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From the diary of Blood, act 1, scene 2:
That battle was nuts, man. By the end of it, I was covering this one sergeant from head to toe! So much so that, when King Duncan saw the guy, he yelled out, “What bloody man is that?” like he had never seen someone doused in it before (Macbeth, 1.2.1). Of course, while I was quite literally there as the blood of countless slain enemies, to the king I was meant more of a symbolization of honor, since in “ye olden” days killing a lot of people was seen as the utmost definer of masculinity. So really, the king was just paying his respects and giving mad kudos to this hero of war. The same thing pretty much happens a minute or so later, when that very same sergeant is telling Duncan about the real hero of battle: Macbeth! He was the one whose sword “smoked with bloody execution” as he mercilessly triumphed over his foes (1.2.1 8). So while Duncan was fawning over the sergeant, the latter fellow knew that Macbeth was the truly honorable and manly one in that battle, giving a vivid characterization of heroism for our soon to be introduced protagonist. Yet, this whole “honor” business is about to be pretty ironic (not that the audience knows that quite yet— spoiler alert) once Macbeth starts seeing me as a symbol of guilt. That’s quite the opposite of honor, if you ask me.
From the diary of Blood, act 1, scene 5:
Man, Lady Macbeth is freaking. Me. Out. One second she’s saying how nice her husband Macbeth is, and the next she’s passive-aggressively calling him a wimp because he won’t murder the widely-beloved king! And that’s not even the worst of it; all of a sudden she goes all introspective and evil, talking to some abstract spirits about how she needs to rid herself of all humanity and morality so that she can kill the king herself! Talk about subversion of traditional character archetypes! This is no distress-prone damsel; she’s a strong, independent Scottish woman who “don’t need no man” to help her murder royalty. Now I’m not telling anyone how to live their life; if you want to commit regicide, then whatever. But Lady Macbeth had the nerve to bring me into this, telling those spirits to “...make thick my blood; / Stop up the access and passage to remorse” (Macbeth, 1.5.40-41). I’m assuming by this that she wasn’t wanting me to actually thicken (blood clots are a serious problem, kids), but instead for me, a representation of her bodily essence, to give no moral objection when it came time for her to perform her wicked deed. If I had to guess, I’d say she probably chose to address me, of all things, based on that crazy “four humors” nonsense that was all the rage back in the day, where blood was supposed to control a person’s impulsiveness. And if you ask me, that’s something this girl really needs to work on. I just wish it wasn’t up to me to do it. Thanks, Hippocrates.
From the diary of Blood, act 1, scene 7:
You know, maybe I was a bit harsh earlier; I think I’m starting to see where Lady Macbeth is coming from. Macbeth is a total wimp! Earlier today he was wandering like a lost puppy around the castle, prattling on endlessly about his murder plans. He sounded just like a moody teenager, with all his talk of “oh, woe is me” and “boohoo, murder is bad, and the king’s so nice!” Normally, I wouldn’t even acknowledge such boring, angsty blithering, but then he suddenly name-dropped me, so I was obliged to listen. Apparently, he was lamenting how unfair it was that when people do bad things, it tends to come back and bite them in the butt. That’s karma, baby! Learn to deal with it! Anyway, he put it a bit more elegantly, saying “...we but teach
 / Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return to plague the inventor” (Macbeth, 1.7.8-9). As you probably inferred, when he uses me to describe actions, he means murder most foul, or at least some comparably heinous act. See, that’s how I would know that it’s Macbeth talking about me and not someone else; every other person in this country sees blood as a symbol of pride and valiance (I’ll be here all week, ladies), but Macbeth, staying true to that Shakespearean trope of the wistful, over-analytical protagonist, reads too deep into my meaning and uses me as a blanket term for all villainous actions. Come on, I’m just blood! I swear, sometimes I get a really bad wrap from these people. I’m keeping them alive; they should be thankful! Regardless, seeing how Macbeth is characterized this way really makes him seem out of place with every other person around him. Everyone else’s conflicting personalities about me really make me understand Macbeth better. It’s almost as if they’re reflecting his personality like some sort of reflective surface. What’s the word I’m looking for? Mirror? No, no; it’s something with an “F.” Oh well, it’ll come to me.
From the diary of Blood, act 1, scene 7:
Just a quick entry. I really have to keep this one brief. See, Macbeth and his Lady are trying to be super secretive about this whole murder business, and I would hate to say too much and ruin it for them. What? I don’t condone murder, persay. It’s just that, when people die, I get to take center stage! What can I say, I’m a sucker for fame. Anyway, just a minute ago they were pounding out their concrete plan for killing Duncan. They said they’re going to get the king’s guards wicked wasted, stab the heck out of the king with the guards’ daggers (and make it rain with me, of course), then smear me over the drunken guards, so that they look to be in the wrong. This is looking to be a pretty pivotal moment for Macbeth and his maiden, so it apparently bore repeating, as Macbeth asked for clarification when saying, “Will it not be received, / When we have mark'd with blood those sleepy two...That they have done't?” a statement that cleared up any confusion regarding their intentions (Macbeth, 1.7.74-77). That Macbeth’s certainly not the brightest of killers is he, bluntly confessing to an entire audience of witnesses? Oh well, let’s get back to who really matters: me! Yeah, yeah, I know, I’m quite literal and boring here, since Macbeth is talking about putting the king’s actual blood on the guards, but look a little closer! Not only are they putting blood blood on the guards, but they’re also marking them with guilt: the symbolic blood. This just furthers what I talked about before, and what I bet we’re going to see again real soon, as Macbeth sees me as a nasty, damning thing (showing that he has emotions, and a conscience, and bla bla bla), unlike his wife and peers, who act collectively as his...foul balls? Focal points? Fox News? It’s right on the tip of my tongue! Mark my words, I will remember that term eventually.
From the diary of Blood, act 2, scene 1:
Alright, I’m a bit worried. I think Macbeth’s gone crazy. When I said before how he was complaining like a whiny teenager, that was nothing compared to this. He’s on a whole new level now, talking to some sort of phantom dagger in the sky. It seems that this dagger is bringing to his eyes the gravity of the crime he’s about to commit. And since it’s Macbeth, and he’s thinking about unpleasant acts, I’ll give you three guesses as to who else comes to mind. That’s right: yours truly. See, this is no ordinary hallucinatory ghost dagger; no, this one has on its “blade and dudgeon gouts of blood” (Macbeth, 2.1.46). Going along with that aforementioned, recurring idea of Macbeth + blood = guilt = conscience-driven, morality-plagued protagonist, it makes sense that, once again, I’m chosen as the symbol for all the hero’s deepest worries. Yet, all these figurative appearances of myself seem also to be foreshadowing my soon to come corporeal role, as noted by Macbeth when he realizes the the big ol’ spooky dagger is appearing to him, remarking “It is the bloody business which informs / Thus to mine eyes” (2.1.48). It’s quite redundant for him to call it bloody at this point, to be honest; he knows that, when he murders the king, there will be blood, the audience knows there will be blood, and There Will Be Blood was a great film. But I suppose Macbeth, in his guilt-ridden melancholia, can’t avoid reiterating to himself and everyone around him just how awful his actions will be and how he feels about it. Look, buddy, if you wanted someone to talk you out of it, you shouldn’t have said it in a soliloquy.
From the diary of Blood, act 2, scene 2:
Wow. They did it. Those crazy kids actually murdered the king. I mean, I’m not complaining, since I got to fly everywhere and what not, but man: daggers, stabbing, and framing? That was so metal! Anyway, Macbaby and Lady Macbloodthirsty were having a nice little post-assassination chat, when it turns out that scatterbrained Macbeth forgot to leave the daggers by the guards’ bodies! So Lady Macbeth kindly reminds him how “they must lie there: go carry them; and smear / The sleepy grooms with blood” (Macbeth, 2.2.49-50). By this she means, like before, to cover them in me both literally as red liquid and figuratively as guilt, etcetera etcetera; you know the drill by now. But the calm countenance with which she says this just goes to show how impulsive and carefree she is compared to her husband. Well, I guess opposites attract. Speaking of which, her “heroic” husband wouldn’t even do the deed, so with  growing exasperation Lady Macbeth says, “If he do bleed, / I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal” (2.2.55-56). You know what they say: “if you want literal blood and figurative guilt transferred from yourself to someone else right, transfer it yourself!” Of course, once all is said and done, both of them have their hands just covered in me, which gives them time to reflect on my significance (or lack thereof). As per his predictable archetype, Macbeth goes all melodramatic, saying,  
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.
(Macbeth, 2.2.61-64)
What he means by all this literary babble is that the stain of me on his hands (which, trust me, is tough to get off; I’ve been through many a wash cycle) is just as lasting as the mark of guilt upon his soul. What this tells me is that Macbeth’s conflict isn’t with his fellow man; it’s with himself (okay, technically it’s with me, but I’m inside of him so technically it’s still himself). On the other hand, our femme fatale just off any idea of guilt, saying how “a little water clears us of this deed” (2.2.67). Oh, Lady Macbeth, you two are like oil and water. Wait. Oil. Starts with an “F.” Foil! I knew I would remember it. Those two are bigger foils than a jumbo-sized roll of Reynolds Wrap.
From the diary of Blood, act 2, scene 3:
A wise wordsmith once wrote, “Sometimes the s*** just seems, / Everybody only wants to discuss me. / So this must mean I’m disgusting” (Mathers). Well that’s how I feel after today! After the whole darn castle found out about the king’s death, I became quite the hot topic. Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Banquo, Macduff, and Lennox are all standing around causing quite the commotion (of course, two of them were just feigning worry). So when Malcolm and Donalbain come in worrying what all the fuss is about, Macbeth, instead of, you know, telling them sympathetically that their father has passed, uses a long, superfluous euphemism. Typical Macbeth. Or I guess I should say, archetypical Macbeth. It certainly isn’t out of character for that guy to use me in an ostentatious metaphor. Anyway, what he said specifically was, “The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood / Is stopp'd; the very source of it is stopp'd” (Macbeth, 2.3.98-99). As I’m sure you could guess, this doesn’t mean a literal fountain spraying me everywhere (though that would be so metal), it just means the source of your blood/life, i.e. your father. Now all potential phallic imagery aside (and trust me, there’s plenty of that in this metaphor), I’m guessing Macbeth chose this particular turn of phrase as a sign of respect for the recently deceased, evoking the regal powerful image of a grandiose fountain. Whether this is actual reverence or just part of the act, though, I can’t say for sure. But hey, he does the exact same thing again a few minutes later, speaking of the dead man and “His silver skin laced with his golden blood” (2.3.112). This, like the fountain, uses me to show Duncan’s high status and the admiration that Macbeth feels (or at least wants to give the appearance of feeling) for the late king, since, you know, when I appear in royalty I’m actually golden (not really— he was speaking figuratively). Oh, and I guess I should mention how Lennox and Banquo mentioned me here briefly as well, with the former saying how the guards “were all badged with blood” and the latter calling the whole murder “this most bloody piece of work” (2.3.102,128). Man I’m getting kind of bored of mentions like those, where, like before, I’m being used both literally and figuratively (as a symbol for guilt) simultaneously, as well as as a catch-all term for something evil, respectively. Of course, both of these approaches are being used to give me more metaphorical weight when looking at Macbeth’s constant struggle with me/guilt. Sigh. Come on guys, give me something new to talk about!
From the diary of Blood, act 2, scene 3:
But wait, there’s more! Oh no, the fun didn’t stop for me once everybody split up; Malcolm and Donalbain still had few bloody things to say. Now that their dad is dead, instead of feeling sorrow for the loss of their parent, they choose the more obvious emotion: fear for their own hides. See, now that Duncan is dead, these two are the next in line to be king. And whoever’s gunning for that throne is likely to take them down next. As Donalbain says,  “There's daggers in men's smiles: the near in blood, / The nearer bloody” (Macbeth, 2.3.140-141). What he essentially means is that whoever has the most similar blood to Duncan (whoever’s his closest family member), is mostl likely to find himself lying in a puddle of his own me. And as Macbeth pointed out, it’s those two who come from the very same fountain of blood as Duncan. This is a bit ironic, too, since the guy to point out their aptitude to be murdered is the one most likely to, you know, actually murder them. Regardless, this idea of using me as a symbol for family ties is neat in that it reflects the strong paternal ties of Macbeth’s time; back then, la familia era todo. And that’s the way it should be. Kids of today don’t think about their parents’ blood enough. And I think that a darn shame.
Works Cited
Mathers, Marshall. Without Me. Marshall "Eminem" Mathers. Rec. Feb. 2002. Eminem, 2002. CD.
Shakespeare, William. Macbeth. Cambridge: Cambridge UP, 1997. Print.

