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WINE THAT MADE
THEM DRUNK HAS
MADE ME BRAVE. IT'S

S PLUT OUT THEIR FLAME,

BUT FILLED ME
WITH FIRE/

WAS AN OWL SHRIEK
-- A FATAL BELLMAN SAYING

A FINAL GOOON/GHT. MACBETH'S
DO/NG |T. THE DOORS ARE OPEN AND
THE DRUNKEN ATTENDANTS ARE

SNORING. T'VE DRUGGED THEIR

DRINKS 50 MUCH THAT THEY DON'T

CARE WHETHER THEY'RE
ALIVE OR DEAD.
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My
HUSBAND/

TVE
DOONE IT. DID
YOU HEAR A
NO/SEZ

I
HEARD AN OWL
SCREAM AND THE
CRICKETS CRY.
DID YOU NOT
SPEAKZ

OH NO/ THEY

MUST HAVE WOKEN AND

IT HASN'T BEEN DONE.
WE'VE BEEN CALIGHT IN THE ACT

--L/ISTEN /-- T LEFT THE DAGGERS
READY FOR HIM... HE COULDN'T
M/SS THEM. IF DUNCAN HADN'T
LOOKED LIKE MY FATHER N
HIS SLEEP, T'D HAVE DONE
ITMVSELF.




LAUGHED N HI5
SLEEP AND ANOTHER
SHOUTED "MURDER?” THEY
WOKE EACH OTHER. T 5TOOD 5
L/ISTENING, BUT THEY SAID i

THEIR PRAVERS AND WENT,
BACK TO SLEEP.

TWO OF THEM
ARE SHARING
THE ROOM.

WHO'S

ROOM NEXT
TO HISZ




ONE
SHOUTED 600
BLESS US/” AND THE OTHER
ANSWERED "AMEN"... AS IF
THEY'D SEEN ME WITH THESE
MURDERER'S HANDS. T COULD
HEAR THEIR FEAR, BUT T COULDN'T
SAY YAMEN"” WHEN THEY SAID

BUT
WHY COULDN'T
TSAY "AMEN"Z T
NEEDED A BLESSING
‘AMEN" STUCK IN
MY THROAT.

'GOD BLESS us”.

IF
WE KEEP
OWELLING ON IT,
IT'LL DRIVE US

=
T
THOLIGHT THEARD A '\ , . B
VOICE SHOUT OUT “SLEEP \. e WHAT 4RE N
NO MORE! MACBETH IS ) A% e You TALKING

MURDERING SLEEP". B ~ - ABOLITZ

INNOCENT SLEEP...
SLEEP, THAT TAKES AWAY
ALL OUR WORRIES, THE END
OF EACH DAY'S TROUBLE, HARD
WORK'S RELIEF, SOOTHER OF
DAMAGED MINDS, NATURES
SECOND CHANCE, CHIEF
NOLIRISHER IN LIFE’S
FEAST...

: KEPT SHOUTING
"SLEEP NO MORE?", ALL
OVER THE CASTLE. “GLAMIS
HAS MURDERED SLEEP, 50
CAWDOR WILL SLEEP NO
MORE; MACBETH WILL
SLEEP NO MORE?".




WHO
SHOUTEDZ YOU'RE
A THANE, BUT YOU'RE
BEHAVING LIKE A
G/BBERING WOMAN. GO
AND GET SOME WATER
TO WASH THIS FILTHY
BLOOD OFF YOUR
HANDS.

IM
NOT GOING
BACK THERE! TM
AFRAID TO THINK
ABOLIT WHAT TVE
DONE, LET ALONE
LOOK AT IT.

WEAKLING! GIVE
ME THE DAGGERS. THE
SLEEPING AND THE DEAD
LOOK THE SAME. ONLY
CHILDREN ARE AFRAID OF
IMAG/INARY DEVILS. I'LL SMEAR
HIS BLOOD ON THE FACES OF HIS
ATTENDANTS. IT HAS TO LOOK
LIKE THEY DID IT.

WHY
DID YOU BRING
THESE DAGGERSZ?
THEY HAVE TO S7AY
BEHIND. TAKE THEM
BACK AND SMEAR THE
ATTENDANTS WITH

WHERE'S
THAT
KNOCKING
COMING

ﬁl FROMZ

WHAT'S WRONG

WITH MEZ... EVERY NO/SE N

FRIGHTENS ME/ WHOSE

| AHANDS ARE THESEZ THEY'RE
i\ BL/NO/ING ME WITH THEIR GUILT.

CANALL THE WATERS OF

THE OCEANS WASH AWAY
THIS BLOOD?Z

NO, THESE
HANDS WOLILD
TURNALL THE

SEAS RED.




My
HANDS ARE THE
SAME COLOLR AS
YOURS,BUT ID BE
ASHAMED TO HAVE A
HEART AS WHITE.

THERES
SOMEONE
KNOCKING AT
THE SOUTH

ENTRY.
LETS GET TO v
OLUR ROOM. ALITTLE
WATER WILL WASH AWAY
THIS CRIME. IT'S EASY. IT'S
YOUR LOVALTY THAT'S
MAKING You
VULNERABLE.

WAKE
DUNCAN WITH YOUR
KNOCKING... T WISH
you couLp/

LISTEN! MORE
KNOCKING. PUT ON
YOUR N/GHTGOWN, IN

CASE WE'RE CALLED LPON

AND WE'RE SEEN TO BE
WATCHING. AND DON'T BE A

50 DISTRACTED BY YOLIR 8

CONSCI/ENCE.

BE BETTER
NOT TO KNOW
MYSELF, THAN TO
KNOW WHAT T'VE
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BE QUICK.

SHELL SOON |






