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Let it be, let it be, Let it be, let it be
Whisper words of wisdom
Let it be



Let it be, let it be, Let it be, let it be
yeah, there will be an answer

Let it be

Let it be, let it be, Let it be, let it be
Whisper words of wisdom

Let it be

Let it be, let it be, Let it be, let it be
yeah, there will be an answer

Let it be

Let it be, let it be, Let it be, let it be
Whisper words of wisdom

Let it be
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Macbeth!

Your facc,my thane,is as a book where men

May read strange matters. To beguile the time,

Look like the time, bear welcom in your eye,

Your hand, your tongue. Look like th"innocent flower,
But be the serpend 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.



IT it were done when "tis done, then “twere well
It were done quickly.If th"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"d jump the life to come.

/
/
Fair is foul, and foul is fair,
Hover through the fog and filthy air.

Methought I heard a voice cry “Sleep no more.



Macbeth does murder sleep®, the innocent sleep.
Sleep that knits up the ravelled sleave 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 --

/
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 th"access and passage to remorse,
That no compunctious visitings of nature
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between,
Th*effect and it. Come to my woman"s breasts
And take my milk for gall, you murd"ring 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!"



I am settled, and bend up

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat.

Away, and mock the time with fairest show,

False face must hide what the false heart doth know.



Whence is that knocking?

How is"t with me, when every noise appals me?

What hands are here? Hal! 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 incarnadine,

Making the green one red.

/
/
Think of this, good peers,
But as a thing of custom. "Tis no other,

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time.

Avaunt and quit my sight! Let the earth hide thee!
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold;



Thou hast no speculation in those eyes
Which thou dost glare with.

What man dare, 1 dare;

Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear,
The armed rhinoceros, or th*Hyrcan tiger,
Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves
Shall never tremble. Or be alive again,

And dare me to the desert with thy sword;
If trembling 1 inhabit then , protest me
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow,

Unreal mock"ry, hence!



/ /
What sights, my lord?

Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth.
Macbeth shall never vanquished be until
Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinan hill

Shall come against him.

/
Yet here"s a spot.
Out,damned spot, out, | say. One, tow .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 accompt? Yet who would have thought the old

man to have had so much blood in him.



What is that noise?

It is the cry of women, my good lord.

I have almost forgot the taste of fears.

The time has been , my senses would have cooled

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

Would at a dismal treatise rouse and stir

As life were in"t. 1 have supped full with horrors;
Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts

Cannot once start me.

Wherefore was that cry?



The queen, my lord, is dead.

She should have died hereafter;
There would have been a time for such a word.
Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow,

Greeps in this petty pace from day to day,

To the last syllable of recorder time,

And all our yesterdays have ligted 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.



I shoud report that which | say | saw,
But know not how to do it.

As | did stand my watch upon the hill,
I looked toward Birnam, and anon, methought,

The wood began to move.

Liar and slave.

/
Let me endure your wrath, if"t be not so;
Within this three mile may you see it coming.

I say, a moving grove.



IT thou speakest false,

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive

Till famine cling thee ; if thy speech be sooth,
I care not if thou dost for me as much.

I pull in resolution, and begin

To doubt th"equivocation of the fiend

That lies like truth. "Fear not, till Birnam wood
Do come to Dunsinane®,and now a wood

Comes toward Dunsinane. Arm, arm, and out.

Aa...... I am sorry, | must be going because there is no time.
Wait. Wait. Please waiting for a moment, and Mr. postman.
No! I am a mail woman.

Oh it has not understood at all. Are you a Lady?

I am a mail woman.

Oh You are a woman mail clerk, Mrs. Robinson.



What do you say? What is Mrs. Robinson?

Uo uo uor, Uo uo uor, Hei Hei Hei, Hei Hei Hei

I am Ms.

Oh Ms Ms Mistake. Certainty? The truth? It is unbelievable!

The joke is stopped. Your joke is the same as your face, and the hobby is
bad.

My figure is unrelated, Mrs. Robinson?

I am not Mrs. Robinson. Please play without permission. And, it obstructed

Wait. Wait. Please do not return.

Roux, Riririn, Plplu, Roux, Riririn, Plplu, Hello,Hello.Please wait a

little because it is a visitor inside. Is it good?

Sergeant Jenkins, be wait. Do not go because it becomes a foreign countries

escape.

Hello, I am sorry. It prints with what. Can you speak Japanese? | cannot
speak Japanese. However, it manages to talk about the Kansai language. No, it is
not a Kansai valve. It is a Kansai language. The trouble was put. We wish to express

our gratitude for your consideration. Are you Mr,Godo?

What happened?



I pray you, speak not; he grows worse and worse;
Question enrages him. At once, good night.
Stand not upon the order of your going,

But go at once.



/
Good night, and better health
Attend his majesty.

A king good night to all.

Good night, and better health
Attend his majesty.

Is it a Kansai language?
This is a Kansai valve.

Oh! It is good at intonation. It is beautiful.



She should have died hereafire;
There would have been a time for such a word.

Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow,

Greeps in this petty pace from day to day,

To the last syllable of recorder time,

And all our yesterdays have ligted 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.
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( Macbeth!

( )Your facc,my thane,is as a book where men



May read strange matters. To beguile the time,

Look like the time, bear welcom in your eye,

Your hand, your tongue. Look like th"innocent flower,
But be the serpend 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.



-~ )

( )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 th"access and passage to remorse,

That no compunctious visitings of nature

Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between,

Th effect and it. Come to my woman®s breasts

And take my milk for gall, you murd"ring 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!"



(
( JAvaunt and quit my sight! Let the earth hide thee!

Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold;
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes
Which thou dost glare with.

What man dare, 1 dare;

Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear,
The armed rhinoceros, or th*Hyrcan tiger,
Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves
Shall never tremble. Or be alive again,

And dare me to the desert with thy sword;
If trembling 1 inhabit then , protest me
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow,

Unreal mock"ry, hence!
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YWhat is that noise?
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JWhat is that noise?
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