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From the diary of Knife, act 1, scene 5:
        
Ah, the life of an ol’ Scottish knife like myself is a rough one. Here I thought my purpose in life would be to fulfill my one true passion: cooking. All I ever wanted was to sauté a few mushrooms, dice some carrots, and maybe filet a tender T-bone, if I’m lucky. But no, these humans who bear me instead have to go around and use me to stab people; what nerve they have! And of course I can’t say anything against them because, hello, I’m a knife; I’m not supposed to have cognizance.

        
Anyway, I had the particular bad luck to be a knife in Duncan’s castle, where all kinds of foul play is afoot. But before this, these bloodthirsty humans have already got me on their minds. Lady Macbeth, who my buddy Blood told me was one crazy female dog, if you catch my drift, during said descent into lunacy, decided to think of me during some weird plea towards the forces of nature. Knowing her boy toy Macbeth wouldn’t be able to kill Duncan, she decides to do it herself. Of course, this is total B.S., since I’ll end up being the one doing the dirty work, but I digress. So she’s calling on the powers that be to strip of her gender’s traditional gentility so that she may go full Voorhees-mode on the king. In a line of particular interest to myself, she asks the night to fall heavily so “that my keen knife see not the wound it makes” (Macbeth, 1.5.42).

        
Yeah, yeah, I know, you may think she’s just talking about me in my literal, pointy-pointy form; but you’re wrong. My use here illuminates much about Lady Macbeth’s character, and even serves as a wee bit of foreshadowing for things to come. Please, please, I know I’m a genius, but you don’t need to applaud. I guess you could just say I’m a shank of all trades. But what I mean by this is that, when she says her knife is seeing, she is not referring to me actually seeing, though I too have to see all the gore and giblets and pleasant stuff. Instead, she’s using em to symbolize her murderous intent, her primal, violent urge that serves as the inner knife guiding her action. And while many would be deterred by such an impulse, she is attempting to blind her conscience so that it may remain free from any guilt. Though it will work swimmingly for her to hide her guilt, it won’t for Macbeth, which is appropriate due to the foiling nature of their respective characters. 


Yet, as I said, and since I already know what’s going to happen (I read ahead; sue me) this comes off as quite ironic. Lady Macbeth wants the night to hide the devilishness of her actions, but later in the book, it is during the dark of night, when our femme fatale is sleepwalking, that she announces her secret guilt to the entire world! This is classic Billy Shakespeare, always tripping up his characters with their own words; what a hilarious sadist. Oh, and I could also get into that skeevy area where I say how the use of a phallic symbol such as myself is appropriate since Lady Macbeth is ridding herself of femininity, but we’ll leave those particular lurid details for Psych 101. Or at least the elementary school “New Me” program.

From the diary of Knife Dagger, act 2, scene 1:

Yeah, you read that right; I go by “Dagger,” now. So what? It sounds way cooler, and I’m just trying to embrace my newfound profession for killing, as my days spent as a wimpy kitchen knife are evidently far behind me. Besides, some old poetry dude once said that a rose by any other name is just as likely to brutally disembowel you. Or something like that. I don’t know. I don’t read. 


Alright, alright, you got me; I’m only going by Dagger now because that’s what Macbeth called me today, and even though it tends to have different connotations from time to time (both can be instruments of murder, but you never hear of someone spreading jam on their toast with a butter dagger), both the knife of the mind I wrote about before and the ghost dagger incident I’m about to describe pretty much deal with the same thing, albeit in different (and character-defining) lights.


So back to Macky Mac B. Like I said, Lady Macbeth knows she’ll have to ultimately take me into her own hands when the time comes due to the tendency towards wimpiness she knows her husband will exert. And lo’! Here we see it in droves! Blatantly characteristic of the archetypical, Shakespearean protagonist, who broods and whines and practically sweats unnecessary, introspective melodrama, Macbeth just got done pondering whether or not he should plunge me into the king’s gross, likely grey-hair ridden chest (can you tell I don’t want to do this either?). In his contemplation, a giant, spectral me appeared to him! Now, I can only assume that this was the spirit of my great-grandpa Arthur W. Stabsworth III (God bless his pointy soul, and may he be sharpening forever on that great grindstone in the sky), because I know Grandpa Arthur had a lot of sins to repent for. Ahem. Let’s just say he spent his fair share of days as a corkscrew in addition to a knife. Anyway, hallucinating Macbeth obviously has great fear for this sky knife, and as it, once again, serves as a symbol for evil intent, I can learn a lot about Macbeth’s character, especially compared to his wily wife. 


While she called me a knife, or an instrument to be controlled by human hands, Macbeth is intimidated by this malevolent dagger, an enormous, unwieldy force of pure malice. So when he says to Grandpa A, “Is this a dagger which I see before me, / The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee,” he is subserviently and meekly addressing a superior, while Lady Macbeth was confidently ordering the knife of her mind to do her bidding (Macbeth, 2.1.12-13). Well there you have it, folks: Introduction to Juxtaposing Characterizations in 17th Century Dramatic Works in a nutshell. Now there’s no need to buy a textbook. Lady Macbeth has a firm grasp on any feelings of guilt or malicious motivation and is ready to hide them from all (yes, even you, the audience), while Macbeth is trying his darndest to not let his doubt and fear bowl him over. Or maybe that’s not all his fault; I partially blame Grandpa Arthur. Maybe Macbeth should just call Bill Murray. Or at least Swayze.

From the diary of Knife, act 3, scene 6:

Okay, okay, the old name is back, by popular demand! I and Macbeth have changed a lot since I last wrote of his ghostly visions. Just kidding! The poor little guy is still plagued by guilt and his inner demons, even more so now that he ordered the killing of his buddy Banquo to save his own kingship. Look, I’m in no position to judge (because I’m kind of the one that stabbed Banquo’s head like twenty times, LOL!), but that is still pretty messed up. But ignoring the plight of our tragic, crying hero, this time around I was mentioned by someone not of the Macbeth clan (for once!). When Macduff and some random lord were talking about offing the clearly guilty Macbeth (your wacky ghost shenanigans finally gave you away, buddy!), the lord says that, once Macbeth is dead, “we may again / Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights, / Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives” (Macbeth, 3.6.33-35). While this appears more of an attempt at humor than a profound, symbolic statement on blades and guilt and whatnot as before, there’s still a fair bit of meaning to see in this quip.


I mean, yeah, it’s a pretty good play on words; they’ll be eating meat, with, you know, knives, but there also won’t be any knives because the stab-happy Macbeth won’t be there. Get it? Blood? Knives? Meat? Contradiction? Well, I at least thought it was worth a morbid chuckle. Anyway, I’m sure this was just one of those instances where the masterful Will.I.Am Shakespeare wanted to both entertain the wealthier audience with a bit if devilish wit and simultaneously remove the weight of tension, at least temporarily, from the chests of the drooling, mouth-breathing peasants gaping ignorantly from the nosebleeds. Wait a minute, what am I talking about? I’m not supposed to know this is a play! Oh, man, no one’s going to be able to repair the fourth wall after that gaffe.


Despite this, I, again, vouch for deeper purpose in this pun. If I may wax philosophical for a second (that is, if I may let out my inner philosophy major taking a break from his job at McDonald’s to tell you what's what for a second), it seems like the lord’s attribution of me as an insult to Macbeth, calling him a bloody knife in a rather derogatory fashion, it seems that this is the ultimate reveal of Macbeth’s status as a tragic hero. Everything is going wrong; he’s riddled with guilt, his friend is dead, and he’ll still never be king. To top it all off, the knife, the inner monster he tried so hard to hide, is a now being used publicly in lieu of his name. Will “Three Shakes of a Lambs Tail” Shakespeare is merely trying to show his more insightful reader that “uh-oh, things ain’t lookin’ so good for our ‘ol pal Macbeth.” All his cards are laid bare. He is now a cowardly knife; the direct antithesis of the valiant, sword-bearing knight he entered the play as. Again and again, Shakespeare is abundantly illustrating just why this play is classified as a tragedy. But what do I know, I’m just a knife.
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