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WHAT'S
THE TIME,
BOYZ

WAIT,
TAKE MY NO
SWORD. S7ARS TONIGHT,
HEAVEN MUST BE
SLEEPING. HERE,
TAKE THIS
TOO.

DON'T KNOW,
BUT THE MMOON'S
GONE DOWN.

I
THINK ITS
LATER, SIR.

o . / ! l":: ! I".' ) I
( \ | - 50 T/RED, BUT T
] [#5

STILL CAN'T SLEEP.
MERCIFUL GOD, PLEASE
STOP THE TERRIBLE
DREAMS T'VE BEEN
HAVING!

WHAT SIR, NOT YET
ASLEEPZ THE KING'S
COMFORTABLY IN B£D. HE
HAD A WONDERFUL TIME
AND HE'S GIVEN G/FTS
TO ALL OF YOLIR THIS
HOUSEHOLD. DIAMOND’S FOR
YOUR WIFE. HE SAYS
SHE'S A VERY KIND
HOSTESS.

WE
COULD'VE
DONE MUCH
BETTER, IF WED




I
DREAMT ABOUT
THE THREE WE/RD
S/STERS LAST NIGHT.
THEY'VE SHOWN o4,
SOME TRUTH.

WHATEVER
SUITS You.

ain)

I
DON'T THINK
ABOUIT THEM.
MAYBE, WHEN WE'VE
AN HOLIR TO S5PARE, WE
SHOULD 7ALA ABOUT
THAT BUSINESS... IF
You WANT TO.

IF
You CAN
WAIT ‘TIL TM
READY... TD
APPRECIATE
IT.

AS
LONG A5 T LOSE NO
OTHER RESPECT AND AS
LONG A5 MY CONSCIENCE
STAYS CLEAR, I'LL LISTEN
TO you.

IN
THE MEANTIME,
SLEEP WELL!

THE SAME TO
you

o




GO
TELL YOUR
MISTRESS TO RING
THE BELL WHEN MY
DRINK 15 READY.
THEN GET
TOBED/

15 THIS A
DAGGER WHICH T
SEE BEFORE ME, THE
HANDLE TOWARD MY I CAN'T CATCH
You, BUT T CAN STILL

HANDZ COME...
LET ME GR/P SEE YOL. AREN'T YOUI AS

RESPONSIVE TO TOUCH AS
YOU ARE TO S/GHTZ OR ARE

YO JUST A DAGGER OF THE

MIND... A MIRAGE,
COMING FROM AN
OVERHEATED
BRAINZ

STILL SEE YOU, AS
PLAIN AS THIS REAL
DAGGER. YOU POINT IN THE EITHER MY EVES
DIRECTION T AM TO GO... AND
ARE PLAYING TRICKS AND YOLR
YOU ARE THE WEAPON T
ONME, OR THEREST g/ AnE'S NOW
AM TO USE. YAt
OF My BODY 5. SPLASHED WITH
STILL SEE YOUI. BLOOD WHICH
WASN'T THERE




THERE'S NO
SUCH THING/ THIS
DIRTY BUSINESS 15
MANIFESTING ITSELF RIGHT

BEFORE MY EYES. NOW, HALF THE WORLD

SEEMS DEAD AND SLEEP 15

FILLED WITH N/GHTMARES. THE
THREE-HEADED GODDESS OF
WITCHCRAFT'S CELEBRATING, WOLVES
ARE HOWLING, AND PLITRID
MURDER'S MOVING LIKE A GHOST

TOWARDS IT5 VICTIM.

50LID EARTH...
DON'T HEAR THE
DIRECTION OF MY
FOOTSTEPS, N CASE THE
VERY STONES SCREAM OUT
MY WHEREABOUTS AND 7
STOP ME FROM DOING WHILE T'M
WHAT T HAVE TO DO TALKING, HE'S (L
RIGHT NOW. LIVING. TALKING TOO TLL
MLICH CAN 5TOP LIS (R .. (D G0 AND GET IT
FROM DOING THE ‘e OVER WITH. THERES
g MY S/GNAL. DON'T HEAR
IT DLINCAN, BECALISE IT'S
A BELL THAT CALLS You




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.

*ﬂi"‘?ﬂﬁ [ Y

A wiim .

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

L]
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BE QUICK.

SHELL SOON |




At Dunsinane, Macbeth
receives news about the
advance of Malcolm’s

SPIRITS WHO
KNOW THE
FUTURE OF THE
WORLD TOLD ME
THIS, "DON'T BE
AFRAID, MACBETH:
NO MAN THAT'S
BORN OF A WOMAN
WILL EVER DEFEAT
your,

THE
DEVIL DAMN
YOU TO BURN, YOU
CREAM-FACED GOOSE!
WHERE DID YOU GET
THAT STUPID
LOOK=Z

THERE'S TEN
THOUSAND -—

BRING ME ANY MORE
REPORTS/ T DON'T CARE IF
EVERY SINGLE ONE OF THEM
DESERTS ME. NOTHING WILL
BOTHER ME LNTIL 8/RNAM WOO0D
COMES TO DUNSINANE. WHAT

\ DANGER |5 THAT BOY, MALCOLMZ,

WASN'T HE BORN OF A

DESERT ME,
TREACHEROUS THANES /
JOIN THE ENGL/SH
DEGENERATES’ WY STRENGTH
OF MIND AND MY COURAGE WILL
). NEVER WEAKEN WITH DOUBT;
NOR SHAKE WITH




DON'T YOUl SLASH
YOUR FACE AND COVER
UP YOUR PALENESS WITH
B8LOO0D, YOU LILY-LIVERED BOY.
WHAT SOLDIERS, CLOWN?Z
DAMN YOoU, YOUR WHITE
CHEEKS SMELL OF FEAR.
WHAT SOLDIERS,

W

INVAS/ON WILL
SETTLE MATTERS ONE
WAY OR THE OTHER. TVE |
L/VED LONG ENOLIGH. MY
AMB/TION HAS TURNED
INTO A DRY; WITHERED

LEAF.
A THE THINGS THAT

SHOLILD BE ENJOYED IN OLD
AGE... HONOUR, LOVE, RESPECT
AND FRIENDS, T WON'T HAVE ANV OF
THEM. INSTEAD, PEOPLE WILL CURSE
ME... MAYBE NOT OU/T LOUD, BUT A58
FROM DEEP INSIDE THEIR A8
HEARTS. <=




WHAT CAN T
DO FOR YOLR
GRACE?

FIGHT ‘TIL THE
y FLESH HAS BEEN
HACKED FROM MY
BONES/ g
GIVE ME MY
ARMOUR.

DON'T NEED
ITYET.

THE REPORTS HAVE §
BEEN CONFIRMED,
MY LORD.

HOW'S YOUR
PATIENT,
DOCTOR?Z

PUT IT ON?
SEND OUT MORE

THE COLINTRYSIDE AND
HANG ANYONE WHO'S

A\ SPREADING PAN/C. £ & ) MUCH s/Ch, MY
< - LORD, AS TROLUBLED BY

3 RECURRENT FANTASIES
Gﬁ//f,t%f//’;’ 4 THAT PREVENT HER
FROM SLEEPING.



HER/

CAN'T YOUl TREAT A ' ;
SICK MINDZ CANTYOU N 2
GET RID OF B4D MEMORIES 2 J oA
CAN'T YOU COOL THE BRAINZ ; ony THe Qo
CAN'T YOU USE SOME REMEDY PATIENT CAN
U il TO CLEAN AWAY ALL THE DO THAT FOR
Bl W TROUBLE FROM INSIDE HERSELF.
\ 2l »  HER HEARTZ -

M

THEN THROW
YOUR MED/C/INE TO
THE DOGS/ T WANT

NONE OF IT.

ey \“I';:f'. COME, PUT ON '_.f
AN N AT MY ARMOUR. GIVE
E= ‘\ e "\ ME MY STAFF OF I
[} . OFFICE! _

SEVTON,
SEND OUT THE
HORSEMEN!

DOCTOR, THE
THANES DESERT
ME.




WISH YOU COLLD TEST
THE WATER OF SCOTLAND,
DOCTOR. T WISH YOU COULD
O/ISCOVER HER DISEASE AND BRING
HER BACK TO PERFECT HEALTH. 1D
APPLALUD YOU ‘TIL THE ECHO OF THAT
APPLALISE REPEATED ITSELF OVER AND
OVER AGAIN. COLLD YOU DO THAT?Z
WHAT RAUBARB OR SENNA OR
LAXAT/IVE WOLILD PURGE THESE
ENGL/ISHZ HAVE YoU
HEARD OF ANYZ

PREPARATIONS
SHOLILD DO THE
TRICK.

BRING IT AFTER
ME. T WON'T BE AFRAID
OF DEATH OR DESTRLICTION...
UNTIL B/RNAM FOREST
COMES TO DUNSINANE. 4

/

IF T WAS GONE
FROM DLINSINANE,
NO AMOUNT OF

MONEY WOLILD BRING
ME BACK HERE.
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