nothing more. If my future were black, it was better surely to face it like a man than to attempt to brighten it by mere will-o'-the-wisps of the imagination.






Chapter 3 – In Quest of a Solution

Extract 9 – A description of London
How does Conan Doyle present place within this extract and throughout the novel?

It was a September evening, and not yet seven o'clock, but the day had been a dreary one, and a dense drizzly fog lay low upon the great city. Mud-colored clouds drooped sadly over the muddy streets. Down the Strand the lamps were but misty splotches of diffused light which threw a feeble circular glimmer upon the slimy pavement. The yellow glare from the shop-windows streamed out into the steamy, vaporous air, and threw a murky, shifting radiance across the crowded thoroughfare. There was, to my mind, something eerie and ghost-like in the endless procession of faces which flitted across these narrow bars of light,--sad faces and glad, haggard and merry. Like all human kind, they flitted from the gloom into the light, and so back into the gloom once more. I am not subject to impressions, but the dull, heavy evening, with the strange business upon which we were engaged, combined to make me nervous and depressed. I could see from Miss Morstan's manner that she was suffering from the same feeling. Holmes alone could rise superior to petty influences. He held his open note-book upon his knee, and from time to time he jotted down figures and memoranda in the light of his pocket-lantern.
























Extract 10 – Watson’s reactions to Mary / Sherlock’s abilities / description of London
How does Conan Doyle present differing reactions to the event of travelling within this extract and throughout the novel?

The situation was a curious one. We were driving to an unknown place, on an unknown errand. Yet our invitation was either a complete hoax,--which was an inconceivable hypothesis,--or else we had good reason to think that important issues might hang upon our journey. Miss Morstan's demeanour was as resolute and collected as ever. I endeavoured to cheer and amuse her by reminiscences of my adventures in Afghanistan; but, to tell the truth, I was myself so excited at our situation and so curious as to our destination that my stories were slightly involved. To this day she declares that I told her one moving anecdote as to how a musket looked into my tent at the dead of night, and how I fired a double-barrelled tiger cub at it. At first I had some idea as to the direction in which we were driving; but soon, what with our pace, the fog, and my own limited knowledge of London, I lost my bearings, and knew nothing, save that we seemed to be going a very long way. Sherlock Holmes was never at fault, however, and he muttered the names as the cab rattled through squares and in and out by tortuous by-streets. 
"Rochester Row," said he. "Now Vincent Square. Now we come out on the Vauxhall Bridge Road. We are making for the Surrey side, apparently. Yes, I thought so. Now we are on the bridge. You can catch glimpses of the river." 
We did indeed bet a fleeting view of a stretch of the Thames with the lamps shining upon the broad, silent water; but our cab dashed on, and was soon involved in a labyrinth of streets upon the other side. 
"Wordsworth Road," said my companion. "Priory Road. Lark Hall Lane. Stockwell Place. Robert Street. Cold Harbour Lane. Our quest does not appear to take us to very fashionable regions." 
We had, indeed, reached a questionable and forbidding neighbourhood. Long lines of dull brick houses were only relieved by the coarse glare and tawdry brilliancy of public houses at the corner. Then came rows of two-storied villas each with a fronting of miniature garden, and then again interminable lines of new staring brick buildings,--the monster tentacles which the giant city was throwing out into the country. At last the cab drew up at the third house in a new terrace. None of the other houses were inhabited, and that at which we stopped was as dark as its neighbours, save for a single glimmer in the kitchen window. On our knocking, however, the door was instantly thrown open by a Hindoo servant clad in a yellow turban, white loose-fitting clothes, and a yellow sash. There was something strangely incongruous in this Oriental figure framed in the commonplace door-way of a third-rate suburban dwelling-house.




Chapter 4 – The Story of the Bald-headed Man

Extract 11 – A description of Thaddeus Sholto’s home
How does Conan Doyle present different places within this extract and throughout the novel?

We were all astonished by the appearance of the apartment into which he invited us. In that sorry house it looked as out of place as a diamond of the first water in a setting of brass. The richest and glossiest of curtains and tapestries draped the walls, looped back here and there to expose some richly-mounted painting or Oriental vase. The carpet was of amber-and-black, so soft and so thick that the foot sank pleasantly into it, as into a bed of moss. Two great tiger-skins thrown athwart it increased the suggestion of Eastern luxury, as did a huge hookah which stood upon a mat in the corner. A lamp in the fashion of a silver dove was hung from an almost invisible golden wire in the centre of the room. As it burned it filled the air with a subtle and aromatic odour.































Extract 12 – Wealth and secrecy involving the treasure
How does Conan Doyle present the lifestyle of Major Sholto in this extract and throughout the novel?

My father was, as you may have guessed, Major John Sholto, once of the Indian army. He retired some eleven years ago, and came to live at Pondicherry Lodge in Upper Norwood. He had prospered in India, and brought back with him a considerable sum of money, a large collection of valuable curiosities, and a staff of native servants. With these advantages he bought himself a house, and lived in great luxury. My twin-brother Bartholomew and I were the only children.

"I very well remember the sensation which was caused by the disappearance of Captain Morstan. We read the details in the papers, and, knowing that he had been a friend of our father's, we discussed the case freely in his presence. He used to join in our speculations as to what could have happened. Never for an instant did we suspect that he had the whole secret hidden in his own breast,--that of all men he alone knew the fate of Arthur Morstan.

"We did know, however, that some mystery--some positive danger-- overhung our father. He was very fearful of going out alone, and he always employed two prize-fighters to act as porters at Pondicherry Lodge. Williams, who drove you to-night, was one of them. He was once light-weight champion of England. Our father would never tell us what it was he feared, but he had a most marked aversion to men with wooden legs. On one occasion he actually fired his revolver at a wooden-legged man, who proved to be a harmless tradesman canvassing for orders. We had to pay a large sum to hush the matter up. My brother and I used to think this a mere whim of my father's, but events have since led us to change our opinion.

















Extract 13 – Major Sholto’s outline regarding the treasure
How does Conan Doyle present the role of the treasure within this extract and throughout the novel?

"'I have only one thing,' he said, 'which weighs upon my mind at this supreme moment. It is my treatment of poor Morstan's orphan. The cursed greed which has been my besetting sin through life has withheld from her the treasure, half at least of which should have been hers. And yet I have made no use of it myself,- -so blind and foolish a thing is avarice. The mere feeling of possession has been so dear to me that I could not bear to share it with another. See that chaplet dipped with pearls beside the quinine-bottle. Even that I could not bear to part with, although I had got it out with the design of sending it to her. You, my sons, will give her a fair share of the Agra treasure. But send her nothing--not even the chaplet--until I am gone. After all, men have been as bad as this and have recovered.
"'I will tell you how Morstan died,' he continued. 'He had suffered for years from a weak heart, but he concealed it from every one. I alone knew it. When in India, he and I, through a remarkable chain of circumstances, came into possession of a considerable treasure. I brought it over to England, and on the night of Morstan's arrival he came straight over here to claim his share. He walked over from the station, and was admitted by my faithful Lal Chowdar, who is now dead. Morstan and I had a difference of opinion as to the division of the treasure, and we came to heated words. Morstan had sprung out of his chair in a paroxysm of anger, when he suddenly pressed his hand to his side, his face turned a dusky hue, and he fell backwards, cutting his head against the corner of the treasure-chest. When I stooped over him I found, to my horror, that he was dead.
"'For a long time I sat half distracted, wondering what I should do. My first impulse was, of course, to call for assistance; but I could not but recognize that there was every chance that I would be accused of his murder. His death at the moment of a quarrel, and the gash in his head, would be black against me. Again, an official inquiry could not be made without bringing out some facts about the treasure, which I was particularly anxious to keep secret. He had told me that no soul upon earth knew where he had gone. There seemed to be no necessity why any soul ever should know.










Extract 14 – Thaddeus and Bartholomew Sholto’s differing views on the treasure
How does Conan Doyle present differing views on the treasure within this extract and throughout the novel?

"My brother and I," said he, "were, as you may imagine, much excited as to the treasure which my father had spoken of. For weeks and for months we dug and delved in every part of the garden, without discovering its whereabouts. It was maddening to think that the hiding-place was on his very lips at the moment that he died. We could judge the splendor of the missing riches by the chaplet which he had taken out. Over this chaplet my brother Bartholomew and I had some little discussion. The pearls were evidently of great value, and he was averse to part with them, for, between friends, my brother was himself a little inclined to my father's fault. He thought, too, that if we parted with the chaplet it might give rise to gossip and finally bring us into trouble. It was all that I could do to persuade him to let me find out Miss Morstan's address and send her a detached pearl at fixed intervals, so that at least she might never feel destitute."
"It was a kindly thought," said our companion, earnestly. "It was extremely good of you." 
The little man waved his hand deprecatingly. "We were your trustees," he said. "That was the view which I took of it, though Brother Bartholomew could not altogether see it in that light. We had plenty of money ourselves. I desired no more. Besides, it would have been such bad taste to have treated a young lady in so scurvy a fashion. 'Le mauvais gout mene au crime.' The French have a very neat way of putting these things. Our difference of opinion on this subject went so far that I thought it best to set up rooms for myself: so I left Pondicherry Lodge, taking the old khitmutgar and Williams with me. Yesterday, however, I learn that an event of extreme importance has occurred. The treasure has been discovered. I instantly communicated with Miss Morstan, and it only remains for us to drive out to Norwood and demand our share. I explained my views last night to Brother Bartholomew: so we shall be expected, if not welcome, visitors."














Extract 15 – Impact of the treasure for Mary Morstan
How does Conan Doyle present the impact of the treasure for the characters within this extract and throughout the novel?

At the mention of this gigantic sum we all stared at one another open-eyed. Miss Morstan, could we secure her rights, would change from a needy governess to the richest heiress in England. Surely it was the place of a loyal friend to rejoice at such news; yet I am ashamed to say that selfishness took me by the soul, and that my heart turned as heavy as lead within me. I stammered out some few halting words of congratulation, and then sat downcast, with my head drooped, deaf to the babble of our new acquaintance. He was clearly a confirmed hypochondriac, and I was dreamily conscious that he was pouring forth interminable trains of symptoms, and imploring information as to the composition and action of innumerable quack nostrums, some of which he bore about in a leather case in his pocket. I trust that he may not remember any of the answers which I gave him that night. Holmes declares that he overheard me caution him against the great danger of taking more than two drops of castor oil, while I recommended strychnine in large doses as a sedative. However that may be, I was certainly relieved when our cab pulled up with a jerk and the coachman sprang down to open the door.



























Chapter 5 – The Tragedy of Pondicherry Lodge

Extract 16 – The developing relationship between Mary and Watson
How does Conan Doyle present the relationship between Mary and Watson in this extract and throughout the novel?

He held up the lantern, and his hand shook until the circles of light flickered and wavered all round us. Miss Morstan seized my wrist, and we all stood with thumping hearts, straining our ears. From the great black house there sounded through the silent night the saddest and most pitiful of sounds,--the shrill, broken whimpering of a frightened woman. 
"It is Mrs. Bernstone," said Sholto. "She is the only woman in the house. Wait here. I shall be back in a moment." He hurried for the door, and knocked in his peculiar way. We could see a tall old woman admit him, and sway with pleasure at the very sight of him. 
"Oh, Mr. Thaddeus, sir, I am so glad you have come! I am so glad you have come, Mr. Thaddeus, sir!" We heard her reiterated rejoicings until the door was closed and her voice died away into a muffled monotone. 
Our guide had left us the lantern. Holmes swung it slowly round, and peered keenly at the house, and at the great rubbish-heaps which cumbered the grounds. Miss Morstan and I stood together, and her hand was in mine. A wondrous subtle thing is love, for here were we two who had never seen each other before that day, between whom no word or even look of affection had ever passed, and yet now in an hour of trouble our hands instinctively sought for each other. I have marvelled at it since, but at the time it seemed the most natural thing that I should go out to her so, and, as she has often told me, there was in her also the instinct to turn to me for comfort and protection. So we stood hand in hand, like two children, and there was peace in our hearts for all the dark things that surrounded us.


















Extract 17 – Reactions to the missing treasure
How does Conan Doyle present the differing reactions to the missing treasure in this extract and throughout the novel?

"This is all an insoluble mystery to me," said I. "It grows darker instead of clearer." 
"On the contrary," he answered, "it clears every instant. I only require a few missing links to have an entirely connected case." 
We had almost forgotten our companion's presence since we entered the chamber. He was still standing in the door-way, the very picture of terror, wringing his hands and moaning to himself. Suddenly, however, he broke out into a sharp, querulous cry. 
"The treasure is gone!" he said. "They have robbed him of the treasure! There is the hole through which we lowered it. I helped him to do it! I was the last person who saw him! I left him here last night, and I heard him lock the door as I came down-stairs." 
"What time was that?"
"It was ten o'clock. And now he is dead, and the police will be called in, and I shall be suspected of having had a hand in it. Oh, yes, I am sure I shall. But you don't think so, gentlemen? Surely you don't think that it was I? Is it likely that I would have brought you here if it were I? Oh, dear! oh, dear! I know that I shall go mad!" He jerked his arms and stamped his feet in a kind of convulsive frenzy. 
"You have no reason for fear, Mr. Sholto," said Holmes, kindly, putting his hand upon his shoulder. "Take my advice, and drive down to the station to report this matter to the police. Offer to assist them in every way. We shall wait here until your return."





















Chapter 6 – Sherlock Holmes Gives a Demonstration

Extract 18 – Sherlock’s skills at a crime scene
How does Conan Doyle present his detective skills in this extract and throughout the novel?

"Now, Watson," said Holmes, rubbing his hands, "we have half an hour to ourselves. Let us make good use of it. My case is, as I have told you, almost complete; but we must not err on the side of over-confidence. Simple as the case seems now, there may be something deeper underlying it." 
"Simple!" I ejaculated. 
"Surely," said he, with something of the air of a clinical professor expounding to his class. "Just sit in the corner there, that your footprints may not complicate matters. Now to work! In the first place, how did these folk come, and how did they go? The door has not been opened since last night. How of the window?" He carried the lamp across to it, muttering his observations aloud the while, but addressing them to himself rather than to me. "Window is snibbed on the inner side. Framework is solid. No hinges at the side. Let us open it. No water-pipe near. Roof quite out of reach. Yet a man has mounted by the window. It rained a little last night. Here is the print of a foot in mould upon the sill. And here is a circular muddy mark, and here again upon the floor, and here again by the table. See here, Watson! This is really a very pretty demonstration." 
I looked at the round, well-defined muddy discs. "This is not a footmark," said I. 
"It is something much more valuable to us. It is the impression of a wooden stump. You see here on the sill is the boot-mark, a heavy boot with the broad metal heel, and beside it is the mark of the timber-toe." 
"It is the wooden-legged man." 
"Quite so. But there has been some one else,--a very able and efficient ally. Could you scale that wall, doctor?"
















Extract 19 – Description of Sherlock while problem solving
How does Conan Doyle present Sherlock’s character within this extract and throughout the novel?

"What is your theory, then, as to those footmarks?" I asked, eagerly, when we had regained the lower room once more. 
"My dear Watson, try a little analysis yourself," said he, with a touch of impatience. "You know my methods. Apply them, and it will be instructive to compare results." 
"I cannot conceive anything which will cover the facts," I answered. 
"It will be clear enough to you soon," he said, in an off-hand way. "I think that there is nothing else of importance here, but I will look." He whipped out his lens and a tape measure, and hurried about the room on his knees, measuring, comparing, examining, with his long thin nose only a few inches from the planks, and his beady eyes gleaming and deep-set like those of a bird. So swift, silent, and furtive were his movements, like those of a trained blood-hound picking out a scent, that I could not but think what a terrible criminal he would have made had he turned his energy and sagacity against the law, instead of exerting them in its defence. As he hunted about, he kept muttering to himself, and finally he broke out into a loud crow of delight. 
"We are certainly in luck," said he. "We ought to have very little trouble now. Number One has had the misfortune to tread in the creosote. You can see the outline of the edge of his small foot here at the side of this evil-smelling mess. The carboy has been cracked, You see, and the stuff has leaked out." 
"What then?" I asked.
"Why, we have got him, that's all," said he. "I know a dog that would follow that scent to the world's end. If a pack can track a trailed herring across a shire, how far can a specially-trained hound follow so pungent a smell as this? It sounds like a sum in the rule of three. The answer should give us the--But halloo! here are the accredited representatives of the law."
















Extract 20 – The arrival of the police
How does Conan Doyle present the role of the police in this extract and throughout the novel?

As he spoke, the steps which had been coming nearer sounded loudly on the passage, and a very stout, portly man in a gray suit strode heavily into the room. He was red-faced, burly and plethoric, with a pair of very small twinkling eyes which looked keenly out from between swollen and puffy pouches. He was closely followed by an inspector in uniform, and by the still palpitating Thaddeus Sholto. 
"Here's a business!" he cried, in a muffled, husky voice. "Here's a pretty business! But who are all these? Why, the house seems to be as full as a rabbit-warren!" 
"I think you must recollect me, Mr. Athelney Jones," said Holmes, quietly. 
"Why, of course I do!" he wheezed. "It's Mr. Sherlock Holmes, the theorist. Remember you! I'll never forget how you lectured us all on causes and inferences and effects in the Bishopgate jewel case. It's true you set us on the right track; but you'll own now that it was more by good luck than good guidance." 
"It was a piece of very simple reasoning."
"Oh, come, now, come! Never be ashamed to own up. But what is all this? Bad business! Bad business! Stern facts here,--no room for theories. How lucky that I happened to be out at Norwood over another case! I was at the station when the message arrived. What d'you think the man died of?" 
"Oh, this is hardly a case for me to theorize over," said Holmes, dryly. 
"No, no. Still, we can't deny that you hit the nail on the head sometimes. Dear me! Door locked, I understand. Jewels worth half a million missing. How was the window?" 
"Fastened; but there are steps on the sill." 
"Well, well, if it was fastened the steps could have nothing to do with the matter. That's common sense. Man might have died in a fit; but then the jewels are missing. Ha! I have a theory. These flashes come upon me at times.--Just step outside, sergeant, and you, Mr. Sholto. Your friend can remain.--What do you think of this, Holmes? Sholto was, on his own confession, with his brother last night. The brother died in a fit, on which Sholto walked off with the treasure. How's that?" 
"On which the dead man very considerately got up and locked the door on the inside." 
"Hum! There's a flaw there. Let us apply common sense to the matter. This Thaddeus Sholto WAS with his brother; there WAS a quarrel; so much we know. The brother is dead and the jewels are gone. So much also we know. No one saw the brother from the time Thaddeus left him. His bed had not been slept in. Thaddeus is evidently in a most disturbed state of mind. His appearance is--well, not attractive. You see that I am weaving my web round Thaddeus. The net begins to close upon him."



Extract 21 – Sherlock’s methods to solve crime
How does Conan Doyle present  Sherlock’s methods to solve crimes within this extract and throughout the novel?

"Not only will I clear him, Mr. Jones, but I will make you a free present of the name and description of one of the two people who were in this room last night. His name, I have every reason to believe, is Jonathan Small. He is a poorly-educated man, small, active, with his right leg off, and wearing a wooden stump which is worn away upon the inner side. His left boot has a coarse, square-toed sole, with an iron band round the heel. He is a middle-aged man, much sunburned, and has been a convict. These few indications may be of some assistance to you, coupled with the fact that there is a good deal of skin missing from the palm of his hand. The other man--"
"Ah! the other man--?" asked Athelney Jones, in a sneering voice, but impressed none the less, as I could easily see, by the precision of the other's manner. 
"Is a rather curious person," said Sherlock Holmes, turning upon his heel. "I hope before very long to be able to introduce you to the pair of them.--A word with you, Watson." 
He led me out to the head of the stair. "This unexpected occurrence," he said, "has caused us rather to lose sight of the original purpose of our journey." 
"I have just been thinking so," I answered. "It is not right that Miss Morstan should remain in this stricken house." 
"No. You must escort her home. She lives with Mrs. Cecil Forrester, in Lower Camberwell: so it is not very far. I will wait for you here if you will drive out again. Or perhaps you are too tired?" 
"By no means. I don't think I could rest until I know more of this fantastic business. I have seen something of the rough side of life, but I give you my word that this quick succession of strange surprises to-night has shaken my nerve completely. I should like, however, to see the matter through with you, now that I have got so far."
"Your presence will be of great service to me," he answered. "We shall work the case out independently, and leave this fellow Jones to exult over any mare's-nest which he may choose to construct. When you have dropped Miss Morstan I wish you to go on to No. 3 Pinchin Lane, down near the water's edge at Lambeth. The third house on the right-hand side is a bird-stuffer's: Sherman is the name. You will see a weasel holding a young rabbit in the window. Knock old Sherman up, and tell him, with my compliments, that I want Toby at once. You will bring Toby back in the cab with you." 
"A dog, I suppose."





Chapter 7 – The Episode of the Barrel

Extract 22 – Watson’s thoughts regarding Mary
How does Conan Doyle present roles in society within this extract and throughout the novel?

The police had brought a cab with them, and in this I escorted Miss Morstan back to her home. After the angelic fashion of women, she had borne trouble with a calm face as long as there was some one weaker than herself to support, and I had found her bright and placid by the side of the frightened housekeeper. In the cab, however, she first turned faint, and then burst into a passion of weeping,--so sorely had she been tried by the adventures of the night. She has told me since that she thought me cold and distant upon that journey. She little guessed the struggle within my breast, or the effort of self-restraint which held me back. My sympathies and my love went out to her, even as my hand had in the garden. I felt that years of the conventionalities of life could not teach me to know her sweet, brave nature as had this one day of strange experiences. Yet there were two thoughts which sealed the words of affection upon my lips. She was weak and helpless, shaken in mind and nerve. It was to take her at a disadvantage to obtrude love upon her at such a time. Worse still, she was rich. If Holmes's researches were successful, she would be an heiress. Was it fair, was it honourable, that a half-pay surgeon should take such advantage of an intimacy which chance had brought about? Might she not look upon me as a mere vulgar fortune-seeker? I could not bear to risk that such a thought should cross her mind. This Agra treasure intervened like an impassable barrier between us.
It was nearly two o'clock when we reached Mrs. Cecil Forrester's. The servants had retired hours ago, but Mrs. Forrester had been so interested by the strange message which Miss Morstan had received that she had sat up in the hope of her return. She opened the door herself, a middle-aged, graceful woman, and it gave me joy to see how tenderly her arm stole round the other's waist and how motherly was the voice in which she greeted her. She was clearly no mere paid dependant, but an honored friend. I was introduced, and Mrs. Forrester earnestly begged me to step in and tell her our adventures. I explained, however, the importance of my errand, and promised faithfully to call and report any progress which we might make with the case. As we drove away I stole a glance back, and I still seem to see that little group on the step, the two graceful, clinging figures, the half-opened door, the hall light shining through stained glass, the barometer, and the bright stair-rods. It was soothing to catch even that passing glimpse of a tranquil English home in the midst of the wild, dark business which had absorbed us.





Chapter 8 – The Baker Street Irregulars

Extract 23 – Sherlock’s approaches to crime solving
How does Conan Doyle present Sherlock’s approaches to solving crime in this extract and throughout the novel?

	"Employ the police, then." 
"No. I shall probably call Athelney Jones in at the last moment. He is not a bad fellow, and I should not like to do anything which would injure him professionally. But I have a fancy for working it out myself, now that we have gone so far." 
"Could we advertise, then, asking for information from wharfingers?" 
"Worse and worse! Our men would know that the chase was hot at their heels, and they would be off out of the country. As it is, they are likely enough to leave, but as long as they think they are perfectly safe they will be in no hurry. Jones's energy will be of use to us there, for his view of the case is sure to push itself into the daily press, and the runaways will think that every one is off on the wrong scent."
"What are we to do, then?" I asked, as we landed near Millbank Penitentiary. 
"Take this hansom, drive home, have some breakfast, and get an hour's sleep. It is quite on the cards that we may be afoot tonight again. Stop at a telegraph-office, cabby! We will keep Toby, for he may be of use to us yet." 
We pulled up at the Great Peter Street post-office, and Holmes despatched his wire. "Whom do you think that is to?" he asked, as we resumed our journey.
"I am sure I don't know." 
"You remember the Baker Street division of the detective police force whom I employed in the Jefferson Hope case?" 
"Well," said I, laughing. 
"This is just the case where they might be invaluable. If they fail, I have other resources; but I shall try them first. That wire was to my dirty little lieutenant, Wiggins, and I expect that he and his gang will be with us before we have finished our breakfast." 
It was between eight and nine o'clock now, and I was conscious of a strong reaction after the successive excitements of the night. I was limp and weary, befogged in mind and fatigued in body. I had not the professional enthusiasm which carried my companion on, nor could I look at the matter as a mere abstract intellectual problem. As far as the death of Bartholomew Sholto went, I had heard little good of him, and could feel no intense antipathy to his murderers. The treasure, however, was a different matter. That, or part of it, belonged rightfully to Miss Morstan. While there was a chance of recovering it I was ready to devote my life to the one object. True, if I found it it would probably put her forever beyond my reach. Yet it would be a petty and selfish love which would be influenced by such a thought as that. If Holmes could work to find the criminals, I had a tenfold stronger reason to urge me on to find the treasure.




Extract 24 – Presentation of the police in the newspaper
How does Conan Doyle present the role of the police within the extract and throughout the novel?

"Here it is," said he, laughing, and pointing to an open newspaper. "The energetic Jones and the ubiquitous reporter have fixed it up between them. But you have had enough of the case. Better have your ham and eggs first." 
I took the paper from him and read the short notice, which was headed "Mysterious Business at Upper Norwood." 
"About twelve o'clock last night," said the Standard, "Mr. Bartholomew Sholto, of Pondicherry Lodge, Upper Norwood, was found dead in his room under circumstances which point to foul play. As far as we can learn, no actual traces of violence were found upon Mr. Sholto's person, but a valuable collection of Indian gems which the deceased gentleman had inherited from his father has been carried off. The discovery was first made by Mr. Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson, who had called at the house with Mr. Thaddeus Sholto, brother of the deceased. By a singular piece of good fortune, Mr. Athelney Jones, the well-known member of the detective police force, happened to be at the Norwood Police Station, and was on the ground within half an hour of the first alarm. His trained and experienced faculties were at once directed towards the detection of the criminals, with the gratifying result that the brother, Thaddeus Sholto, has already been arrested, together with the housekeeper, Mrs. Bernstone, an Indian butler named Lal Rao, and a porter, or gatekeeper, named McMurdo. It is quite certain that the thief or thieves were well acquainted with the house, for Mr. Jones's well-known technical knowledge and his powers of minute observation have enabled him to prove conclusively that the miscreants could not have entered by the door or by the window, but must have made their way across the roof of the building, and so through a trap-door into a room which communicated with that in which the body was found. This fact, which has been very clearly made out, proves conclusively that it was no mere haphazard burglary. The prompt and energetic action of the officers of the law shows the great advantage of the presence on such occasions of a single vigorous and masterful mind. We cannot but think that it supplies an argument to those who would wish to see our detectives more decentralized, and so brought into closer and more effective touch with the cases which it is their duty to investigate."











	
	


Extract 25 – Introduction to the Baker Street Irregulars
How does Conan Doyle portray Sherlock’s methods of solving crime in this extract and throughout the novel?

At this moment there was a loud ring at the bell, and I could hear Mrs. Hudson, our landlady, raising her voice in a wail of expostulation and dismay. 
"By heaven, Holmes," I said, half rising, "I believe that they are really after us." 
"No, it's not quite so bad as that. It is the unofficial force,--the Baker Street irregulars." 
As he spoke, there came a swift pattering of naked feet upon the stairs, a clatter of high voices, and in rushed a dozen dirty and ragged little street-Arabs. There was some show of discipline among them, despite their tumultuous entry, for they instantly drew up in line and stood facing us with expectant faces. One of their number, taller and older than the others, stood forward with an air of lounding superiority which was very funny in such a disreputable little carecrow. 
"Got your message, sir," said he, "and brought 'em on sharp. Three bob and a tanner for tickets."
"Here you are," said Holmes, producing some silver. "In future they can report to you, Wiggins, and you to me. I cannot have the house invaded in this way. However, it is just as well that you should all hear the instructions. I want to find the whereabouts of a steam launch called the Aurora, owner Mordecai Smith, black with two red streaks, funnel black with a white band. She is down the river somewhere. I want one boy to be at Mordecai Smith's landing-stage opposite Millbank to say if the boat comes back. You must divide it out among yourselves, and do both banks thoroughly. Let me know the moment yo have news. Is that all clear?" 
"Yes, guv'nor," said Wiggins. 
"The old scale of pay, and a guinea to the boy who finds the boat. Here's a day in advance. Now off you go!" He handed them a shilling each, and away they buzzed down the stairs, and I saw them a moment later streaming down the street. 
"If the launch is above water they will find her," said Holmes, as he rose from the table and lit his pipe. "They can go everywhere, see everything, overhear every one. I expect to hear before evening that they have spotted her. In the mean while, we can do nothing but await results.










Extract 26 – A description of the character of Tonga
How does Conan Doyle present the unknown in the extract and throughout the novel?

He stretched his hand up, and took down a bulky volume from the shelf. "This is the first volume of a gazetteer which is now being published. It may be looked upon as the very latest authority. What have we here? 'Andaman Islands, situated 340 miles to the north of Sumatra, in the Bay of Bengal.' Hum! hum! What's all this? Moist climate, coral reefs, sharks, Port Blair, convict-barracks, Rutland Island, cottonwoods--Ah, here we are. 'The aborigines of the Andaman Islands may perhaps claim the distinction of being the smallest race upon this earth, though some anthropologists prefer the Bushmen of Africa, the Digger Indians of America, and the Terra del Fuegians. The average height is rather below four feet, although many full-grown adults may be found who are very much smaller than this. They are a fierce, morose, and intractable people, though capable of forming most devoted friendships when their confidence has once been gained.' Mark that, Watson. Now, then, listen to this. 'They are naturally hideous, having large, misshapen heads, small, fierce eyes, and distorted features. Their feet and hands, however, are remarkably small. So intractable and fierce are they that all the efforts of the British official have failed to win them over in any degree. They have always been a terror to shipwrecked crews, braining the survivors with their stone-headed clubs, or shooting them with their poisoned arrows. These massacres are invariably concluded by a cannibal feast.' Nice, amiable people, Watson! If this fellow had been left to his own unaided devices this affair might have taken an even more ghastly turn. I fancy that, even as it is, Jonathan Small would give a good deal not to have employed him." 
"But how came he to have so singular a companion?" 
"Ah, that is more than I can tell. Since, however, we had already determined that Small had come from the Andamans, it is not so very wonderful that this islander should be with him. No doubt we shall now all about it in time. Look here, Watson; you look regularly done. Lie down there on the sofa, and see if I can put you to sleep."














Chapter 9 – A Break in the Chain

Extract 27 – Mary’s reaction to events so far
How does Conan Doyle present the role of women at this time in this extract and throughout the novel?

"Then I shall run over to Camberwell and call upon Mrs. Cecil Forrester. She asked me to, yesterday." 
"On Mrs. Cecil Forrester?" asked Holmes, with the twinkle of a smile in his eyes. 
"Well, of course Miss Morstan too. They were anxious to hear what happened." 
"I would not tell them too much," said Holmes. "Women are never to be entirely trusted,--not the best of them." 
I did not pause to argue over this atrocious sentiment. "I shall be back in an hour or two," I remarked.
"All right! Good luck! But, I say, if you are crossing the river you may as well return Toby, for I don't think it is at all likely that we shall have any use for him now." 
I took our mongrel accordingly, and left him, together with a half-sovereign, at the old naturalist's in Pinchin Lane. At Camberwell I found Miss Morstan a little weary after her night's adventures, but very eager to hear the news. Mrs. Forrester, too, was full of curiosity. I told them all that we had done, suppressing, however, the more dreadful parts of the tragedy. Thus, although I spoke of Mr. Sholto's death, I said nothing of the exact manner and method of it. With all my omissions, however, there was enough to startle and amaze them. 
"It is a romance!" cried Mrs. Forrester. "An injured lady, half a million in treasure, a black cannibal, and a wooden-legged ruffian. They take the place of the conventional dragon or wicked earl." 
"And two knight-errants to the rescue," added Miss Morstan, with a bright glance at me. 
"Why, Mary, your fortune depends upon the issue of this search. I don't think that you are nearly excited enough. Just imagine what it must be to be so rich, and to have the world at your feet!" 
It sent a little thrill of joy to my heart to notice that she showed no sign of elation at the prospect. On the contrary, she gave a toss of her proud head, as though the matter were one in which she took small interest.
"It is for Mr. Thaddeus Sholto that I am anxious," she said. "Nothing else is of any consequence; but I think that he has behaved most kindly and honorably throughout. It is our duty to clear him of this dreadful and unfounded charge."






Extract 28 – The police’s changing opinion on Sherlock
How does Conan Doyle present the role of the police in this extract and throughout the novel?

At three o'clock in the afternoon there was a loud peal at the bell, an authoritative voice in the hall, and, to my surprise, no less a person than Mr. Athelney Jones was shown up to me. Very different was he, however, from the brusque and masterful professor of common sense who had taken over the case so confidently at Upper Norwood. His expression was downcast, and his bearing meek and even apologetic.
"Good-day, sir; good-day," said he. "Mr. Sherlock Holmes is out, I understand." 
"Yes, and I cannot be sure when he will be back. But perhaps you would care to wait. Take that chair and try one of these cigars." 
"Thank you; I don't mind if I do," said he, mopping his face with a red bandanna handkerchief.
"And a whiskey-and-soda?" 
"Well, half a glass. It is very hot for the time of year; and I have had a good deal to worry and try me. You know my theory about this Norwood case?" 
"I remember that you expressed one." 
"Well, I have been obliged to reconsider it. I had my net drawn tightly round Mr. Sholto, sir, when pop he went through a hole in the middle of it. He was able to prove an alibi which could not be shaken. From the time that he left his brother's room he was never out of sight of some one or other. So it could not be he who climbed over roofs and through trap-doors. It's a very dark case, and my professional credit is at stake. I should be very glad of a little assistance." 
"We all need help sometimes," said I. 
"Your friend Mr. Sherlock Holmes is a wonderful man, sir," said he, in a husky and confidential voice. "He's a man who is not to be beat. I have known that young man go into a good many cases, but I never saw the case yet that he could not throw a light upon. He is irregular in his methods, and a little quick perhaps in jumping at theories, but, on the whole, I think he would have made a most promising officer, and I don't care who knows it’.













Extract 29 – Sherlock’s organisation towards the chase
How does Conan Doyle present Sherlock’s attitudes towards solving the crime within this extract and throughout the novel?

	"Well, then, in the first place I shall want a fast police-boat-- a steam launch--to be at the Westminster Stairs at seven o'clock." 
"That is easily managed. There is always one about there; but I can step across the road and telephone to make sure." 
"Then I shall want two stanch men, in case of resistance." 
"There will be two or three in the boat. What else?" 
"When we secure the men we shall get the treasure. I think that it would be a pleasure to my friend here to take the box round to the young lady to whom half of it rightfully belongs. Let her be the first to open it.--Eh, Watson?" 
"It would be a great pleasure to me." 
"Rather an irregular proceeding," said Jones, shaking his head. "However, the whole thing is irregular, and I suppose we must wink at it. The treasure must afterwards be handed over to the authorities until after the official investigation." 



	"Certainly. That is easily managed. One other point. I should much like to have a few details about this matter from the lips of Jonathan Small himself. You know I like to work the detail of my cases out. There is no objection to my having an unofficial interview with him, either here in my rooms or elsewhere, as long as he is efficiently guarded?" 
"Well, you are master of the situation. I have had no proof yet of the existence of this Jonathan Small. However, if you can catch him I don't see how I can refuse you an interview with him." 
"That is understood, then?" 
"Perfectly. Is there anything else?" 
"Only that I insist upon your dining with us. It will be ready in half an hour. I have oysters and a brace of grouse, with something a little choice in white wines.--Watson, you have never yet recognized my merits as a housekeeper."















Chapter 10 – The End of the Islander


Extract 30 – The boat chase
How does Conan Doyle present tension in this extract and throughout the novel?
"And there is the Aurora," exclaimed Holmes, "and going like the devil! Full speed ahead, engineer. Make after that launch with the yellow light. By heaven, I shall never forgive myself if she proves to have the heels of us!" 
She had slipped unseen through the yard-entrance and passed behind two or three small craft, so that she had fairly got her speed up before we saw her. Now she was flying down the stream, near in to the shore, going at a tremendous rate. Jones looked gravely at her and shook his head. 
"She is very fast," he said. "I doubt if we shall catch her." 
"We MUST catch her!" cried Holmes, between his teeth. "Heap it on, stokers! Make her do all she can! If we burn the boat we must have them!" 
We were fairly after her now. The furnaces roared, and the powerful engines whizzed and clanked, like a great metallic heart. Her sharp, steep prow cut through the river-water and sent two rolling waves to right and to left of us. With every throb of the engines we sprang and quivered like a living thing. One great yellow lantern in our bows threw a long, flickering funnel of light in front of us. Right ahead a dark blur upon the water showed where the Aurora lay, and the swirl of white foam behind her spoke of the pace at which she was going. We flashed past barges, steamers, merchant-vessels, in and out, behind this one and round the other. Voices hailed us out of the darkness, but still the Aurora thundered on, and still we followed close upon her track.
	


"Pile it on, men, pile it on!" cried Holmes, looking down into the engine-room, while the fierce glow from below beat upon his eager, aquiline face. "Get every pound of steam you can."
"I think we gain a little," said Jones, with his eyes on the Aurora. 
"I am sure of it," said I. "We shall be up with her in a very few minutes."













Extract 31 – The Killing of Tonga
How does Conan Doyle present attitudes towards the unknown in this extract and throughout the novel?

At our hail the man in the stern sprang up from the deck and shook his two clinched fists at us, cursing the while in a high, cracked voice. He was a good-sized, powerful man, and as he stood poising himself with legs astride I could see that from the thigh downwards there was but a wooden stump upon the right side. At the sound of his strident, angry cries there was movement in the huddled bundle upon the deck. It straightened itself into a little black man--the smallest I have ever seen--with a great, misshapen head and a shock of tangled, dishevelled hair. Holmes had already drawn his revolver, and I whipped out mine at the sight of this savage, distorted creature. He was wrapped in some sort of dark ulster or blanket, which left only his face exposed; but that face was enough to give a man a sleepless night. Never have I seen features so deeply marked with all bestiality and cruelty. His small eyes glowed and burned with a sombre light, and his thick lips were writhed back from his teeth, which grinned and chattered at us with a half animal fury.
"Fire if he raises his hand," said Holmes, quietly. We were within a boat's-length by this time, and almost within touch of our quarry. I can see the two of them now as they stood, the white man with his legs far apart, shrieking out curses, and the unhallowed dwarf with his hideous face, and his strong yellow teeth gnashing at us in the light of our lantern.
It was well that we had so clear a view of him. Even as we looked he plucked out from under his covering a short, round piece of wood, like a school-ruler, and clapped it to his lips. Our pistols rang out together. He whirled round, threw up his arms, and with a kind of choking cough fell sideways into the stream. I caught one glimpse of his venomous, menacing eyes amid the white swirl of the waters. At the same moment the wooden-legged man threw himself upon the rudder and put it hard down, so that his boat made straight in for the southern bank, while we shot past her stern, only clearing her by a few feet. We were round after her in an instant, but she was already nearly at the bank. It was a wild and desolate place, where the moon glimmered upon a wide expanse of marsh-land, with pools of stagnant water and beds of decaying vegetation.












Chapter 11 – The Great Agra Treasure

Extract 32 – The Capture of Jonathan Small
How does Conan Doyle present the role of Jonathan Small in this extract and throughout the novel?

"Well, Jonathan Small," said Holmes, lighting a cigar, "I am sorry that it has come to this." 
"And so am I, sir," he answered, frankly. "I don't believe that I can swing over the job. I give you my word on the book that I never raised hand against Mr. Sholto. It was that little hell-hound Tonga who shot one of his cursed darts into him. I had no part in it, sir. I was as grieved as if it had been my blood-relation. I welted the little devil with the slack end of the rope for it, but it was done, and I could not undo it again."
"Have a cigar," said Holmes; "and you had best take a pull out of my flask, for you are very wet. How could you expect so small and weak a man as this black fellow to overpower Mr. Sholto and hold him while you were climbing the rope?" 
"You seem to know as much about it as if you were there, sir. The truth is that I hoped to find the room clear. I knew the habits of the house pretty well, and it was the time when Mr. Sholto usually went down to his supper. I shall make no secret of the business. The best defence that I can make is just the simple truth. Now, if it had been the old major I would have swung for him with a light heart. I would have thought no more of knifing him than of smoking this cigar. But it's cursed hard that I should be lagged over this young Sholto, with whom I had no quarrel whatever." 
"You are under the charge of Mr. Athelney Jones, of Scotland Yard. He is going to bring you up to my rooms, and I shall ask you for a true account of the matter. You must make a clean breast of it, for if you do I hope that I may be of use to you. I think I can prove that the poison acts so quickly that the man was dead before ever you reached the room."

















Extract 33 – The differing roles of the treasure
How does Conan Doyle present the treasure in this extract and throughout the novel?

But it does seem a queer thing," he added, with a bitter smile, "that I who have a fair claim to nigh upon half a million of money should spend the first half of my life building a breakwater in the Andamans, and am like to spend the other half digging drains at Dartmoor. It was an evil day for me when first I clapped eyes upon the merchant Achmet and had to do with the Agra treasure, which never brought anything but a curse yet upon the man who owned it. To him it brought murder, to Major Sholto it brought fear and guilt, to me it has meant slavery for life." 
At this moment Athelney Jones thrust his broad face and heavy shoulders into the tiny cabin. "Quite a family party," he remarked. "I think I shall have a pull at that flask, Holmes. Well, I think we may all congratulate each other. Pity we didn't take the other alive; but there was no choice. I say, Holmes, you must confess that you cut it rather fine. It was all we could do to overhaul her."
"All is well that ends well," said Holmes.





























Extract 34 – Returning the treasure to Mary
How does Conan Doyle present Mary within this extract and throughout the novel?

A quarter of an hour's drive brought us to Mrs. Cecil Forrester's. The servant seemed surprised at so late a visitor. Mrs. Cecil Forrester was out for the evening, she explained, and likely to be very late. Miss Morstan, however, was in the drawing-room: so to the drawing-room I went, box in hand, leaving the obliging inspector in the cab. 
She was seated by the open window, dressed in some sort of white diaphanous material, with a little touch of scarlet at the neck and waist. The soft light of a shaded lamp fell upon her as she leaned back in the basket chair, playing over her sweet, grave face, and tinting with a dull, metallic sparkle the rich coils of her luxuriant hair. One white arm and hand drooped over the side of the chair, and her whole pose and figure spoke of an absorbing melancholy. At the sound of my foot-fall she sprang to her feet, however, and a bright flush of surprise and of pleasure coloured her pale cheeks.
"I heard a cab drive up," she said. "I thought that Mrs. Forrester had come back very early, but I never dreamed that it might be you. What news have you brought me?" 
"I have brought something better than news," said I, putting down the box upon the table and speaking jovially and boisterously, though my heart was heavy within me. "I have brought you something which is worth all the news in the world. I have brought you a fortune." 
She glanced at iron box. "Is that the treasure, then?" she asked, coolly enough. 
"Yes, this is the great Agra treasure. Half of it is yours and half is Thaddeus Sholto's. You will have a couple of hundred thousand each. Think of that! An annuity of ten thousand pounds. There will be few richer young ladies in England. Is it not glorious?" 
I think that I must have been rather overacting my delight, and that she detected a hollow ring in my congratulations, for I saw her eyebrows rise a little, and she glanced at me curiously. 
"If I have it," said she, "I owe it to you." 
"No, no," I answered, "not to me, but to my friend Sherlock Holmes. With all the will in the world, I could never have followed up a clue which has taxed even his analytical genius. As it was, we very nearly lost it at the last moment."









Extract 35 – Mary and Watson declare their love for each other
How does Conan Doyle present relationships within this extract and throughout the novel?

No wonder that it was heavy. The iron-work was two-thirds of an inch thick all round. It was massive, well made, and solid, like a chest constructed to carry things of great price, but not one shred or crumb of metal or jewellery lay within it. It was absolutely and completely empty. 
"The treasure is lost," said Miss Morstan, calmly. 
As I listened to the words and realized what they meant, a great shadow seemed to pass from my soul. I did not know how this Agra treasure had weighed me down, until now that it was finally removed. It was selfish, no doubt, disloyal, wrong, but I could realize nothing save that the golden barrier was gone from between us. "Thank God!" I ejaculated from my very heart. 
She looked at me with a quick, questioning smile. "Why do you say that?" she asked. 
"Because you are within my reach again," I said, taking her hand. She did not withdraw it. "Because I love you, Mary, as truly as ever a man loved a woman. Because this treasure, these riches, sealed my lips. Now that they are gone I can tell you how I love you. That is why I said, 'Thank God.'" 
"Then I say, 'Thank God,' too," she whispered, as I drew her to my side. Whoever had lost a treasure, I knew that night that I had gained one.

























Chapter 12 – The Strange Story of Jonathan Small


Extract 36 – The character of Jonathan Small developed
How does Conan Doyle present the character of Jonathan Small within this extract and throughout the novel?

"This is your doing, Small," said Athelney Jones, angrily.
"Yes, I have put it away where you shall never lay hand upon it," he cried, exultantly. "It is my treasure; and if I can't have the loot I'll take darned good care that no one else does. I tell you that no living man has any right to it, unless it is three men who are in the Andaman convict-barracks and myself. I know now that I cannot have the use of it, and I know that they cannot. I have acted all through for them as much as for myself. It's been the sign of four with us always. Well I know that they would have had me do just what I have done, and throw the treasure into the Thames rather than let it go to kith or kin of Sholto or of Morstan. It was not to make them rich that we did for Achmet. You'll find the treasure where the key is, and where little Tonga is. When I saw that your launch must catch us, I put the loot away in a safe place. There are no rupees for you this journey." 
"You are deceiving us, Small," said Athelney Jones, sternly. "If you had wished to throw the treasure into the Thames it would have been easier for you to have thrown box and all." 
"Easier for me to throw, and easier for you to recover," he answered, with a shrewd, sidelong look. "The man that was clever enough to hunt me down is clever enough to pick an iron box from the bottom of a river. Now that they are scattered over five miles or so, it may be a harder job. It went to my heart to do it, though. I was half mad when you came up with us. However, there's no good grieving over it. I've had ups in my life, and I've had downs, but I've learned not to cry over spilled milk."


















Extract 37 – Jonathan’s view of justice
How does Conan Doyle present the theme of justice in this extract and throughout the novel?

"This is a very serious matter, Small," said the detective. "If you had helped justice, instead of thwarting it in this way, you would have had a better chance at your trial." 
"Justice!" snarled the ex-convict. "A pretty justice! Whose loot is this, if it is not ours? Where is the justice that I should give it up to those who have never earned it? Look how I have earned it! Twenty long years in that fever-ridden swamp, all day at work under the mangrove-tree, all night chained up in the filthy convict-huts, bitten by mosquitoes, racked with ague, bullied by every cursed black-faced policeman who loved to take it out of a white man. That was how I earned the Agra treasure; and you talk to me of justice because I cannot bear to feel that I have paid this price only that another may enjoy it! I would rather swing a score of times, or have one of Tonga's darts in my hide, than live in a convict's cell and feel that another man is at his ease in a palace with the money that should be mine." Small had dropped his mask of stoicism, and all this came out in a wild whirl of words, while his eyes blazed, and the handcuffs clanked together with the impassioned movement of his hands. I could understand, as I saw the fury and the passion of the man,that it was no groundless or unnatural terror which had possessed Major Sholto when he first learned that the injured convict was upon his track. 
'You forget that we know nothing of all this," said Holmes quietly. "We have not heard your story, and we cannot tell how far justice may originally have been on your side."
"Well, sir, you have been very fair-spoken to me, though I can see that I have you to thank that I have these bracelets upon my wrists. Still, I bear no grudge for that. It is all fair and above-board. If you want to hear my story I have no wish to hold it back. What I say to you is God's truth, every word of it.










	
	

	
	
	

	





	
	

	Extract 38 – The ending of the novel
How does Conan Doyle present the motivations of the characters in this extract and throughout the novel?

"Well, Holmes," said Athelney Jones, "You are a man to be humoured, and we all know that you are a connoisseur of crime, but duty is duty, and I have gone rather far in doing what you and your friend asked me. I shall feel more at ease when we have our story-teller here safe under lock and key. The cab still waits, and there are two inspectors down-stairs. I am much obliged to you both for your assistance. Of course you will be wanted at the trial. Good-night to you." 
"Good-night, gentlemen both," said Jonathan Small. 
"You first, Small," remarked the wary Jones as they left the room. "I'll take particular care that you don't club me with your wooden leg, whatever you may have done to the gentleman at the Andaman Isles." 
"Well, and there is the end of our little drama," I remarked, after we had set some time smoking in silence. "I fear that it may be the last investigation in which I shall have the chance of studying your methods. Miss Morstan has done me the honour to accept me as a husband in prospective." 
He gave a most dismal groan. "I feared as much," said he. "I really cannot congratulate you." 
I was a little hurt. "Have you any reason to be dissatisfied with my choice?" I asked.

"Not at all. I think she is one of the most charming young ladies I ever met, and might have been most useful in such work as we have been doing. She had a decided genius that way: witness the way in which she preserved that Agra plan from all the other papers of her father. But love is an emotional thing, and whatever is emotional is opposed to that true cold reason which I place above all things. I should never marry myself, lest I bias my judgment." 
"I trust," said I, laughing, "that my judgment may survive the ordeal. But you look weary." 
"Yes, the reaction is already upon me. I shall be as limp as a rag for a week." 
"Strange," said I, "how terms of what in another man I should call laziness alternate with your fits of splendid energy and vigour." 
"Yes," he answered, "there are in me the makings of a very fine loafer and also of a pretty spry sort of fellow. I often think of those lines of old Goethe,-- 
Schade dass die Natur nur EINEN Mensch aus Dir schuf, Denn zum wuerdigen Mann war und zum Schelmen der Stoff. 
By the way, a propos of this Norwood business, you see that they had, as I surmised, a confederate in the house, who could be none other than Lal Rao, the butler: so Jones actually has the undivided honour of having caught one fish in his great haul."

"The division seems rather unfair," I remarked. "You have done all the work in this business. I get a wife out of it, Jones gets the credit, pray what remains for you?" 
"For me," said Sherlock Holmes, "there still remains the cocaine-bottle." And he stretched his long white hand up for it.
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