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Second Witch
By the pricking of my thumbs, 
Something wicked this way comes. 
Open, locks, 
Whoever knocks! 
(Enter MACBETH)
MACBETH
How now, you secret, black, and midnight hags! 
What is't you do? 
ALL
A deed without a name. 
MACBETH
I conjure you, by that which you profess, 
Howe'er you come to know it, answer me: 
First Witch
Speak. 
Second Witch
Demand. 
Third Witch
We'll answer. 
First Witch
Say, if thou'dst rather hear it from our mouths, 
Or from our masters? 
MACBETH
Call 'em; let me see 'em. 
ALL
Come, high or low; 
Thyself and office deftly show! 
(Thunder. First Apparition: an armed Head)
MACBETH
Tell me, thou unknown power,--
First Witch
He knows thy thought: 
Hear his speech, but say thou nought. 
First Apparition
Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Macduff; 
Beware the thane of Fife. Dismiss me. Enough. 
(Descends)
MACBETH
Whate'er thou art, for thy good caution, thanks; 
Thou hast harp'd my fear aright: but one 
word more,--
First Witch
He will not be commanded: here's another, 
More potent than the first. 
(Thunder. Second Apparition: A bloody Child)
Second Apparition
Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! 
MACBETH
Had I three ears, I'ld hear thee. 
Second Apparition
Be bloody, bold, and resolute; laugh to scorn 
The power of man, for none of woman born 
Shall harm Macbeth. 
(Descends)
MACBETH
Then live, Macduff: what need I fear of thee? 
But yet I'll make assurance double sure, 
And take a bond of fate: thou shalt not live; 
Thunder. Third Apparition: a Child crowned, with a tree in his hand
What is this 
That rises like the issue of a king, 
And wears upon his baby-brow the round 
And top of sovereignty? 
ALL
Listen, but speak not to't. 
(Third Apparition)
Be lion-mettled, proud; and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are: 
Macbeth shall never vanquish'd be until 
Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinane hill 
Shall come against him. 
(Descends)
MACBETH
That will never be 
Who can impress the forest, bid the tree?
Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing: tell me, if your art 
Can tell so much: shall Banquo's issue ever 
Reign in this kingdom? 
ALL
Seek to know no more. 
MACBETH
I will be satisfied: deny me this, 
And an eternal curse fall on you! Let me know. 
Why sinks that cauldron? and what noise is this? 
(They disappear)
