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Dramati s Personae

Persons in
t he | nducti on.

CHRI STOPHER SLY, a tinker. (SLY:)

Host ess, Page, Players, Huntsnen
and Servants.

(Host ess:)
(Page:)
(A Player:)
(First Huntsman:)
(Second Huntsman:)
(Messenger:)
(First Servant:)
(Second Servant:)
(Third Servant:)

BAPTI STA a rich gentleman of Padua.
VI NCENTI O an ol d gentl eman of Pisa.
LUCENTI O son to Vincentio, in |love with Bianca.

PETRUCHI O a gentl eman of Verona, a suitor to
Kat hari na.

GREM O

| suitors to Bianca
HORTENSI O |
TRANI O |

| servants to Lucentio.
Bl ONDELLO |
GRUM O
CURTI S
NATHANI EL
NI CHOLAS servants to Petruchio.
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A Pedant .

KATHARI NA t he shrew,
| daughters to Baptista.
Bl ANCA |

W dow.

Tai |l or, Haberdasher, and Servants attendi ng
on Baptista and Petruchi o.
(Tailor:)
(Haber dasher:)
(First Servant:)
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SCENE Padua, and Petruchio's country house.

I nducti on

Bef ore an al ehouse on a heath.
[ Enter Hostess and SLY]

SLY I'll pheeze you, in faith.

Hostess A pair of stocks, you rogue!

SLY Ye are a baggage: the Slys are no rogues; look in
the chronicles; we cane in with R chard Conqueror
Ther ef ore paucas pallabris; let the world slide: sessal

Hostess You will not pay for the gl asses you have burst?

SLY No, not a denier. Go by, Jeroniny: go to thy cold
bed, and warmt hee.

Hostess | know ny renedy; | nust go fetch the
t hi rd- - bor ough.

[ Exit]

SLY Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, 1'll answer him
by law. 1'Il not budge an inch, boy: let himcone,
and ki ndly.

[Fall s asl eep]

[Horns wi nded. Enter a Lord fromhunting, with his train]

Lord Hunt sman, | charge thee, tender well ny hounds:
Brach Merriman, the poor cur is enboss'd,
And couple Cowder with the deep--nmouth'd brach
Saw st thou not, boy, how Silver nade it good
At the hedge-corner, in the coldest fault?
I would not |lose the dog for twenty pound.

First Huntsman Wy, Belnman is as good as he, ny lord;



He cried upon it at the nerest |oss
And twice to-day pick'd out the dullest scent:
Trust ne, | take himfor the better dog.

Lord Thou art a fool: if Echo were as fleet,
I would esteemhimworth a dozen such
But sup themwell and | ook unto them all

To-nmorrow | intend to hunt again.
First Huntsman | will, ny |ord.
Lord What's here? one dead, or drunk? See, doth he breathe?

Second Huntsnan He breathes, nmy lord. Were he not warmid with ale,
This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly.

Lord O nonstrous beast! how like a swine he |ies!
Gimdeath, how foul and | oathsonme is thine inmage!
Sirs, | will practise on this drunken nan

What think you, if he were convey'd to bed,

Wapp'd in sweet clothes, rings put upon his fingers,
A nost delicious banquet by his bed,

And brave attendants near hi mwhen he wakes,

Wul d not the beggar then forget hinself?

First Huntsman Believe ne, lord, | think he cannot choose.
Second Huntsman It woul d seem strange unto hi m when he waked.

Lord Even as a flattering dreamor worthl ess fancy.
Then take himup and manage well the jest:
Carry himgently to nmy fairest chanber
And hang it round with all ny wanton pictures:
Bal m his foul head in warmdistilled waters
And burn sweet wood to nmeke the | odgi ng sweet:
Procure ne nusic ready when he wakes,

To nmake a dul cet and a heavenly sound;

And if he chance to speak, be ready straight
And with a | ow subni ssive reverence

Say 'What is it your honour wll command?

Let one attend himwith a silver basin

Ful | of rose-water and bestrew d with flowers,
Anot her bear the ewer, the third a diaper

And say 'WIIl't please your |ordship cool your hands?
Sonme one be ready with a costly suit

And ask hi mwhat apparel he will wear;

Anot her tell himof his hounds and horse,

And that his lady nourns at his disease:

Per suade himthat he hath been |unatic;

And when he says he is, say that he dreans,
For he is nothing but a nighty |ord.

This do and do it kindly, gentle sirs:

It will be pastine passing excellent,

If it be husbanded wi th nodesty.

First Huntsman M lord, | warrant you we will play our part,
As he shall think by our true diligence
He is no I ess than what we say he is.

Lord Take himup gently and to bed with him



And each one to his office when he wakes.

[ Some bear out SLY. A trunpet sounds]

Sirrah, go see what trunpet 'tis that sounds:
[Exit Servingman]

Bel i ke, sone nobl e gentl eman that neans,
Travel ling sone journey, to repose him here.

[ Re-enter Servingman]
How now who is it?

Servant An't please your honour, players
That offer service to your |ordship.

Lord Bi d them cone near
[Enter Pl ayers]
Now, fellows, you are wel cone.
Pl ayers W t hank your honour
Lord Do you intend to stay with ne tonight?
A Pl ayer So pl ease your lordship to accept our duty.
Lord Wth all ny heart. This fellow | remenber
Since once he play'd a farnmer's el dest son
' Twas where you woo' d the gentl ewoman so wel | :

| have forgot your nane; but, sure, that part
Was aptly fitted and naturally performd

A Pl ayer | think 'twas Soto that your honour neans.
Lord "Tis very true: thou didst it excellent.
Well, you are cone to ne in a happy tine;

The rather for | have sonme sport in hand
Wher ei n your cunning can assist nme nuch
There is a lord will hear you play to-night:
But | am doubtful of your nodesti es;

Lest over-eyeing of his odd behavior, --

For yet his honour never heard a play--

You break into sonme nmerry passion

And so offend him for | tell you, sirs,

If you should smile he grows inpatient.

A Pl ayer Fear not, my lord: we can contain ourselves,
Were he the veriest antic in the world.

Lord Go, sirrah, take themto the buttery,
And give themfriendly wel cone every one:
Let them want nothing that nmy house affords.

[Exit one with the Players]

Sirrah, go you to Barthol' mew ny page,



And see himdress'd in all suits like a |ady:
That done, conduct himto the drunkard's chanber
And call him'nmadam' do hi m obei sance.

Tell himfromne, as he will win my |ove

He bear hinself w th honourable action

Such as he hath observed in noble |adies
Unto their lords, by them acconplished:

Such duty to the drunkard let himdo

Wth soft |ow tongue and Iowly courtesy,

And say 'What is't your honour w Il conmmand,
Wherein your |ady and your hunble wife

May show her duty and make known her |ove?
And then with kind enbracenents, tenpting ki sses,
And with declining head into his bosom

Bid himshed tears, as being overjoy'd

To see her noble lord restored to health,

Who for this seven years hath esteemid him
No better than a poor and | oat hsone beggar
And if the boy have not a woman's gift

To rain a shower of conmmanded tears,

An onion will do well for such a shift,

Whi ch in a napkin being close convey'd

Shall in despite enforce a watery eye.
See this dispatch'd with all the haste thou canst:
Anon |'Il give thee nore instructions.

[Exit a Servingnan]

| know the boy will well usurp the grace,

Voi ce, gait and action of a gentl ewonan:

I long to hear himcall the drunkard husband,

And how nmy men will stay thenselves from | aughter
When they do hormage to this sinple peasant.

"Il in to counsel them haply ny presence

May wel |l abate the over-nerry spl een

Whi ch ot herwi se would grow i nto extrenes.

[ Exeunt ]
Scene ||

A bedchanmber in the Lord's house.

[Enter aloft SLY, with Attendants; sonme with apparel
others with basin and ewer and appurtenances; and Lord]

SLY For CGod's sake, a pot of small ale.

First Servant WIl't please your lordship drink a cup of sack?
Second Servant WIIl't please your honour taste of these conserves?
Third Servant What raiment will your honour wear to-day?

SLY I am Christophero Sly; call not nme 'honour' nor

"lordship:' | ne'er drank sack in nmy life; and if
you give ne any conserves, give ne conserves of
beef: ne'er ask me what rainment |1'Il wear; for |

have no nore doubl ets than backs, no nore stockings
than | egs, nor no nore shoes than feet; nay,



Lord

sonetines nore feet than shoes, or such shoes as ny
toes | ook through the over-I eather.

Heaven cease this idle hunour in your honour!

O that a mighty nan of such descent,
O such possessions and so high esteem
Shoul d be infused with so foul a spirit!

SLY What, would you make nme mad? Am not | Chri stopher
Sly, old Sly's son of Burtonheath, by birth a
pedl ar, by education a cardmaker, by transmutation a

bear-herd, and now by present profession a tinker?

Ask
she

Marian Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wncot, if
know me not: if she say | amnot fourteen pence

on the score for sheer ale, score ne up for the
I yi ngest knave in Christendom What! | am not
bestraught: here's--

Third Servant O this it is that nmakes your |ady nourn!

Second Servant O this is it that makes your servants droop!

Lord

Hence cones it that your kindred shuns your house,

As beaten hence by your strange | unacy.

O noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth,

Call honme thy ancient thoughts from bani shnent
And bani sh hence these abject lowy dreans.
Look how thy servants do attend on thee,

Each in his office ready at thy beck.

W1t thou have nusic? hark! Apollo plays,

[ Musi c]

And twenty caged ni ghtingal es do sing:

O wilt thou sleep? we'll have thee to a couch
Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed

On purpose trimd up for Semirams.

Say thou wilt walk; we will bestrew the ground:
O wilt thou ride? thy horses shall be trapp'd,
Their harness studded all with gold and pearl.
Dost thou | ove hawki ng? thou hast hawks will soar
Above the norning lark or wilt thou hunt?

Thy hounds shall nake the wel kin answer them
And fetch shrill echoes fromthe holl ow earth.

First Servant Say thou wilt course; thy greyhounds are as swift

As breathed stags, ay, fleeter than the roe.

Second Servant Dost thou |love pictures? we will fetch thee

Adoni s painted by a running brook,

And Cytherea all in sedges hid,

Whi ch seemto nove and wanton with her breath,
Even as the waving sedges play with wi nd.

Lord W' Il show thee o as she was a naid,
And how she was beguil ed and surprised,
As lively painted as the deed was done.

Third Servant O Daphne roaning through a thorny wood,
Scratching her legs that one shall swear she bl eeds,

strai ght



And at that sight shall sad Apoll o weep,
So worknmanly the bl ood and tears are drawn.

Lord Thou art a lord, and nothing but a |ord:
Thou hast a lady far nore beautiful
Than any wonan in this wani ng age.

First Servant And till the tears that she hath shed for thee
Li ke envious floods o'er-run her lovely face,
She was the fairest creature in the world;
And yet she is inferior to none.

SLY Am 1 a lord? and have | such a | ady?
O do | drean? or have | dreamid till now?

I do not sleep: | see, | hear, | speak
I smell sweet savours and | feel soft things:
Upon ny life, | ama lord indeed

And not a tinker nor Christophero Sly.
Well, bring our lady hither to our sight;
And once again, a pot o' the smallest ale.

Second Servant WIIl't please your m ghtiness to wash your hands?
O how we joy to see your wit restored!
O that once nore you knew but what you are
These fifteen years you have been in a dream
O when you waked, so waked as if you slept.

SLY These fifteen years! by nmy fay, a goodly nap
But did | never speak of all that tine?

First Servant O vyes, ny lord, but very idle words:
For though you lay here in this goodly chanber
Yet would you say ye were beaten out of door
And rail upon the hostess of the house;
And say you would present her at the |eet,
Because she brought stone jugs and no seal'd quarts:
Sonetines you would call out for G cely Hacket.

SLY Ay, the wonman's maid of the house.

Third Servant Wiy, sir, you know no house nor no such nmaid,
Nor no such nmen as you have reckon'd up
As Stephen Sly and did John Naps of Greece
And Peter Turph and Henry Pi nper nel
And twenty nore such names and nmen as these
Whi ch never were nor no nan ever saw.

SLY Now Lord be thanked for nmy good anends!

ALL Amen.

SLY | thank thee: thou shalt not lose by it.
[Enter the Page as a lady, with attendants]

Page How fares mnmy noble | ord?

SLY Marry, | fare well for here is cheer enough
Wiere is ny wife?



Page Here, noble lord: what is thy will with her?

SLY Are you ny wife and will not call ne husband?
My men should call me '"lord:' | amyour goodnan

Page My husband and ny lord, nmy |Iord and husband;
| amyour wife in all obedience.

SLY | know it well. What nust | call her?
Lord Madam
SLY Al'ce madam or Joan nmdanf

Lord 'Madam ' and nothing el se: so |ords
call | adies.

SLY Madam wi fe, they say that | have dreanm d
And sl ept above sone fifteen year or nore.

Page Ay, and the tine seens thirty unto ne,
Being all this tinme abandon'd from your bed.

SLY 'Tis nuch. Servants, |eave nme and her al one.
Madam undress you and conme now to bed.

Page Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of you
To pardon nme yet for a night or two,
O, if not so, until the sun be set:
For your physicians have expressly charged,
In peril to incur your former malady,
That | should yet absent ne from your bed:
| hope this reason stands for my excuse.

SLY Ay, it stands so that | may hardly
tarry so long. But | would be loath to fall into
my dreans again: | will therefore tarry in
despite of the flesh and the bl ood.

[Enter a Messenger]

Messenger Your honour's players, heating your anmendnent,

Are cone to play a pleasant conedy;

For so your doctors hold it very neet,

Seeing too much sadness hath congeal 'd your bl ood,
And nel ancholy is the nurse of frenzy:

Therefore they thought it good you hear a play
And frame your nmind to mirth and nerrinment,

Whi ch bars a thousand harns and | engthens life.

SLY Marry, | will, let themplay it. Is not a
conondy a Christrmas ganbold or a tunbling-trick?

Page No, nmy good lord; it is nore pleasing stuff.
SLY What, household stuff?
Page It is a kind of history.

SLY Wll, well see't. Conme, nmadamw fe, sit by nmy side



and let the world slip: we shall ne'er be younger

[ Fl ouri sh]

Padua. A public place.
[Enter LUCENTIO and his man TRANI Q

LUCENTI O Trani o, since for the great desire | had
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts,
I amarrived for fruitful Lonbardy,
The pl easant garden of great Italy;
And by ny father's love and | eave amarmd
Wth his good will and thy good conpany,
My trusty servant, well approved in all
Here |l et us breathe and haply institute
A course of |earning and ingeni ous studies.
Pisa renown'd for grave citizens
Gave nme ny being and ny father first,
A nerchant of great traffic through the world,
Vi ncetino come of Bentivolii
Vi ncetino's son brought up in Florence
It shall becone to serve all hopes conceived,
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds:
And therefore, Tranio, for the time | study,
Virtue and that part of phil osophy
WIIl | apply that treats of happiness
By virtue specially to be achieved.
Tell nme thy mind; for | have Pisa left
And amto Padua cone, as he that |eaves
A shal l ow pl ash to plunge himin the deep
And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst.

TRANIO M perdonato, gentle naster mine
I amin all affected as yourself;
d ad that you thus continue your resolve
To suck the sweets of sweet phil osophy.
Only, good master, while we do adnire
This virtue and this noral discipline,
Let's be no stoics nor no stocks, | pray;
O so devote to Aristotle's cheques
As Ovid be an outcast quite abjured:
Bal k 1 ogic with acquai ntance that you have
And practise rhetoric in your conmon talk;
Miusi ¢ and poesy use to qui cken you
The mat hemati cs and the netaphysics,
Fall to themas you find your stomach serves you
No profit grows where is no pleasure ta'en
In brief, sir, study what you nost affect.

LUCENTI O Granercies, Tranio, well dost thou advise.
If, Biondello, thou wert conme ashore,
We could at once put us in readi ness,
And take a lodging fit to entertain
Such friends as tine in Padua shall beget.



But stay a while: what conpany is this?
TRANI O Master, sone show to welcome us to town.

[ Enter BAPTI STA, KATHARI NA, Bl ANCA, GREM O and
HORTENSI O. LUCENTI O and TRANI O st and by]

BAPTI STA Gent |l enen, inportune nme no farther,
For how I firmy amresol ved you know,
That is, not bestow my youngest daughter
Before | have a husband for the el der:
If either of you both |Iove Katharina,
Because | know you well and | ove you well,
Leave shall you have to court her at your pleasure.

GREM O [Aside] To cart her rather: she's too rough for ne.
There, There, Hortensio, will you any wife?

KATHARINA | pray you, sir, is it your wll
To nmake a stale of ne anongst these nates?

HORTENSI O Mates, maid! how nean you that? no mates for you,
Unl ess you were of gentler, nmlder nould.

KATHARINA |'faith, sir, you shall never need to fear:
I wis it is not half way to her heart;
But if it were, doubt not her care should be
To conmb your noddle with a three-1egg' d stool
And paint your face and use you like a fool.

HORTENSIA  Fromall such devils, good Lord deliver us!
GREM O And ne too, good Lord!

TRANI O Hush, naster! here's sonme good pastine toward:
That wench is stark mad or wonderful froward.

LUCENTI O But in the other's silence do | see
Maid's mild behavior and sobriety.
Peace, Tranio!

TRANIO Well said, naster; numl and gaze your fill.

BAPTI STA Gentl enen, that | may soon nake good
What | have said, Bianca, get you in:
And let it not displease thee, good Bianca,
For I will love thee ne'er the less, ny girl.

KATHARINA A pretty peat! it is best
Put finger in the eye, an she knew why.

BI ANCA Sister, content you in ny discontent.
Sir, to your pleasure hunbly | subscri be:
My books and instruments shall be my conpany,
On themto took and practise by myself.

LUCENTI O Hark, Tranio! thou may'st hear M nerva speak.

HORTENSI O  Signior Baptista, will you be so strange?
Sorry am | that our good will effects



Bi anca's gri ef.

GREM O Wiy will you new her up,
Signior Baptista, for this fiend of hell
And make her bear the penance of her tongue?

BAPTI STA Gent |l enmen, content ye; | amresol ved:
Go in, Bianca:

[Exit Bl ANCA]

And for | know she taketh nost delight

In nusic, instrunents and poetry,

School masters will | keep within ny house,
Fit to instruct her youth. If you, Hortensio,
O Signior Grem o, you, know any such,

Prefer them hither; for to cunning nen

| will be very kind, and |ibera

To m ne own children in good bringing up

And so farewel|l. Katharina, you may stay;

For | have nore to conmune w th Bianca.

[Exit]

KATHARINA Wiy, and | trust | may go too, may | not? What,
shall | be appointed hours; as though, belike, I
knew not what to take and what to | eave, ha?

[Exit]

GREM O You may go to the devil's dam your gifts are so
good, here's none will hold you. Their love is not
so great, Hortensio, but we may bl ow our nails
together, and fast it fairly out: our cakes dough on

both sides. Farewell: yet for the love | bear ny
sweet Bianca, if | can by any neans light on a fit
man to teach her that wherein she delights, | wll

wi sh himto her father.

HORTENSIO So will I, Signior Gremio: but a word, | pray.
Though the nature of our quarrel yet never brooked
parl e, know now, upon advice, it toucheth us both,
that we may yet again have access to our fair
m stress and be happy rivals in Bianco's love, to
| abour and effect one thing specially.

GREM O What's that, | pray?

HORTENSIO Marry, sir, to get a husband for her sister

GREM O A husband! a devil

HORTENSI O | say, a husband.

GREM O | say, a devil. Thinkest thou, Hortensio, though
her father be very rich, any man is so very a foo

to be nmarried to hell?

HORTENSI O Tush, Grenmio, though it pass your patience and nine
to endure her loud al arums, why, nan, there be good



fellows in the world, an a man could |ight on them
woul d take her with all faults, and noney enough

GREM O | cannot tell; but | had as lief take her dowy wth
this condition, to be whipped at the high cross
every norni ng.

HORTENSI O Faith, as you say, there's small choice in rotten
appl es. But cone; since this bar in | aw nmakes us
friends, it shall be so far forth friendly
mai ntai ned all by hel ping Baptista's el dest daughter
to a husband we set his youngest free for a husband,
and then have to't a fresh. Sweet Bianca! Happy man
be his dolel He that runs fastest gets the ring.
How say you, Signior G enio?

GREM O | am agreed; and would | had given himthe best
horse in Padua to begin his wooing that woul d
t horoughly woo her, wed her and bed her and rid the
house of her! Come on

[ Exeunt GREM O and HORTENSI O

TRANIO | pray, sir, tell me, is it possible
That | ove should of a sudden take such hol d?

LUCENTI O O Tranio, till I found it to be true,
I never thought it possible or likely;
But see, while idly | stood | ooking on
I found the effect of love in idleness:
And now i n plainness do confess to thee,
That art to nme as secret and as dear
As Anna to the queen of Carthage was,
Tranio, | burn, | pine, | perish, Tranio,
If | achieve not this young nodest girl.
Counsel nme, Tranio, for | know thou canst;
Assist me, Tranio, for | know thou wlt.

TRANIO Master, it is no tine to chide you now
Affection is not rated fromthe heart:
If Iove have touch'd you, nought remains but so,
'Redi me te captum gquam queas m ni no."'

LUCENTI O Granmercies, lad, go forward; this contents:
The rest will confort, for thy counsel's sound.

TRANI O Master, you look'd so longly on the maid,
Per haps you mark'd not what's the pith of all.

LUCENTI O O yes, | saw sweet beauty in her face,
Such as the daughter of Agenor had,
That made great Jove to hunble himto her hand.
When with his knees he kiss'd the Cretan strand.

TRANIO Saw you no nore? nmark'd you not how her sister
Began to scold and raise up such a storm
That nortal ears might hardly endure the din?

LUCENTI O Tranio, | saw her coral lips to nove
And with her breath she did perfune the air:



Sacred and sweet was all | saw in her

TRANIO Nay, then, 'tis time to stir himfromhis trance
| pray, awake, sir: if you love the naid,
Bend t houghts and wits to achieve her. Thus it stands:
Her el dest sister is so curst and shrewd
That till the father rid his hands of her
Master, your love nust live a maid at hone;
And therefore has he closely new d her up,
Because she will not be annoy'd with suitors.

LUCENTI O Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father's hel!
But art thou not advised, he took sone care
To get her cunning school masters to instruct her?

TRANIO Ay, marry, aml, sir; and now 'tis plotted.
LUCENTI O | have it, Tranio.

TRANI O Master, for my hand,
Both our inventions neet and junp in one.

LUCENTI O Tell nme thine first.

TRANIO You will be school naster
And undertake the teaching of the maid:
That's your devi ce.

LUCENTI O It is: may it be done?

TRANI O Not possible; for who shall bear your part,
And be in Padua here Vincentio's son
Keep house and ply his book, welcome his friends,
Visit his countrymen and banquet then?

LUCENTI O Basta; content thee, for | have it full
W have not yet been seen in any house,
Nor can we lie distinguish'd by our faces
For man or master; then it follows thus;
Thou shalt be nmaster, Tranio, in ny stead,
Keep house and port and servants as | shoul d:
I will some other be, sone Florentine,
Sonme Neapolitan, or neaner man of Pisa.
"Tis hatch'd and shall be so: Tranio, at once
Uncase thee; take ny colour'd hat and cl oak
When Biondell o cones, he waits on thee;
But | will charmhimfirst to keep his tongue.

TRANI O So had you need.
In brief, sir, sith it your pleasure is,
And | amtied to be obedient;
For so your father charged nme at our parting,
'Be serviceable to ny son,' quoth he,
Al though I think 'twas in another sense;
| am content to be Lucenti o,
Because so well | love Lucentio.

LUCENTI O Trani o, be so, because Lucentio |oves:
And let ne be a slave, to achieve that maid
Whose sudden sight hath thrall'd my wounded eye



Here comes the rogue.
[ Enter BI ONDELLQ
Sirrah, where have you been?

Bl ONDELLO \Where have | been! Nay, how now where are you?
Master, has ny fellow Trani o stol en your clothes? O
you stolen his? or both? pray, what's the news?

LUCENTI O Sirrah, come hither: "tis no time to jest,
And therefore frame your manners to the tine
Your fellow Tranio here, to save ny life,
Puts ny apparel and ny countenance on,
And | for ny escape have put on his;
For in a quarrel since | canme ashore
I kill'd a man and fear | was descri ed:
Wait you on him | charge you, as becones,
Wiile | make way from hence to save ny life:
You under stand ne?

Bl ONDELLO I, sir! ne'er a whit.

LUCENTI O And not a jot of Tranio in your nouth:
Tranio is changed into Lucentio.

Bl ONDELLO The better for him would | were so too!

TRANIO So could I, faith, boy, to have the next w sh after
That Lucentio i ndeed had Bapti sta's youngest daughter
But, sirrah, not for ny sake, but your master's, | advise
You use your manners discreetly in all kind of conpanies:
Wien | am al one, why, then | am Trani o;
But in all places el se your master Lucentio.

LUCENTI O Tranio, let's go: one thing nore rests, that
thysel f execute, to nmake one anobng t hese wooers: if
thou ask nme why, sufficeth, nmy reasons are both good
and wei ghty.

[ Exeunt ]
[ The presenters above speak]

First Servant My lord, you nod; you do not mnd the play.

SLY Yes, by Saint Anne, do |I. A good matter, surely:
cones there any nore of it?

Page My lord, '"tis but begun.

SLY 'Tis a very excellent piece of work, nadam | ady:
woul d 'twere done!

[ They sit and marKk]
Scene |1

Padua. Before HORTENSI O S house.



[ Enter PETRUCHI O and his man GRUM O

PETRUCH O Verona, for a while | take ny |eave,
To see ny friends in Padua, but of al
My best bel oved and approved friend,
Hortensio; and | trow this is his house.
Here, sirrah Gumio; knock, | say.

GRUM O Knock, sir! whom should | knock? is there nan has
rebused your worship?

PETRUCH O Villain, |I say, knock ne here soundly.

GRUM O Knock you here, sir! why, sir, what aml, sir, that
| should knock you here, sir?

PETRUCH O Villain, | say, knock nme at this gate

And rap ne well, or I'll knock your knave's pate.
GCRUM O M master is grown quarrel sonme. | should knock
you first,

And then | know after who conmes by the worst.

PETRUCHO WIIl it not be?
Faith, sirrah, an you'll not knock, I'Il ring it;
"1l try how you can sol, fa, and sing it.

[He wings himby the ears]
GRUM O Help, nmasters, help! nmy master is nad.
PETRUCHI O Now, knock when | bid you, sirrah villain!
[ Ent er HORTENSI g

HORTENSI O How now! what's the matter? My old friend G uniol
and ny good friend Petruchi o! How do you all at Verona?

PETRUCHI O  Signior Hortensio, come you to part the fray?
"Con tutto il cuore, ben trovato,' may | say.

HORTENSIO 'Alla nostra casa ben venuto, nolto honorato signor
mo Petruchio.' Rise, Gumo, rise: we will conpound
this quarrel

GRUM O Nay, 'tis no matter, sir, what he 'leges in Latin.
if this be not a lawful case for me to | eave his
service, |look you, sir, he bid me knock himand rap
hi msoundly, sir: well, was it fit for a servant to
use his master so, being perhaps, for aught | see,
two and thirty, a pip out? Wiomwould to God | had
wel I knock'd at first, Then had not Grum o cone by the worst.

PETRUCH O A senseless villain! Good Hortensio,
| bade the rascal knock upon your gate
And could not get himfor nmy heart to do it.

GRUM O Knock at the gate! O heavens! Spake you not these
words plain, 'Sirrah, knock ne here, rap ne here,
knock nme well, and knock nme soundly'? And cone you



now with, 'knocking at the gate'?
PETRUCH O Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, | advise you

HORTENSI O Petruchi o, patience; | am Gum o's pl edge:
Wiy, this's a heavy chance 'twi xt himand you
Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant G umio
And tell nme now, sweet friend, what happy gale
Bl ows you to Padua here fromold Verona?

PETRUCH O Such wind as scatters young nen through the world,
To seek their fortunes farther than at home
Wiere smal |l experience grows. But in a few,
Signior Hortensio, thus it stands with ne:
Antoni o, ny father, is deceased;
And | have thrust nyself into this naze,
Haply to wive and thrive as best | may:
Crowns in my purse | have and goods at hone,
And so am cone abroad to see the world.

HORTENSI O Petruchio, shall | then conme roundly to thee
And wi sh thee to a shrewd ill-favour'd w fe?
Thou' I dst thank nme but a little for nmy counsel
And yet I'Il prom se thee she shall be rich
And very rich: but thou'rt too nmuch ny friend,

And 'l not wish thee to her

PETRUCHI O  Signior Hortensio, 'tw xt such friends as we
Few words suffice; and therefore, if thou know
One rich enough to be Petruchio's wife,

As wealth is burden of nmy wooi ng dance,

Be she as foul as was Florentius' |ove,

As old as Sibyl and as curst and shrewd

As Socrates' Xanthippe, or a worse,

She noves nme not, or not renoves, at |east,
Af fection's edge in nme, were she as rough
As are the swelling Adriatic seas:

| come to wive it wealthily in Padua;

If wealthily, then happily in Padua.

GRUM O Nay, l|ook you, sir, he tells you flatly what his
mnd is: Wiy give himgold enough and marry himto
a puppet or an aglet-baby; or an old trot with ne'er
a tooth in her head, though she have as nany di seases
as two and fifty horses: why, nothing cones am ss,
SO0 nmoney comnmes w t hal

HORTENSI O  Petruchio, since we are stepp'd thus far in,
I will continue that |I broach'd in jest.
| can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife
Wth weal th enough and young and beaut eous,
Brought up as best becones a gentl ewonan:
Her only fault, and that is faults enough
I's that she is intolerable curst
And shrewd and froward, so beyond all neasure
That, were ny state far worser than it is,
I would not wed her for a nine of gold.

PETRUCH O Hortensio, peace! thou know st not gold' s effect:
Tell ne her father's name and 'tis enough



For | will board her, though she chide as Ioud
As t hunder when the clouds in autum crack

HORTENSI O Her father is Baptista M nol a,
An affabl e and courteous gentl eman
Her nane is Katharina M nola,
Renown' d i n Padua for her scol di ng tongue.

PETRUCHI O | know her father, though I know not her
And he knew ny deceased father well.
I will not sleep, Hortensio, till |I see her

And therefore et me be thus bold with you
To give you over at this first encounter
Unl ess you will acconpany ne thither

GRUM O | pray you, sir, let himgo while the hunmour |asts.
O ny word, an she knew himas well as | do, she
woul d think scolding would do little good upon him
she may perhaps call himhalf a score knaves or so:
why, that's nothing; an he begin once, he'll rail in
his rope-tricks. I'lIl tell you what sir, an she
stand himbut a little, he will throwa figure in
her face and so disfigure her with it that she
shal |l have no nore eyes to see withal than a cat.
You know himnot, sir.

HORTENSI O Tarry, Petruchio, | nust go with thee
For in Baptista's keep ny treasure is:
He hath the jewel of ny life in hold,
Hi s youngest daughter, beautiful Binaca,
And her withholds fromnme and other nore,
Suitors to her and rivals in ny |ove,
Supposing it a thing inpossible,
For those defects | have before rehearsed,
That ever Katharina will be woo'd;
Therefore this order hath Baptista ta'en
That none shall have access unto Bi anca
Till Katharina the curst have got a husband.

GRUM O Kat harina the curst!
Atitle for a maid of all titles the worst.

HORTENSI O Now shall ny friend Petruchio do me grace
And of fer nme disguised in sober robes
To old Baptista as a school nast er
Well seen in nmusic, to instruct Bianca;
That so | may, by this device, at |east
Have | eave and leisure to nake | ove to her
And unsuspected court her by herself.

GRUM O Here's no knavery! See, to beguile the old folks,
how t he young folks lay their heads together

[Enter GREM O, and LUCENTI O di sgui sed]
Master, naster, |ook about you: who goes there, ha?

HORTENSI O Peace, Gumio! it is the rival of ny |ove.
Petruchi o, stand by a while.



GRUM O A proper stripling and an anorous!

GREM O O very well; | have perused the note.
Hark you, sir: |I'Il have themvery fairly bound
Al'l books of love, see that at any hand;
And see you read no other lectures to her
You understand nme: over and beside
Signior Baptista's liberality,
"Il mend it with a largess. Take your paper too,
And I et ne have themvery well perfuned
For she is sweeter than perfunme itself
To whomthey go to. What will you read to her?

LUCENTI O Whate'er | read to her, I'll plead for you
As for ny patron, stand you so assured,
As firmy as yourself were still in place

Yea, and perhaps with nore successful words
Than you, unless you were a scholar, sir.

GREM O O this learning, what a thing it is!

GRUM O O this woodcock, what an ass it is!

PETRUCHI O Peace, sirrah

HORTENSI O G umi o, numl God save you, Signior Genio.

GREM O And you are well met, Signior Hortensio.
Trow you whither | am going? To Baptista M nol a.
| promised to inquire carefully
About a school master for the fair Bianca:

And by good fortune | have |ighted well

On this young man, for |earning and behavi or
Fit for her turn, well read in poetry

And ot her books, good ones, | warrant ye.

HORTENSIO 'Tis well; and | have nmet a gentl eman
Hath pronised nme to help me to anot her
A fine nmusician to instruct our mstress;
So shall | no whit be behind in duty
To fair Bianca, so beloved of ne.

GREM O Bel oved of me; and that ny deeds shall prove.
GRUM O And that his bags shall prove.

HORTENSIO Gemio, '"tis nowno tine to vent our |ove:
Listen to ne, and if you speak ne fair,
"1l tell you news indifferent good for either
Here is a gentl eman whom by chance | net,
Upon agreenent fromus to his liking,
W1l undertake to woo curst Katharina,
Yea, and to marry her, if her dowy please.

GREM O So said, so done, is well
Hort ensi o, have you told himall her faults?

PETRUCH O | know she is an irksone braw ing scol d:
If that be all, masters, | hear no harm



GREM O No, say'st ne so, friend? What countrynan?

PETRUCH O Born in Verona, old Antonio's son
My father dead, ny fortune lives for ne;
And | do hope good days and |l ong to see.

GREM O Ossir, such alife, with such a wife, were strange
But if you have a stonmach, to't i' God' s nane:
You shall have me assisting you in all
But will you woo this wld-cat?

PETRUCHHO WII | live?
GRUMO WII he woo her? ay, or I'll hang her.

PETRUCH O Wy cane | hither but to that intent?
Think you a little din can daunt mine ears?
Have | not in nmy time heard lions roar?

Have | not heard the sea puff'd up with w nds

Rage |i ke an angry boar chafed with sweat?

Have | not heard great ordnance in the field,

And heaven's artillery thunder in the skies?

Have | not in a pitched battle heard

Loud 'l arums, neighing steeds, and trunpets' clang?
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue,

That gives not half so great a blow to hear

As will a chestnut in a farnmer's fire?

Tush, tush! fear boys w th bugs.

GRUM O For he fears none.
GREM O Hortensio, hark
This gentleman is happily arrived,

My mind presunes, for his own good and ours.

HORTENSIO | pronised we woul d be contributors
And bear his chargi ng of wooi ng, whatsoe'er

GREM O And so we will, provided that he win her
GRUMO | would | were as sure of a good dinner
[Enter TRANI O brave, and Bl ONDELLQ
TRANI O GCentlenen, God save you. If | may be bol d,
Tell me, | beseech you, which is the readi est way
To the house of Signior Baptista M nol a?
BI ONDELLO He that has the two fair daughters: is't he you nean?
TRANI O Even he, Biondello.
GREM O Hark you, sir; you nean not her to--
TRANI O Perhaps, himand her, sir: what have you to do?

PETRUCH O Not her that chides, sir, at any hand, | pray.

TRANIO | love no chiders, sir. Biondello, let's away.



LUCENTI O Wl | begun, Tranio.

HORTENSIO Sir, a word ere you go;
Are you a suitor to the naid you talk of, yea or no?

TRANIO And if | be, sir, is it any offence?
GREM O No; if without nmore words you will get you hence.

TRANIO Wy, sir, | pray, are not the streets as free
For ne as for you?

GREM O But so is not she.
TRANI O For what reason, | beseech you?

GREM O For this reason, if you'll know,
That she's the choice love of Signior Genio

HORTENSI O That she's the chosen of Signior Hortensio.

TRANIO Softly, nmy masters! if you be gentlenen
Do me this right; hear me with patience.
Baptista is a noble gentl enan,

To whom ny father is not all unknown;

And were his daughter fairer than she is,
She nay nore suitors have and ne for one.
Fair Leda's daughter had a thousand wooers;
Then well one nore may fair Bianca have:
And so she shall; Lucentio shall nake one,
Though Paris came in hope to speed al one.

GREM O What! this gentlenman will out-talk us all
LUCENTI O Sir, give himhead: | know he'll prove a jade.
PETRUCH O Hortensio, to what end are all these words?

HORTENSIO Sir, let ne be so bold as ask you
Did you yet ever see Baptista's daughter?

TRANIO No, sir; but hear | do that he hath two,
The one as famous for a scol ding tongue
As is the other for beauteous nodesty.

PETRUCH O Sir, sir, the first's for nme; let her go by.

GREM O Yea, |eave that |abour to great Hercules;
And let it be nore than Al cides' twelve.

PETRUCH O Sir, understand you this of me in sooth:
The youngest daughter whom you hearken for
Her father keeps fromall access of suitors,
And will not promise her to any nan
Until the elder sister first be wed:
The younger then is free and not before.

TRANIO If it be so, sir, that you are the nman
Must stead us all and nme anobngst the rest,
And if you break the ice and do this feat,



Achi eve the el der, set the younger free
For our access, whose hap shall be to have her
W1l not so graceless be to be ingrate.

HORTENSIO Sir, you say well and well you do conceive
And since you do profess to be a suitor
You nust, as we do, gratify this gentlemnman
To whom we all rest generally behol di ng.

TRANIO Sir, | shall not be slack: in sign whereof,
Pl ease ye we nmay contrive this afternoon
And quaff carouses to our mstress' health,
And do as adversaries do in |aw,
Strive nmightily, but eat and drink as friends.

GRUM O |
| Oexcellent nmotion! Fellows, let's be gone.
Bl ONDELLO |

HORTENSI O The notion's good i ndeed and be it so,
Petruchio, | shall be your ben venuto.

Padua. A roomin BAPTI STA' S house.
[ Enter KATHARI NA and BI ANCA]
Bl ANCA Good sister, wong nme not, nor wong yourself,

To nmake a bondmaid and a sl ave of ne;
That | disdain: but for these other gawds,

Unbind ny hands, 1'll pull themoff nyself,
Yea, all ny rainment, to ny petticoat;

O what you will comand ne will | do,

So well | know nmy duty to ny el ders.

KATHARINA O all thy suitors, here | charge thee, tel
Whom t hou | ovest best: see thou di ssenble not.

Bl ANCA Believe ne, sister, of all the men alive
| never yet beheld that special face
Which | could fancy nore than any ot her

KATHARI NA Mnion, thou liest. Is't not Hortensio?

BIANCA If you affect him sister, here | swear
"1l plead for you nyself, but you shall have
hi m

KATHARINA O then, belike, you fancy riches nore:

You will have Gremio to keep you fair.

BIANCA Is it for himyou do envy ne so?
Nay then you jest, and now | well perceive
You have but jested with ne all this while:



| prithee, sister Kate, untie ny hands.
KATHARINA |If that be jest, then all the rest was so.
[Strikes her]
[ Ent er BAPTI STA]
BAPTI STA Wiy, how now, dane! whence grows this insolence?
Bi anca, stand aside. Poor girl! she weeps.
G ply thy needle; nmeddle not with her.
For shame, thou helding of a devilish spirit,
Why dost thou wrong her that did ne'er wong thee?
Wien did she cross thee with a bitter word?
KATHARINA  Her silence flouts nme, and I'll be revenged.
[Flies after BI ANCA]
BAPTI STA What, in ny sight? Bianca, get thee in.
[ Exit Bl ANCA]
KATHARI NA  What, will you not suffer nme? Nay, now | see
She is your treasure, she nust have a husband;

| must dance bare-foot on her weddi ng day
And for your love to her lead apes in hell.

Talk not to me: | will go sit and weep
Till I can find occasion of revenge.
[ Exit]

BAPTI STA Was ever gentleman thus grieved as |7?
But who cones here?

[Enter GREM O, LUCENTIO in the habit of a nmean nan;
PETRUCH O, with HORTENSI O as a nusician; and TRANI O
wi th Bl ONDELLO bearing a lute and books]

GREM O CGood norrow, nei ghbour Bapti sta.

BAPTI STA Good norrow, nei ghbour G enio.
God save you, gentl enen!

PETRUCH O And you, good sir! Pray, have you not a daughter
Call'd Katharina, fair and virtuous?

BAPTI STA | have a daughter, sir, called Katharina.
GREM O You are too blunt: go to it orderly.

PETRUCH O You wong ne, Signior Genio: give ne | eave.
I ama gentlenman of Verona, sir,
That, hearing of her beauty and her wit,
Her affability and bashful nodesty,
Her wondrous qualities and mld behavior,
Am bol d to show nyself a forward guest
Wthin your house, to make nine eye the witness
O that report which | so oft have heard.
And, for an entrance to ny entertai nment,



| do present you with a nman of m ne
[ Presenting HORTENSI O

Cunning in nusic and the mat hemati cs,

To instruct her fully in those sciences,
Wher eof | know she is not ignorant:
Accept of him or else you do ne wong:
H s name is Licio, born in Mantua.

BAPTI STA You're wel cone, sir; and he, for your good sake.
But for ny daughter Katharina, this | know,
She is not for your turn, the nore ny grief.

PETRUCH O | see you do not nean to part with her
O else you like not of my conpany.

BAPTI STA M stake ne not; | speak but as I find.
Whence are you, sir? what may | call your nane?

PETRUCH O Petruchio is nmy nanme; Antonio's son
A man well known throughout all Italy.

BAPTI STA I know himwell: you are wel conme for his sake.

GREM O Saving your tale, Petruchio, | pray,
Let us, that are poor petitioners, speak too:
Baccare! you are marvell ous forward

PETRUCH O O, pardon nme, Signior Grenmio; | would fain be doing.

GREM O | doubt it not, sir; but you will curse your
wooi ng. Nei ghbour, this is a gift very grateful, | am
sure of it. To express the |like kindness, nyself,
t hat have been nore kindly beholding to you than
any, freely give unto you this young schol ar

[ Presenting LUCENTI G

that hath been | ong studying at Rheins; as cunni ng
in Greek, Latin, and other |anguages, as the other
in nusic and mathematics: his nane is Canbio; pray,
accept his service.

BAPTI STA A thousand thanks, Signior Genio
Wl come, good Canbi o.

[ To TRANI O

But, gentle sir, methinks you wal k |ike a stranger
may | be so bold to know the cause of your comni ng?

TRANIO Pardon me, sir, the boldness is nine own,
That, being a stranger in this city here,
Do nake nyself a suitor to your daughter
Unto Bianca, fair and virtuous.
Nor is your firmresolve unknown to ne,
In the preferment of the el dest sister.
This liberty is all that | request,
That, upon know edge of ny parentage,



I may have wel cone 'nongst the rest that woo
And free access and favour as the rest:

And, toward the education of your daughters,

| here bestow a sinple instrunent,

And this small packet of Geek and Latin books:
If you accept them then their worth is great.

BAPTI STA Lucentio is your name; of whence, | pray?
TRANIO O Pisa, sir; son to Vincentio.

BAPTI STA A nmighty man of Pisa; by report
I know himwell: you are very wel cone, sir,
Take you the lute, and you the set of books;
You shall go see your pupils presently.
Hol I 'a, within!

[Enter a Servant]

Sirrah, |lead these gentlenen
To ny daughters; and tell them both,
These are their tutors: bid themuse them well

[Exit Servant, with LUCENTI O and HORTENSI O
Bl ONDELLO f ol | owi ng]

W will go walk a little in the orchard,
And then to dinner. You are passing wel cong,
And so | pray you all to think yourselves.

PETRUCH O Signior Baptista, my business asketh haste,
And every day | cannot conme to woo.
You knew ny father well, and in himne
Left solely heir to all his |ands and goods,
Which | have better'd rather than decreased:
Then tell nme, if | get your daughter's |ove,
What dowy shall | have with her to w fe?

BAPTI STA After ny death the one half of ny |ands,
And in possession twenty thousand crowns.

PETRUCH O And, for that dowy, |I'Il assure her of
Her wi dowhood, be it that she survive ne,
In all nmy lands and | eases what soever
Let specialties be therefore drawn between us,
That covenants rmay be kept on either hand.

BAPTI STA Ay, when the special thing is well obtain'd,
That is, her love; for that is all in all.

PETRUCH O Wiy, that is nothing: for | tell you, father
I am as perenptory as she proud-mn nded;
And where two raging fires neet together
They do consunme the thing that feeds their fury:
Though little fire grows great with little w nd,
Yet extrene gusts will blow out fire and all:
So | to her and so she yields to ne;
For | amrough and woo not |ike a babe.

BAPTI STA Well mayst thou woo, and happy be thy speed!



But be thou armd for sone unhappy words.

PETRUCH O Ay, to the proof; as nountains are for w nds,
That shake not, though they bl ow perpetually.

[ Re-enter HORTENSI O, with his head broke]
BAPTI STA How now, mny friend! why dost thou | ook so pal e?
HORTENSI O For fear, | promise you, if | ook pale.
BAPTI STA What, will ny daughter prove a good rnusician?

HORTENSIO | think she'll sooner prove a soldier
Iron may hold with her, but never |utes.

BAPTI STA Wiy, then thou canst not break her to the lute?

HORTENSI O Wy, no; for she hath broke the lute to ne.
| did but tell her she mistook her frets,
And bow d her hand to teach her fingering;
Wien, with a nost inpatient devilish spirit,
"Frets, call you these?" quoth she; "I'Il fume
with them'
And, with that word, she struck ne on the head,
And through the instrunent ny pate nade way;
And there | stood anazed for a while,
As on a pillory, looking through the |ute;
While she did call ne rascal fiddler
And twangling Jack; with twenty such vile terns,
As had she studied to m suse ne so.

PETRUCH O Now, by the world, it is a lusty wench;
I love her ten tinmes nore than e' er | did:
O how | long to have sonme chat with her!

BAPTI STA Vell, go with me and be not so disconfited:
Proceed in practise with nmy younger daughter;
She's apt to learn and thankful for good turns.
Signior Petruchio, will you go with us,
O shall | send ny daughter Kate to you?

PETRUCH O | pray you do.
[ Exeunt all but PETRUCH O

I will attend her here,
And woo her with sone spirit when she cones.

Say that she rail; why then I'Il tell her plain
She sings as sweetly as a nightingal e:
Say that she frown, 1'll say she | ooks as clear

As nmorning roses newy wash'd with dew

Say she be mute and will not speak a word;
Then 1'1l comrend her volubility,

And say she uttereth piercing el oquence:

If she do bid nme pack, |I'Il give her thanks,
As though she bid nme stay by her a week:

If she deny to wed, I'Il crave the day

Wien | shall ask the banns and when be married.
But here she cones; and now, Petruchio, speak.



[ Enter KATHARI NA]
Good norrow, Kate; for that's your name, | hear

KATHARI NA Wl | have you heard, but sonething hard of hearing:
They call me Katharina that do talk of ne.

PETRUCH O You lie, in faith; for you are call'd plain Kate,
And bonny Kate and sonetinmes Kate the curst;
But Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom
Kate of Kate Hall, my super-dainty Kate,
For dainties are all Kates, and therefore, Kate,
Take this of me, Kate of my consol ation;
Hearing thy nmildness praised in every town,
Thy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded,
Yet not so deeply as to thee bel ongs,
Mysel f am noved to woo thee for ny wife
KATHARI NA  Moved! in good time: let himthat noved you hither
Renmove you hence: | knew you at the first
You were a noveabl e.
PETRUCH O Wy, what's a noveabl e?
KATHARI NA A join'd-stool.
PETRUCH O Thou hast hit it: come, sit on ne.
KATHARI NA  Asses are nmade to bear, and so are you
PETRUCH O Wonen are nmade to bear, and so are you
KATHARINA  No such jade as you, if nme you mean

PETRUCH O Al as! good Kate, | will not burden thee;
For, knowi ng thee to be but young and light--

KATHARINA  Too light for such a swain as you to catch
And yet as heavy as mnmy wei ght shoul d be.

PETRUCHI O  Shoul d be! shoul d--buzz!

KATHARINA  Wel| ta'en, and |ike a buzzard.

PETRUCHHO O slowwng d turtlel shall a buzzard take thee?
KATHARINA Ay, for a turtle, as he takes a buzzard.
PETRUCH O Come, cone, you wasp; i' faith, you are too angry.
KATHARINA |If | be waspish, best beware mny sting.

PETRUCHO M renedy is then, to pluck it out.

KATHARINA Ay, if the fool could find it where it lies,

PETRUCH O Who knows not where a wasp does
wear his sting? In his tail.



KATHARINA I n his tongue.
PETRUCH O Wiose tongue?
KATHARINA  Yours, if you talk of tails: and so farewell.
PETRUCH O What, with nmy tongue in your tail? nay, come again,
Good Kate; | am a gentl enman
KATHARINA  That 1'I1 try.
[ She strikes hin
PETRUCHO | swear |I'Il cuff you, if you strike again.
KATHARINA  So may you | ose your arnmns:

If you strike nme, you are no gentlenan

And if no gentl enman
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KATHARI NA

PETRUCH O
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PETRUCH O

why then no arnmns.
A herald, Kate? O put nme in thy books!

What is your crest? a coxconb?

A conbl ess cock, so Kate will be ny hen.

No cock of nine; you crowtoo |like a craven

Nay, come, Kate, cone; you must not | ook so sour

It is my fashion, when | see a crab

Wiy, here's no crab; and therefore | ook not sour

There is, there is.

Then show it ne.

Had | a glass, | would.
What, you nean ny face?
Well aimd of such a young one.

Now, by Saint George, | amtoo young for you

Yet you are wither'd.
"Tis with cares
| care not.

Nay, hear you, Kate: in sooth you scape not so.

| chafe you, if | tarry: let ne go

No, not a whit: | find you passing gentle.

"Twas told me you were rough and coy and sullen

And now |
For thou are pl easant,

find report a very liar;
gamesone, passing courteous,

But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-tine flowers:



Thou canst not frown, thou canst not | ook askance,
Nor bite the Iip, as angry wenches wll,

Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk,

But thou with nmildness entertain'st thy wooers,
Wth gentle conference, soft and affable.

Why does the world report that Kate doth |inp?

O sl anderous world! Kate |like the hazel-twi g

Is straight and sl ender and as brown in hue

As hazel nuts and sweeter than the kernels.

O let ne see thee wal k: thou dost not halt.

KATHARINA o, fool, and whom thou keep'st comand.

PETRUCH O Did ever D an so becone a grove
As Kate this chanber with her princely gait?
O be thou Dian, and |let her be Kate;
And then |l et Kate be chaste and Di an sportful!

KATHARI NA  Wiere did you study all this goodly speech?
PETRUCH O It is extenpore, fromny nother-wit.
KATHARINA A witty nother! witless else her son.
PETRUCHO Am | not wi se?

KATHARI NA  Yes; keep you warm

PETRUCH O Marry, so | nean, sweet Katharina, in thy bed:
And therefore, setting all this chat aside,
Thus in plain terns: your father hath consented
That you shall be ny wife; your dowy 'greed on;
And, WIIl you, nill you, I will marry you.

Now, Kate, | am a husband for your turn;

For, by this light, whereby | see thy beauty,
Thy beauty, that doth nake ne |like thee well,
Thou nust be nmarried to no man but ne;

For | am he amborn to tame you Kate,

And bring you froma wild Kate to a Kate
Conf ormabl e as ot her househol d Kat es.

Here comes your father: never make denial;

I must and will have Katharina to ny wife.

[ Re-enter BAPTI STA, GREM O, and TRANI g
BAPTI STA Now, Signior Petruchio, how speed you with ny daughter?

PETRUCHI O How but well, sir? how but well?
It were inpossible | should speed ani ss.

BAPTI STA Wiy, how now, daughter Katharina! in your dunps?

KATHARINA  Call you ne daughter? now, | prom se you
You have show d a tender fatherly regard,
To wish ne wed to one half lunatic;
A mad-cup ruffian and a swearing Jack,
That thinks with oaths to face the nmatter out.

PETRUCH O Father, 'tis thus: yourself and all the world,
That talk'd of her, have talk'd amiss of her:



If she be curst, it is for policy,

For she's not froward, but nodest as the dove;
She is not hot, but tenperate as the norn;

For patience she will prove a second Gissel,
And Roman Lucrece for her chastity:

And to conclude, we have 'greed so well together,
That upon Sunday is the weddi ng-day.

KATHARINA |'Il see thee hang'd on Sunday first.

GREM O Hark, Petruchio; she says she'll see thee
hang' d first.

TRANIO |Is this your speeding? nay, then, good night our part!

PETRUCH O Be patient, gentlenen; | choose her for nyself:
If she and | be pleased, what's that to you?
"Tis bargain'd '"twi xt us twain, being al one,
That she shall still be curst in conpany.
| tell you, 'tis incredible to believe
How nuch she loves me: O, the ki ndest Kate!
She hung about ny neck; and kiss on kiss
She vied so fast, protesting oath on oath,
That in a twink she won me to her |ove.

O you are novices! 'tis a world to see,

How tame, when men and wonen are al one,

A neacock wretch can nake the curstest shrew
Gve nme thy hand, Kate: | will unto Venice,

To buy apparel 'gainst the weddi ng-day.
Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests;
| will be sure ny Katharina shall be fine.

BAPTI STA I know not what to say: but give nme your hands;
God send you joy, Petruchio! '"tis a match

GREM O
| Anen, say we: we will be witnesses.

TRANI O |

PETRUCH O Father, and wife, and gentlenen, adieu
I will to Venice; Sunday cones apace:
W will have rings and things and fine array;
And kiss ne, Kate, we will be nmarried o' Sunday.

[ Exeunt PETRUCH O and KATHARI NA several | y]
GREM O Was ever nmatch clapp'd up so suddenly?

BAPTI STA Faith, gentlenen, now | play a nerchant's part,
And venture madly on a desperate mart.

TRANIO 'Twas a comodity lay fretting by you
"Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas.

BAPTI STA The gain | seek is, quiet in the natch.

GREM O No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch
But now, Baptists, to your younger daughter
Now i s the day we | ong have | ooked for
I am your nei ghbour, and was suitor first.



TRANIO And | amone that |ove Bianca nore
Than words can w tness, or your thoughts can guess.

GREM O Youngling, thou canst not |ove so dear as |.
TRANIO G aybeard, thy |love doth freeze.

GREM O But thine doth fry.
Ski pper, stand back: 'tis age that nourisheth.

TRANIO But youth in |adies' eyes that flourisheth.

BAPTI STA Content you, gentlenmen: | will conmpound this strife:
'"Tis deeds nmust win the prize; and he of both
That can assure ny daughter greatest dower
Shal | have ny Bianca's |ove.
Say, Signior Gemo, Wat can you assure her?

GREM O First, as you know, ny house within the city
Is richly furnished with plate and gol d;
Basi ns and ewers to |lave her dainty hands;
My hangings all of Tyrian tapestry;
In ivory coffers | have stuff'd ny crowns;
In cypress chests ny arras counterpoints,
Costly apparel, tents, and canopies,
Fine linen, Turkey cushions boss'd with pearl,
Val ance of Venice gold in needl ework,
Pewt er and brass and all things that bel ong
To house or housekeeping: then, at ny farm
| have a hundred nilch-kine to the pail,
Si xscore fat oxen standing in ny stalls,
And all things answerable to this portion.

Mysel f am struck in years, | nust confess;

And if | die to-norrow, this is hers,

If whilst | live she will be only nine.
TRANIO That 'only' came well in. Sir, list to me:

| amny father's heir and only son:

If I may have your daughter to ny wife,

"1l leave her houses three or four as good,
Wthin rich Pisa walls, as any one

ad Signior Grenio has in Padua;

Besi des two thousand ducats by the year

O fruitful land, all which shall be her jointure.
What, have | pinch'd you, Signior Gem o0?

GREM O Two t housand ducats by the year of [|and!
My Iand anmounts not to so nuch in all:
That she shall have; besides an argosy
That nowis lying in Marseilles' road.
What, have | choked you with an argosy?

TRANIO Gemo, 'tis known ny father hath no | ess
Than three great argosies; besides two galliases,
And twelve tight galleys: these | will assure her,
And twice as rmuch, whate'er thou offer'st next.

GREM O Nay, | have offer'd all, | have no nore;
And she can have no nore than all | have:



If you like ne, she shall have nme and mine

TRANIO Wiy, then the maid is nine fromall the world
By your firmpronise: Geniois out-vied.

BAPTI STA I must confess your offer is the best;
And, let your father nake her the assurance,
She is your own; else, you nust pardon ne
if you should die before him where's her dower?

TRANIO That's but a cavil: he is old, | young.
GREM O And may not young nen die, as well as ol d?

BAPTI STA Vel [, gentlenen,
I amthus resol ved: on Sunday next you know
My daughter Katharina is to be married:
Now, on the Sunday follow ng, shall Bianca
Be bride to you, if you this assurance;
If not, Signior Gemo:
And so, | take ny | eave, and thank you both.

GREM O Adi eu, good nei ghbour
[ Exi t BAPTI STA]

Now | fear thee not:
Sirrah young ganester, your father were a foo
To give thee all, and in his waning age
Set foot under thy table: tut, a toy!
An old Italian fox is not so kind, my boy.

[Exit]

TRANI O A vengeance on your crafty w ther'd hide!
Yet | have faced it with a card of ten
"Tis in nmy head to do ny naster good:
| see no reason but supposed Lucentio
Must get a father, call'd 'supposed Vincentio;'
And that's a wonder: fathers comonly
Do get their children; but in this case of wooing,
A child shall get a sire, if I fail not of my cunning.

Padua. BAPTI STA' S house.
[ Enter LUCENTI O, HORTENSI O and Bl ANCA]

LUCENTI O Fi ddl er, forbear; you grow too forward, sir:
Have you so soon forgot the entertai nnent

Her sister Katharina welconmed you withal ?

HORTENSI O But, wrangling pedant, this is
The patroness of heavenly harnony:



Then give nme | eave to have prerogative;
And when in nmusic we have spent an hour
Your lecture shall have leisure for as much.

LUCENTI O Preposterous ass, that never read so far
To know t he cause why nusic was ordain'd!
Was it not to refresh the nmind of man
After his studies or his usual pain?
Then give ne | eave to read phil osophy,
And while | pause, serve in your harnony.

HORTENSIO Sirrah, | will not bear these braves of thine

Bl ANCA Wy, gentlenen, you do ne doubl e wong,
To strive for that which resteth in nmy choice
I am no breeching scholar in the schools;
I'"l'l not be tied to hours nor 'pointed tines,
But learn nmy | essons as | please nyself.
And, to cut off all strife, here sit we down:
Take you your instrument, play you the whiles;
H's lecture will be done ere you have tuned.

HORTENSI O You'll leave his lecture when | amin tune?

LUCENTI O That will be never: tune your instrumnent.
Bl ANCA Where left we last?
LUCENTI O Here, madam

"Hic ibat Sinpbis; hic est Sigeia tellus;

H c steterat Prianm regia celsa senis.'

Bl ANCA Construe them

LUCENTI O "Hic ibat," as | told you before, 'Sinois,"

Lucentio, '"hic est,' son unto Vincentio of Pisa,
"Sigeia tellus,' disguised thus to get your |ove;
"Hic steterat,' and that Lucentio that cones
a-wooing, 'Prianmi,' is ny nman Tranio, 'regia,’
bearing my port, 'celsa senis,' that we m ght
beguil e the ol d pantal oon

HORTENSI O Madam ny instrunment's in tune.

BIANCA Let's hear. Ofie! the treble jars.

LUCENTI O Spit in the hole, nman, and tune again.
BIANCA Now let ne see if | can construe it: 'Hic ibat

Sinois," | know you not, 'hic est Sigeia tellus,'
trust you not; 'Hic steterat Priam ,' take heed

he hear us not, 'regia,' presume not, 'celsa senis,'

despair not.
HORTENSI O Madam 'tis now in tune.

LUCENTI O Al but the base.

am

HORTENSI O The base is right; 'tis the base knave that jars.



[ Asi de]

How fiery and forward our pedant is!
Now, for ny life, the knave doth court ny |ove:
Pedascule, I'Il watch you better yet.

BIANCA In time | may believe, yet | mistrust.

LUCENTI O Mstrust it not: for, sure, AEacides
Was Ajax, call'd so from his grandfather.

BI ANCA | nust believe ny naster; else, | pronise you,
| should be arguing still upon that doubt:
But let it rest. Now, Licio, to you:
Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray,
That | have been thus pleasant with you bot h.

HORTENSI O You nay go wal k, and give nme | eave a while:
My |l essons nmake no nusic in three parts.

LUCENTI O Are you so formal, sir? well, | nust wait,
[ Asi de]

And watch withal; for, but | be deceived,
Qur fine nusician groweth anorous.

HORTENSI O Madam before you touch the instrunent,
To learn the order of ny fingering,
I must begin with rudinments of art;
To teach you gamut in a briefer sort,
More pl easant, pithy and effectual,
Than hath been taught by any of ny trade:
And there it is in witing, fairly drawn.

Bl ANCA Wy, | am past ny gamut |ong ago.

HORTENSI O Yet read the ganmut of Hortensio.

BIANCA [Reads] ''Ganut' | am the ground of all accord,
"Are,' to Plead Hortensio's passion;
"B m,' Bianca, take himfor thy |ord,

"Cfa ut,' that loves with all affection:

"D sol re,' one clef, tw notes have I|:

"Ela m,' showpity, or | die.'

Call you this gamut? tut, | like it not:

A d fashions please nme best; | amnot so nice,
To change true rules for old inventions.

[Enter a Servant]

Servant M stress, your father prays you | eave your books
And hel p to dress your sister's chanber up:
You know to-norrow i s the weddi ng-day.

Bl ANCA Farewel |, sweet nmasters both; | must be gone.

[ Exeunt BI ANCA and Servant]

LUCENTI O Faith, mistress, then | have no cause to stay.



[Exit]

HORTENSI O But | have cause to pry into this pedant:
Met hi nks he | ooks as though he were in |ove:
Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so hunble
To cast thy wandering eyes on every stale,
Seize thee that list: if once I find thee rangi ng,
Hortensio will be quit with thee by changing.

[Exit]

Scene ||

Padua. Before BAPTI STA' S house.

[ Enter BAPTI STA, GREM O, TRANI O, KATHARI NA, Bl ANCA
LUCENTI O, and ot hers, attendants]

BAPTI STA [To TRANIQ Signior Lucentio, this is the
' poi nted day.
That Kat harina and Petruchi o should be married,
And yet we hear not of our son-in-|aw.
What will be said? what nockery will it be,
To want the bridegroom when the priest attends
To speak the cerenopnial rites of narriage!
What says Lucentio to this shanme of ours?

KATHARINA  No shane but mine: | nust, forsooth, be forced
To give ny hand opposed agai nst ny heart
Unto a nad-brain rudesby full of spleen
Wio woo' d in haste and nmeans to wed at |eisure.
| told you, I, he was a frantic fool
H ding his bitter jests in blunt behavior
And, to be noted for a merry nan
He'll woo a thousand, 'point the day of marriage,
Make feasts, invite friends, and proclaimthe banns;
Yet never neans to wed where he hath woo'd.
Now nust the world point at poor Katharina,
And say, 'Lo, there is mad Petruchio' s wife,
If it would please himcone and marry her!"’

TRANI O Patience, good Katharina, and Baptista too.
Upon ny life, Petruchio neans but well,
What ever fortune stays himfrom his word:
Though he be blunt, | know hi m passing wi se;
Though he be nmerry, yet withal he's honest.

KATHARI NA  Wyul d Kat hari na had never seen hi mthough
[Exit weeping, followed by Bl ANCA and ot hers]
BAPTI STA Go, girl; | cannot blane thee now to weep;
For such an injury would vex a very saint,
Much nore a shrew of thy inpatient hunour.

[ Enter BI ONDELLQ

Bl ONDELLO Master, naster! news, old news, and such news
you never heard of!



BAPTI STA Is it new and old too? how may that be?

BI ONDELLO Wy, is it not news, to hear of Petruchio' s com ng?
BAPTI STA I's he cone?

Bl ONDELLO Wy, no, sir.

BAPTI STA What t hen?

BI ONDELLO He is coning

BAPTI STA Wien will he be here?

Bl ONDELLO When he stands where | am and sees you there.
TRANIO But say, what to thine old news?

Bl ONDELLO Wy, Petruchio is conming in a new hat and an old
jerkin, a pair of old breeches thrice turned, a pair
of boots that have been candl e-cases, one buckl ed,
anot her laced, an old rusty sword ta'en out of the
town-arnmory, with a broken hilt, and chapel ess;
with two broken points: his horse hipped with an
old nmothy saddl e and stirrups of no kindred;
besi des, possessed with the glanders and |ike to nose
in the chine; troubled with the | anpass, infected
with the fashions, full of w ngdalls, sped with
spavins, rayed with yellows, past cure of the fives,
stark spoiled with the staggers, begnawn with the
bots, swayed in the back and shoul der-shotten
near -1 egged before and with, a half-chequed bit
and a head-stall of sheeps |eather which, being
restrained to keep himfrom stunbling, hath been
of ten burst and now repaired with knots; one girth
six tinme pieced and a worman's crupper of velure,
which hath two letters for her name fairly set down
in studs, and here and there pieced w th packthread.

BAPTI STA Who cones with hinf

BIONDELLO O, sir, his lackey, for all the world caparisoned
like the horse; with a linen stock on one leg and a
kersey boot-hose on the other, gartered with a red
and blue list; an old hat and 'the hunmour of forty
fancies' pricked in't for a feather: a nonster, a
very nmonster in apparel, and not like a Christian
footboy or a gentlenan's | ackey.

TRANIO 'Tis some odd hunour pricks himto this fashion
Yet oftentinmes he goes but nean-apparell’d.

BAPTI STA I amglad he's cone, howsoe' er he cones.
Bl ONDELLO Wy, sir, he cones not.
BAPTI STA Di dst thou not say he cones?

Bl ONDELLO Who? that Petruchi o cane?



BAPTI STA Ay, that Petruchio cane.
BI ONDELLO No, sir, | say his horse conmes, with himon his back
BAPTI STA Why, that's all one.

Bl ONDELLO Nay, by Saint Jany,
I hold you a penny,
A horse and a nan
Is nore than one,
And yet not many.

[ Enter PETRUCHI O and GRUM Q
PETRUCH O Come, where be these gallants? who's at hone?
BAPTI STA You are wel cone, sir.
PETRUCH O And yet | cone not well.
BAPTI STA And yet you halt not.

TRANIO Not so well apparell'd
As | wish you were

PETRUCH O Were it better, | should rush in thus.
But where is Kate? where is ny lovely bride?
How does ny father? Gentles, nethinks you frown:
And wherefore gaze this goodly conpany,

As if they saw sonme wondrous nonumnent,
Sone conet or unusual prodigy?

BAPTI STA Wy, sir, you know this is your weddi ng-day:
First were we sad, fearing you would not cone
Now sadder, that you cone so unprovi ded
Fie, doff this habit, shanme to your estate,
An eye-sore to our solem festival

TRANIO And tells us, what occasion of inport
Hath all so long detain'd you fromyour wife
And sent you hither so unlike yourself?

PETRUCH O Tedious it were to tell, and harsh to hear
Sufficeth I amcone to keep nmy word
Though in some part enforced to digress;
Which, at nore leisure, I will so excuse
As you shall well be satisfied wthal
But where is Kate? | stay too |Iong from her
The nmorning wears, 'tis time we were at church

TRANIO See not your bride in these unreverent robes:
Go to ny chanber; Put on clothes of nine

PETRUCHO Not |, believe nme: thus I'Il visit her
BAPTI STA But thus, | trust, you will not marry her.

PETRUCH O Good sooth, even thus; therefore ha' done with words:
To me she's married, not unto ny clothes:



Could I repair what she will wear in ne,
As | can change these poor accoutrenents,
"Twere well for Kate and better for myself.
But what a fool aml to chat with you,
When | should bid good nmorrow to ny bride,
And seal the title with a lovely Kiss!

[ Exeunt PETRUCH O and GRUM Q
TRANIO He hath sonme nmeaning in his nmad attire:
We will persuade him be it possible,
To put on better ere he go to church.
BAPTI STA "Il after him and see the event of
[ Exeunt BAPTI STA, GREM O, and attendant s]
TRANIO But to her love concerneth us to add
Her father's liking: which to bring to pass,

As | before unparted to your worship,
| amto get a man,--whate' er he be,

t his.

It skills not much. we'll fit himto our turn,--

And he shall be Vincentio of Pisa;
And make assurance here in Padua

O greater sums than | have proni sed.
So shall you quietly enjoy your hope,
And marry sweet Bianca with consent.

LUCENTI O Were it not that mny fell ow school - master

Dot h watch Bianca's steps so narrowy,
' Twere good, nethinks, to steal our marriage;

Whi ch once perfornmid, let all the world say no,

"1l keep mine own, despite of all the world.

TRANIO That by degrees we nmean to | ook into,
And wat ch our vantage in this business:
W' || over-reach the greybeard, G enio,
The narrow prying father, M nol a,
The quai nt rnusi ci an, anorous Licio;
Al for nmy master's sake, Lucentio.

[Re-enter GREM Q
Signior Grem o, came you fromthe church?

GREM O As willingly as e er | canme from school .

TRANIO And is the bride and bridegroom com ng hone?

GREM O A bridegroomsay you? 'tis a groomindeed,

A grunbling groom and that the girl shall fi
TRANI O Curster than she? why, 'tis inpossible.
GREM O Wy he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend.
TRANIO Wiy, she's a devil, a devil, the devil's

GREM O Tut, she's a lanb, a dove, a fool to him
"1l tell you, Sir Lucentio: when the priest

nd.

dam



Shoul d ask, if Katharina should be his wife,

"Ay, by gogs-wouns,' quoth he; and swore so |oud,
That, all-anmazed, the priest let fall the book;
And, as he stoop'd again to take it up,

The mad-brain'd bridegroomtook himsuch a cuff
That down fell priest and book and book and priest:
'"Now take themup,' quoth he, 'if any list.'

TRANI O What said the wench when he rose agai n?

GREM O Trenbl ed and shook; for why, he stanp'd and swore,
As if the vicar meant to cozen him
But after many cerenoni es done,
He calls for wine: "A health!' quoth he, as if
He had been aboard, carousing to his nates
After a storm quaff'd off the nuscadel
And threw the sops all in the sexton's face;
Havi ng no ot her reason
But that his beard grew thin and hungerly
And seemid to ask him sops as he was drinking.
Thi s done, he took the bride about the neck
And kiss'd her lips with such a clanorous smack
That at the parting all the church did echo:
And | seeing this came thence for very shane;
And after nme, | know, the rout is coning.
Such a nmad marriage never was before:
Hark, hark! | hear the minstrels play.

[ Musi c]

[ Re-enter PETRUCHI O, KATHARI NA, BI ANCA, BAPTI STA,
HORTENSI O, GCRUM O, and Trai n]

PETRUCH O CGentlenen and friends, | thank you for your pains:
I know you think to dine with nme to-day,
And have prepared great store of weddi ng cheer;
But so it is, my haste doth call me hence,
And therefore here | nean to take ny | eave.

BAPTI STA Is't possible you will away to-night?
PETRUCH O | must away to-day, before night cone:
Make it no wonder; if you knew ny business,

You woul d entreat ne rather go than stay.

And, honest conpany, | thank you all,

That have behel d ne give away nyself

To this nost patient, sweet and virtuous w fe:

Dine with my father, drink a health to ne;

For | must hence; and farewell to you all.
TRANI O Let us entreat you stay till after dinner.
PETRUCH O It may not be.

GREM O Let me entreat you.
PETRUCH O It cannot be.

KATHARI NA Let me entreat you.



PETRUCH O | am content.
KATHARI NA Are you content to stay?

PETRUCH O | amcontent you shall entreat ne stay;
But yet not stay, entreat ne how you can.

KATHARINA  Now, if you love ne, stay.
PETRUCH O G umio, mny horse.
GRUM O Ay, sir, they be ready: the oats have eaten the horses.

KATHARI NA  Nay, then
Do what thou canst, | will not go to-day;
No, nor to-norrow, not till | please nyself.
The door is open, sir; there lies your way;
You nay be joggi ng whiles your boots are green
For ne, I'Il not be gone till | please nyself:
"Tis like you'll prove a jolly surly groom
That take it on you at the first so roundly.

PETRUCH O O Kate, content thee; prithee, be not angry.

KATHARINA | will be angry: what hast thou to do?
Fat her, be quiet; he shall stay ny |eisure.

GREM O Ay, narry, sir, now it begins to work.

KATARI NA CGentl enmen, forward to the bridal dinner:
| see a wonan may be nade a fool,
If she had not a spirit to resist.

PETRUCH O They shall go forward, Kate, at thy conmand.
bey the bride, you that attend on her;
Go to the feast, revel and dom neer,
Carouse full measure to her nai denhead,
Be nmad and nerry, or go hang yoursel ves:
But for ny bonny Kate, she must with ne.
Nay, | ook not big, nor stanp, nor stare, nor fret;
I will be master of what is mine own:
She is ny goods, ny chattels; she is nmy house,
My househol d stuff, ny field, nmy barn,
My horse, ny ox, my ass, my any thing;
And here she stands, touch her whoever dare;
["1l bring mine action on the proudest he
That stops ny way in Padua. G um o,
Draw forth thy weapon, we are beset with thieves;
Rescue thy nmistress, if thou be a nan.
Fear not, sweet wench, they shall not touch
t hee, Kate:
I'"1l buckler thee against a mllion.

[ Exeunt PETRUCH O KATHARI NA, and GRUM Q
BAPTI STA Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones.
GREM O Went they not quickly, | should die wth I aughing.

TRANIO O all mad mat ches never was the |ike.



LUCENTI O M stress, what's your opinion of your sister?
Bl ANCA That, being nad herself, she's nadly mated.
GREM O | warrant him Petruchio is Kated.
BAPTI STA Nei ghbours and friends, though bride and
bri degr oom want s
For to supply the places at the table,
You know there wants no junkets at the feast.
Lucenti o, you shall supply the bridegroom s place:
And | et Bianca take her sister's room

TRANI O Shall sweet Bianca practise howto bride it?

BAPTI STA She shall, Lucentio. Come, gentlenen, let's go.

[ Exeunt ]
Act |V
Scene |

PETRUCH O S country house.
[Enter GRUM Q

GCRUMO Fie, fieon all tired jades, on all mad masters, and
all foul ways! Was ever man so beaten? was ever
man so rayed? was ever nan so weary? | am sent
before to nake a fire, and they are coming after to
warm them Now, were not | a little pot and soon
hot, ny very lips night freeze to nmy teeth, ny
tongue to the roof of ny nouth, ny heart in ny
belly, ere |I should come by a fire to thaw ne: but
I, with blowing the fire, shall warm nyself; for,
considering the weather, a taller man than | will
take cold. Holla, ho! Curtis.

[ Enter CURTI §]

CURTIS Wwo is that calls so coldly?

GRUM O A piece of ice: if thou doubt it, thou mayst slide
fromnmy shoulder to nmy heel with no greater a run
but ny head and my neck. A fire good Curtis.

CURTIS Is ny naster and his wife com ng, G um o?

GRUMO O ay, Curtis, ay: and therefore fire, fire; cast
on no water.

CURTIS |s she so hot a shrew as she's reported?

GRUM O She was, good Curtis, before this frost: but, thou
knowest, winter tanes man, woman and beast; for it
hath taned nmy old naster and my new nistress and
nmysel f, fellow Curtis.



CURTI S Away, you three-inch fool! | amno beast.

GRUM O Am| but three inches? why, thy horn is a foot; and
so long am| at the least. But wilt thou nake a
fire, or shall | conplain on thee to our mistress,
whose hand, she being now at hand, thou shalt soon
feel, to thy cold confort, for being slowin thy hot office?

CURTIS | prithee, good Gumio, tell me, how goes the worl d?
GRUMO A cold world, Curtis, in every office but thine; and
therefore fire: do thy duty, and have thy duty; for

my master and mistress are al nost frozen to death.

CURTIS There's fire ready; and therefore, good G um o, the news.

GRUM O Wiy, 'Jack, boy! ho! boy!' and as much news as
will thaw

CURTI S Cone, you are so full of cony-catching
GRUM O Wy, therefore fire; for | have caught extrene cold.
Where's the cook? is supper ready, the house
trimred, rushes strewed, cobwebs swept; the
serving-men in their new fustian, their white
stocki ngs, and every of ficer his weddi ng-garnment on?
Be the jacks fair within, the jills fair w thout,
the carpets laid, and every thing in order?
CURTIS Al ready; and therefore, | pray thee, news.

GRUM O First, know, ny horse is tired; my naster and
nmstress fallen out.

CURTI S How?

GRUM O Qut of their saddles into the dirt; and thereby
hangs a tale.

CURTIS Let's ha't, good G unio.

GRUM O Lend thine ear.

CURTI S Here.

GRUM O There.

[Strikes hinm

CURTIS This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale.

GCRUM O And therefore 'tis called a sensible tale: and this
cuff was but to knock at your ear, and beseech
listening. Now | begin: Inprims, we cane down a
foul hill, ny master riding behind nmy mistress,--

CURTIS Both of one horse?

GRUM O Wiat's that to thee?



CURTIS Wiy, a horse.

GRUM O Tell thou the tale: but hadst thou not crossed ne,
t hou shoul dst have heard how her horse fell and she
under her horse; thou shoul dst have heard in how
mry a place, how she was benoil ed, how he |eft her
with the horse upon her, how he beat ne because
her horse stunbl ed, how she waded t hrough the dirt
to pluck himoff me, how he swore, how she prayed,
that never prayed before, how | cried, howthe
horses ran away, how her bridle was burst, how I
| ost ny crupper, with many things of worthy nenory,
whi ch now shall die in oblivion and thou return
unexperienced to thy grave.

CURTIS By this reckoning he is nore shrew than she.

GRUM O Ay; and that thou and the proudest of you all shall
find when he conmes hone. But what talk | of this?
Call forth Nathaniel, Joseph, N cholas, Philip,
Walter, Sugarsop and the rest: let their heads be
sl eekly conmbed their blue coats brushed and their
garters of an indifferent knit: let themcurtsy
with their left I egs and not presune to touch a hair
of ny master's horse-tail till they kiss their
hands. Are they all ready?

CURTIS They are.

GRUMO Call themforth.

CURTIS Do you hear, ho? you rust neet ny master to
count enance ny mistress.

GRUM O Wiy, she hath a face of her own.
CURTIS Wo knows not that?

GRUM O Thou, it seens, that calls for company to
count enance her.

CURTIS | call themforth to credit her.

GRUM O Wy, she conmes to borrow nothing of them
[Enter four or five Serving-nen]

NATHANI EL Wl cone hone, Gruni ol

PH LI P How now, G umi o!

JOSEPH What, G umi ol

NI CHOLAS Fel |l ow G uni o!

NATHANI EL How now, old |ad?

GRUM O Wl cone, you; --how now, you;-- what, you;--fellow,
you; --and thus rmuch for greeting. Now, my spruce



conpanions, is all ready, and all things neat?
NATHANI EL Al things is ready. How near is our naster?

GRUM O E en at hand, alighted by this; and therefore be
not - - Cock' s passion, silence! | hear nmy naster

[ Enter PETRUCHI O and KATHARI NA]

PETRUCH O \Wiere be these knaves? What, no nman at door
To hold ny stirrup nor to take my horse!
Wiere is Nathaniel, Gegory, Philip?

ALL SERVI NG MEN Here, here, sir; here, sir.

PETRUCHI O Here, sir! here, sir! here, sir! here, sir!
You | ogger - headed and unpolish'd groons!
What, no attendance? no regard? no duty?
Where is the foolish knave | sent before?

GRUM O Here, sir; as foolish as | was before.

PETRUCH O You peasant swain! you whoreson malt-horse drudge!
Did | not bid thee neet ne in the park
And bring along these rascal knaves with thee?

GRUM O Nathaniel's coat, sir, was not fully made,
And Gabriel's punps were all unpink'd i' the heel
There was no link to colour Peter's hat,
And Walter's dagger was not cone from sheat hi ng:
There were none fine but Adam Ral ph, and G egory;
The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly;
Yet, as they are, here are they cone to neet you

PETRUCH O Co, rascals, go, and fetch ny supper in.
[ Exeunt Servant s]
[ Si ngi ng]
Wiere is the life that late | |ed--
Where are those--Sit down, Kate, and wel cone. --
Sound, sound, sound, sound!

[ Re-enter Servants with supper]

Why, when, | say? Nay, good sweet Kate, be nerry.
Of with ny boots, you rogues! you villains, when?

[ Si ngs]

It was the friar of orders grey,

As he forth wal ked on his way: --

Qut, you rogue! you pluck my foot awy:

Take that, and nmend the plucking off the other
[Strikes hinm

Be nerry, Kate. Sone water, here; what, ho!
Wiere's ny spaniel Troilus? Sirrah, get you hence,



And bid ny cousin Ferdi nand cone hither

One, Kate, that you nust kiss, and be acquainted wth.
Where are ny slippers? Shall | have sonme water?
[Enter one with water]

Cone, Kate, and wash, and wel cone heartily.
You whoreson villain! will you let it fall?

[Strikes hinm

KATHARI NA  Patience, | pray you; 'twas a fault unw lling.

PETRUCH O A whoreson beetl e-headed, flap-ear'd knave!
Conme, Kate, sit down; | know you have a stonach
W1l you give thanks, sweet Kate; or else shall 17?
What's this? nutton?

Fi rst Servant Ay.

PETRUCHI O \WWho brought it?

PETER |I.

PETRUCH O 'Tis burnt; and so is all the neat.
What dogs are these! Where is the rascal cook?
How durst you, villains, bring it fromthe dresser
And serve it thus to ne that love it not?
Theretake it to you, trenchers, cups, and all;

[ Throws the neat, &c. about the stage]

You heedl ess jol theads and unmanner'd sl aves!

What, do you grunmble? I'lIl be with you straight.
KATHARINA | pray you, husband, be not so disquiet:

The nmeat was well, if you were so contented.
PETRUCHO | tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt and dried away;

And | expressly amforbid to touch it,

For it engenders chol er, planteth anger

And better 'twere that both of us did fast,
Since, of ourselves, ourselves are choleric,
Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh

Be patient; to-morrow 't shall be nended,
And, for this night, we'll fast for company:
Cone, | will bring thee to thy bridal chanber

[ Exeunt ]

[ Re-enter Servants severally]
NATHANI EL Peter, didst ever see the |ike?
PETER He kills her in her own hunour

[ Re-enter CURTI S]

GRUM O Were is he?



CURTIS In her chanmber, making a sernmon of continency to her;
And rails, and swears, and rates, that she, poor soul,
Knows not which way to stand, to | ook, to speak,

And sits as one newrisen froma dream
Away, away! for he is conming hither.

[ Exeunt ]
[ Re-enter PETRUCH Q

PETRUCH O Thus have | politicly begun my reign
And 'tis nmy hope to end successfully.
My fal con now is sharp and passing enpty;
And till she stoop she nmust not be full-gorged,
For then she never | ooks upon her lure.
Anot her way | have to man ny haggard,
To make her come and know her keeper's call,
That is, to watch her, as we watch these kites
That bate and beat and will not be obedient.
She eat no neat to-day, nor none shall eat;
Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall not;
As with the meat, some undeserved fault
"Il find about the making of the bed,
And here I'Il fling the pillow, there the bolster
This way the coverlet, another way the sheets:
Ay, and anmid this hurly | intend

That all is done in reverend care of her;

And in conclusion she shall watch all night:

And if she chance to nod I'Il rail and braw

And with the clanmour keep her still awake.

This is a way to kill a wife with kindness;

And thus I'Il curb her mad and headstrong hunour.

He that knows better how to tane a shrew,
Now | et hi m speak: 'tis charity to show

[Exit]

Scene ||

PaduaBef ore BAPTI STA' S house.
[ Enter TRANI O and HORTENSI Q

TRANIO Is't possible, friend Licio, that M stress Bianca
Dot h fancy any ot her but Lucentio?

| tell you, sir, she bears ne fair in hand.

HORTENSIO Sir, to satisfy you in what | have said,
Stand by and mark the nanner of his teaching.

[ Enter BI ANCA and LUCENTI g
LUCENTI O Now, m stress, profit you in what you read?
Bl ANCA What, master, read you? first resolve ne that.
LUCENTI O I read that | profess, the Art to Love.

Bl ANCA And nay you prove, sir, naster of your art!



LUCENTI O Whil e you, sweet dear, prove mstress of nmy heart!

HORTENSI O Qui ck proceeders, marry! Now, tell ne, | pray,
You that durst swear at your mstress Bianca
Loved none in the world so well as Lucentio.

TRANIO O despiteful |ove! unconstant wonmanki nd!
| tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful

HORTENSI O M stake no nore: | am not Licio,
Nor a musician, as | seemto be;
But one that scorn to live in this disguise,
For such a one as |eaves a gentleman
And makes a god of such a cullion
Know, sir, that | amcall'd Hortensio.

TRANIO Signior Hortensio, | have often heard
O your entire affection to Bianca;
And since nine eyes are witness of her |ightness,
I will with you, if you be so contented,
Forswear Bi anca and her |ove for ever.

HORTENSI O See, how they kiss and court! Signior Lucenti o,
Here is ny hand, and here | firmy vow
Never to woo her no nore, but do forswear her
As one unworthy all the forner favours
That | have fondly flatter'd her withal

TRANIO And here | take the unfeigned oath,
Never to marry with her though she would entreat:
Fie on her! see, how beastly she doth court him

HORTENSIO Wuld all the world but he had quite forsworn!
For me, that | may surely keep mine oath,
I will be married to a wealthy w dow,
Ere three days pass, which hath as long |oved ne
As | have loved this proud di sdai nful haggard.
And so farewell, Signior Lucentio.
Ki ndness in wonen, not their beauteous | ooks,
Shall win ny love: and so | take ny |eave,
In resolution as | swore before.

[ Exit]
TRANIO M stress Bianca, bless you with such grace
As 'longeth to a lover's bl essed case!
Nay, | have ta'en you napping, gentle |ove,
And have forsworn you with Hortensio.
BI ANCA Tranio, you jest: but have you both forsworn ne?
TRANIO M stress, we have.
LUCENTI O Then we are rid of Licio.

TRANIO |I' faith, he'll have a lusty w dow now,
That shall be wood and wedded in a day.

Bl ANCA God give himjoy!



TRANIO Ay, and he'll tanme her.

Bl ANCA He says so, Tranio.

TRANIO Faith, he is gone unto the tani ng-school .

Bl ANCA The tam ng-school! what, is there such a place?

TRANIO Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the master;
That teacheth tricks el even and twenty | ong,
To tane a shrew and charm her chattering tongue.

[ Enter BI ONDELLQ

Bl ONDELLO O mmster, master, | have watch'd so | ong
That | am dog-weary: but at last | spied
An anci ent angel coning down the hill,
W1l serve the turn.

TRANI O What is he, Biondello?

Bl ONDELLO Master, a nercatante, or a pedant,
I know not what; but format in apparel,
In gait and countenance surely like a father.

LUCENTI O And what of him Tranio?

TRANIO If he be credulous and trust ny tale,
"1l make himglad to seem Vincenti o,
And gi ve assurance to Baptista M nol a,
As if he were the right Vincentio
Take in your love, and then let ne al one.
[ Exeunt LUCENTI O and BI ANCA]
[Enter a Pedant]

Pedant God save you, sir!

TRANI O And you, sir! you are wel cone.
Travel you far on, or are you at the farthest?

Pedant Sir, at the farthest for a week or two:
But then up farther, and as for as Rone;
And so to Tripoli, if God lend ne life.

TRANIO What countryman, | pray?
Pedant O Mantua.

TRANIO O Mantua, sir? marry, God forbid!
And cone to Padua, careless of your life?

Pedant M life, sir! how, | pray? for that goes hard.

TRANIO 'Tis death for any one in Mantua
To come to Padua. Know you not the cause?
Your ships are stay'd at Venice, and the duke,
For private quarrel 'tw xt your duke and him
Hat h publish'd and proclaimd it openly:



"Tis, marvel, but that you are but newly cone
You mi ght have heard it else proclaind about.

Pedant Alas! sir, it is worse for nme than so;
For | have bills for nobney by exchange
From Fl orence and nust here deliver them

TRANIO Well, sir, to do you courtesy,
This will | do, and this | will advise you
First, tell me, have you ever been at Pisa?
Pedant Ay, sir, in Pisa have | often been,
Pi sa renowned for grave citizens.

TRANI O Anong them know you one Vincenti o?

Pedant | know himnot, but | have heard of him
A merchant of inconparable wealth.

TRANIO He is ny father, sir; and, sooth to say,
I n countenance sonmewhat doth resenble you

Bl ONDELLO [Aside] As nuch as an apple doth an oyster
and all one.

TRANIO To save your life in this extrenity,
This favour will | do you for his sake;
And think it not the worst of an your fortunes
That you are like to Sir Vincentio.
H s name and credit shall you undert ake,
And in nmy house you shall be friendly I odged:
Look that you take upon you as you shoul d;
You understand nme, sir: so shall you stay
Till you have done your business in the city:
If this be courtesy, sir, accept of it.

Pedant O sir, | do; and will repute you ever
The patron of ny life and liberty.

TRANIO Then go with ne to nmake the matter good.
This, by the way, | |let you understand,
my father is here Iook'd for every day,
To pass assurance of a dower in marriage
'"Twi xt nme and one Baptista's daughter here:
In all these circunstances |I'Il instruct you
G with me to clothe you as becones you.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||

A roomin PETRUCH O S house.
[ Enter KATHARI NA and GRUM Q
GRUM O No, no, forsooth; | dare not for ny life.
KATHARINA  The nore ny wong, the nore his spite appears:
What, did he marry ne to fam sh ne?

Beggars, that cone unto ny father's door,
Upon entreaty have a present ains;



If not, elsewhere they nmeet with charity:

But |, who never knew how to entreat,

Nor never needed that | should entreat,

Am starved for neat, giddy for lack of sleep,
Wth oath kept waking and with brawing fed:
And that which spites nme nore than all these wants,
He does it under name of perfect |ove;

As who should say, if | should sleep or eat,
"Twere deadly sickness or el se present death.
| prithee go and get ne sone repast;

| care not what, so it be whol esone food.

GRUM O What say you to a neat's foot?
KATHARI NA ' Tis passing good: | prithee et ne have it.

GRUMO | fear it is too choleric a neat.
How say you to a fat tripe finely broil'd?

KATHARINA | like it well: good Gunmio, fetch it ne.

GRUM O | cannot tell; | fear '"tis choleric.
What say you to a piece of beef and nustard?

KATHARINA A dish that | do love to feed upon.
GRUM O Ay, but the nustard is too hot a little.
KATHARI NA Wy then, the beef, and let the nustard rest.

GRUM O Nay then, | will not: you shall have the nustard,
O else you get no beef of Gunio.

KATHARINA  Then both, or one, or any thing thou wlt.
GRUM O Wiy then, the nustard without the beef.
KATHARI NA  CGo, get thee gone, thou fal se del uding sl ave,
[Beats him
That feed' st me with the very nane of neat:
Sorrow on thee and all the pack of you,
That triunph thus upon ny msery!
Go, get thee gone, | say.
[ Enter PETRUCHI O and HORTENSI O wi th neat]
PETRUCH O How fares ny Kate? \What, sweeting, all anort?
HORTENSI O M stress, what cheer?
KATHARINA  Faith, as cold as can be.
PETRUCH O Pluck up thy spirits; |ook cheerfully upon ne.
Here love; thou see'st how diligent | am
To dress thy nmeat nyself and bring it thee:
I am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness nerits thanks.

What, not a word? Nay, then thou |l ovest it not;
And all ny pains is sorted to no proof.



Here, take away this dish
KATHARINA | pray you, let it stand.

PETRUCHI O The poorest service is repaid with thanks;
And so shall mine, before you touch the neat.

KATHARI NA I thank you, sir.

HORTENSI O  Signior Petruchio, fie! you are to blane
Cone, mistress Kate, |'Il bear you conpany.

PETRUCH O [Aside] Eat it up all, Hortensio, if thou | ovest
Mich good do it unto thy gentle heart!
Kate, eat apace: and now, ny honey | ove,
WIl we return unto thy father's house
And revel it as bravely as the best,
Wth silken coats and caps and gol den rings,
Wth ruffs and cuffs and fardi ngal es and t hings;
Wth scarfs and fans and doubl e change of bravery,
Wth anber bracelets, beads and all this knavery.
What, hast thou dined? The tailor stays thy |eisure,
To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure.

[Enter Tailor]

Cone, tailor, let us see these ornanents;
Lay forth the gown.

[ Enter Haberdasher]
What news with you, sir?
Haber dasher Here is the cap your worship did bespeak

PETRUCH O Wy, this was noul ded on a porringer
A velvet dish: fie, fiel! '"tis lewd and filthy:
Why, 'tis a cockle or a wal nut-shell,

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap
Away with it! conme, let nme have a bigger

KATHARINA |I'Il have no bigger: this doth fit the tine,
And gent| ewonren wear such caps as these

PETRUCH O Wien you are gentle, you shall have one too,
And not till then.

HORTENSIO [Aside] That will not be in haste.

KATHARINA Wiy, sir, | trust | may have | eave to speak
And speak | will; I amno child, no babe:
Your betters have endured ne say ny nind
And if you cannot, best you stop your ears.
My tongue will tell the anger of ny heart,
O else nmy heart concealing it will break
And rather than it shall, | will be free
Even to the utternost, as | please, in words.

PETRUCH O Wiy, thou say'st true; it is a paltry cap
A custard-coffin, a bauble, a silken pie:



| love thee well, in that thou likest it not.

KATHARINA Love ne or love nme not, | like the cap
And it | will have, or I will have none.

[ Exit Haberdasher]

PETRUCH O Thy gown? why, ay: cone, tailor, let us see't.
O nmercy, God! what masquing stuff is here?
What's this? a sleeve? '"tis |like a deni-cannon
What, up and down, carved like an apple-tart?
Here's snip and nip and cut and slish and sl ash
Li ke to a censer in a barber's shop
Wiy, what, i' devil's name, tailor, call'st thou this?

HORTENSIO [Aside] | see she's like to have neither cap nor gown.

Tailor You bid me nmake it orderly and well,
According to the fashion and the tine.

PETRUCH O Marry, and did; but if you be renenber'd,
| did not bid you mar it to the tine.
Go, hop nme over every kennel hone,
For you shall hop without ny custom sir:
I'"l'l none of it: hence! make your best of it.

KATHARINA | never saw a better-fashion'd gown,
More quaint, nore pleasing, nor nore comendabl e:
Bel i ke you nean to make a puppet of ne.

PETRUCH O Wiy, true; he neans to nake a puppet of thee.

Tail or She says your worship neans to maeke
a puppet of her.

PETRUCH O O nonstrous arrogance! Thou liest, thou thread,
t hou thinble,
Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail
Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter-cricket thou
Braved in mne own house with a skein of thread?
Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remant;
O | shall so be-nete thee with thy yard
As thou shalt think on prating whilst thou |livest!
| tell thee, I, that thou hast marr'd her gown.

Tailor Your worship is deceived; the gown is made
Just as ny naster had direction
Grumi o gave order how it should be done.
GRUM O | gave himno order; | gave himthe stuff.
Tailor But how did you desire it should be nade?
GRUM O Marry, sir, with needle and thread.
Tailor But did you not request to have it cut?

GRUM O Thou hast faced many things.

Tailor | have.



GRUM O Face not nme: thou hast braved nany nmen; brave not
me; | will neither be faced nor braved. | say unto
thee, | bid thy master cut out the gown; but | did
not bid himcut it to pieces: ergo, thou liest.

Tailor Wiy, here is the note of the fashion to testify

PETRUCHHO Read it.

GRUM O The note lies in's throat, if he say | said so

Tailor [Reads] 'Inprims, a |loose-bodied gown:'

GRUM O Master, if ever | said | oose-bodied gown, sew ne in
the skirts of it, and beat nme to death with a bottom
of brown thread: | said a gown.

PETRUCH O  Proceed.

Tailor [Reads] 'Wth a small conpassed cape:'

GRUM O | confess the cape.

Tailor [Reads] 'Wth a trunk sleeve:'

GRUM O | confess two sl eeves.

Tailor [Reads] 'The sleeves curiously cut.'

PETRUCH O Ay, there's the villany.

GRUM O Error i' the bill, sir; error i' the bill
I commanded t he sl eeves should be cut out and
sewed up again; and that I'll prove upon thee,

though thy little finger be arned in a thinble.

Tailor This is true that | say: an | had thee
in place where, thou shoul dst know it.

GRUMO | amfor thee straight: take thou the
bill, give ne thy nete-yard, and spare not ne.

HORTENSI O CGod-a-nercy, Gunio! then he shall have no odds.
PETRUCH O Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for ne.
GRUM O You are i' the right, sir: "tis for nmy mistress.
PETRUCH O Co, take it up unto thy master's use.

GRUMO Villain, not for thy life: take up ny nistress
gown for thy master's usel

PETRUCH O Wiy, sir, what's your conceit in that?
GRUMO O sir, the conceit is deeper than you think for

Take up ny mstress' gown to his master's usel
O fie, fie, fiel



PETRUCHI O [ Asi de]
Go take it hence; be gone,

HORTENSIO Tailor, I'Il pay t
Take no unkindness of his
Away! | say;

[Exit Tailor]
PETRUCH O Well, cone, nmy Kat

Even in these honest nean
Qur purses shall be proud,

Hor t ensi o,

say thou wilt see the tailor
and say no nore.

hee for thy gown tonorrow
hasty words:

comrend nme to thy master

e; we will unto your father's
habi | i ment s:

our garnents poor;

For 'tis the nmind that makes the body rich
And as the sun breaks through the darkest cl ouds,

So honour
What is the jay nore prec

peereth in the neanest habit.

ous than the lark

Because his fathers are nore beautiful ?

O is the adder better

than the eel

Because his painted skin contents the eye?

O no, good Kate; neither

art thou the worse

For this poor furniture and nean array.

i f thou account' st
And therefore frolic:
To feast and sport us at t

it shane.
we wll

lay it on ne;
hence forthwith
hy father's house.

pai d.

o, call ny nen, and let us straight to him
And bring our horses unto Long-lane end;
There will we nount, and thither wal k on foot
Let's see; | think '"tis now sonme seven o' clock
And well we may cone there by dinner-tine
KATHARINA | dare assure you, sir, 'tis al nost two;
And '"twill be supper-tinme ere you cone there.
PETRUCH O It shall be seven ere | go to horse:
Look, what | speak, or do, or think to do,
You are still crossing it. Sirs, let't alone:
I will not go to-day; and ere | do,
It shall be what o' clock | say it is.
HORTENSI O [Aside] Wy, so this gallant will comand the sun
[ Exeunt ]
Scene |V
Padua. Before BAPTI STA' S house.

[Enter TRANI O, and the Pedant dressed |ike VI NCENTI O

TRANIO Sir, this is the house: please it you that | call?
Pedant Ay, what else? and but | be deceived

Signi or Baptista may renmenber ne,

Near twenty years ago, in Genoa,

Where we were | odgers at t

TRANIO 'Tis well;

and hol d your own,

he Pegasus.

in any case,

Wth such austerity as 'longeth to a father

Pedant | warrant you



[ Enter BI ONDELLQ

But, sir, here cones your boy;
' Twere good he were school'd.

TRANI O Fear you not him Sirrah Biondell o,
Now do your duty throughly, | advise you:
| magi ne 'twere the right Vincentio.

Bl ONDELLO  Tut, fear not ne.
TRANI O But hast thou done thy errand to Baptista?

BIONDELLO | told himthat your father was at Venice,
And that you look'd for himthis day in Padua.

TRANIO Thou'rt a tall fellow hold thee that to drink.
Here conmes Baptista: set your countenance, sir.

[ Ent er BAPTI STA and LUCENTI
Signior Baptista, you are happily net.
[ To the Pedant]

Sir, this is the gentleman | told you of:
| pray you stand good father to nme now,
G ve nme Bianca for ny patrinony.

Pedant Soft son!
Sir, by your |eave: having cone to Padua
To gather in sonme debts, my son Lucentio
Made ne acquainted with a wei ghty cause
O love between your daughter and hinsel f:
And, for the good report | hear of you
And for the I ove he beareth to your daughter
And she to him to stay himnot too |ong,
I amcontent, in a good father's care,
To have himmatch'd; and if you please to |like
No worse than |, upon sone agreenent
Me shall you find ready and willing
Wth one consent to have her so bestow d;
For curious | cannot be with you,
Si gnior Baptista, of whom | hear so well.

BAPTI STA Sir, pardon nme in what | have to say:
Your plai nness and your shortness please ne well.
Right true it is, your son Lucentio here
Dot h | ove ny daughter and she | oveth him
O both dissenble deeply their affections:

And therefore, if you say no nore than this,
That like a father you will deal with him
And pass ny daughter a sufficient dower,

The match is nade, and all is done:

Your son shall have ny daughter w th consent.

TRANIO | thank you, sir. Were then do you know best
W be affied and such assurance ta'en
As shall with either part's agreenent stand?



BAPTI STA Not in my house, Lucentio; for, you know,
Pitchers have ears, and | have nany servants:
Besides, old Genio is hearkening still;

And happily we might be interrupted.

TRANIO Then at nmy lodging, an it |ike you:

There doth nmy father lie; and there, this night,

W' || pass the business privately and well.

Send for your daughter by your servant here:

My boy shall fetch the scrivener presently.

The worst is this, that, at so slender warning,

You are like to have a thin and sl ender pittance.
BAPTI STA It likes me well. Biondello, hie you honeg,

And bid Bianca nmeke her ready straight;

And, if you will, tell what hath happened,

Lucentio's father is arrived in Padua,

And how she's like to be Lucentio's w fe.
BIONDELLO | pray the gods she may with all ny heart!
TRANIO Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone.

[ Exit BI ONDELLQ|

Signior Baptista, shall | |lead the way?

Wl cone! one ness is like to be your cheer:

Conme, sir; we will better it in Pisa.

BAPTI STA | follow you.

[ Exeunt TRANI O Pedant, and BAPTI STA]

[ Re-enter BI ONDELLQ
Bl ONDELLO  Canhi o!

LUCENTI O What sayest thou, Biondell 0?

Bl ONDELLO  You saw ny nmaster w nk and | augh upon you?

LUCENTI O Bi ondel | 0o, what of that?

BI ONDELLO  Faith, nothing; but has left nme here behind, to
expound the neaning or noral of his signs and tokens.

LUCENTI O | pray thee, noralize them

Bl ONDELLO Then thus. Baptista is safe, talking with the
deceiving father of a deceitful son.

LUCENTI O And what of hin®
Bl ONDELLO Hi s daughter is to be brought by you to the supper.
LUCENTI O And t hen?

BI ONDELLO The ol d priest of Saint Luke's church is at your
conmand at all hours.



LUCENTI O And what of all this?

BI ONDELLO | cannot tell; expect they are busied about a
counterfeit assurance: take you assurance of her
"cumprivilegio ad inprimendumsolum' to the
church; take the priest, clerk, and sone sufficient
honest witnesses: If this be not that you | ook for
| have no nore to say, But bid Bianca farewell for
ever and a day.

LUCENTI O Hear est thou, Biondell 0?

BIONDELLO | cannot tarry: | knew a wench married in an
afternoon as she went to the garden for parsley to
stuff a rabbit; and so may you, sir: and so, adieu
sir. My master hath appointed ne to go to Saint
Luke's, to bid the priest be ready to conme agai nst
you conme with your appendi X.

[ Exit]

LUCENTI O I may, and will, if she be so contented:
She will be pleased; then wherefore should | doubt?
Hap what hap may, I'Il roundly go about her
It shall go hard if Canbio go w thout her
[ Exit]

Scene V

A public road.
[ Enter PETRUCHI O, KATHARI NA, HORTENSI O, and Servant s]

PETRUCH O Cone on, i' God's nanme; once nore toward our father's.
Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the noon

KATHARINA  The noon! the sun: it is not nmoonlight now
PETRUCHHO | say it is the noon that shines so bright.
KATHARINA | know it is the sun that shines so bright.
PETRUCH O Now, by my nother's son, and that's myself,

It shall be nobon, or star, or what | Iist,

O ere | journey to your father's house.

Go on, and fetch our horses back again.

Evernore cross'd and cross'd; nothing but cross'd!

HORTENSI O Say as he says, or we shall never go.

KATHARI NA  Forward, | pray, since we have come so far
And be it noon, or sun, or what you pl ease:
An if you please to call it a rush-candle,

Henceforth | vow it shall be so for ne.
PETRUCHO | say it is the noon

KATHARI NA I knowit is the nopon



PETRUCH O Nay, then you lie: it is the blessed sun.

KATHARI NA  Then, God be bless'd, it is the blessed sun:
But sun it is not, when you say it is not;
And the nmoon changes even as your nind.
What you will have it nanmed, even that it is;
And so it shall be so for Katharina.

HORTENSI O Petruchio, go thy ways; the field is won.

PETRUCH O Well, forward, forward! thus the bow should run,
And not unl uckily against the bias.
But, soft! conpany is coning here.

[ Enter VINCENTIQ
[ To VINCENTIQ

Good norrow, gentle mistress: where away?
Tell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too,
Hast thou beheld a fresher gentl eworman?

Such war of white and red within her cheeks!
What stars do spangl e heaven with such beauty,
As those two eyes becone that heavenly face?
Fair lovely maid, once nore good day to thee.
Sweet Kate, enbrace her for her beauty's sake.

HORTENSIO A will make the man mad, to make a wonan of him

KATHARI NA  Young budding virgin, fair and fresh and sweet,
Wi t her away, or where is thy abode?
Happy the parents of so fair a child;
Happi er the man, whom favourable stars
Allot thee for his |lovely bed-fell ow

PETRUCH O Wy, how now, Kate! | hope thou art not nad:
This is a man, old, winkled, faded, wither'd,
And not a nmiden, as thou say'st he is.

KATHARI NA  Pardon, old father, ny mstaking eyes,
That have been so bedazzled with the sun
That everything |I 1 ook on seeneth green:
Now | perceive thou art a reverend father;
Pardon, | pray thee, for ny nad m staking.

PETRUCHI O Do, good old grandsire; and wi thal make known
Whi ch way thou travellest: if along with us,
We shall be joyful of thy conpany.

VINCENTIO Fair sir, and you ny nerry mstress,
That with your strange encounter nuch anmazed ne,
My nane is call'd Vincentio; ny dwelling Pisa;
And bound | amto Padua; there to visit
A son of mine, which long | have not seen.

PETRUCH O What is his nanme?

VI NCENTI O Lucentio, gentle sir.



PETRUCHI O Happily we net; the happier for thy son
And now by law, as well as reverend age,
I may entitle thee ny |oving father
The sister to ny wife, this gentl ewonan,
Thy son by this hath narried. Whnder not,
Nor be grieved: she is of good esteem
Her dowery weal thy, and of worthy birth;
Beside, so qualified as nay beseem
The spouse of any nobl e gentl enman.

Let ne enbrace with old Vincentio,
And wander we to see thy honest son
Who will of thy arrival be full joyous.

VINCENTIO But is it true? or else is it your pleasure,
Li ke pl easant travellers, to break a jest
Upon t he conmpany you overtake?

HORTENSI O | do assure thee, father, so it is.

PETRUCH O Cone, go along, and see the truth hereof;
For our first merrinment hath nade thee jeal ous.

[ Exeunt all but HORTENSI O
HORTENSIO Well, Petruchio, this has put nme in heart.
Have to ny widow and if she be froward,

Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward.

[Exit]

Padua. Before LUCENTI O S house.

[ GREM O di scovered. Enter behi nd Bl ONDELLQ,
LUCENTI O, and BI ANCA]

BI ONDELLO  Softly and swiftly, sir; for the priest is ready.

LUCENTI O | fly, Biondello: but they may chance to need thee
at home; therefore | eave us.

BI ONDELLO Nay, faith, I'lIl see the church o' your back; and
then come back to nmy master's as soon as | can

[ Exeunt LUCENTI O, BI ANCA, and BI ONDELLO
GREM O | nmarvel Canbio cones not all this while.

[ Enter PETRUCH O, KATHARI NA, VI NCENTI O GRUM O
wi th Attendants]

PETRUCH O Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentio' s house:
My father's bears nore toward the market-pl ace;
Thither nust |, and here | |eave you, sir.

VI NCENTI O  You shall not choose but drink before you go:



I think I shall command your wel cone here,
And, by all likelihood, sone cheer is toward.

[ Knocks]
GREM O They're busy within; you were best knock | ouder
[ Pedant | ooks out of the wi ndow
Pedant What's he that knocks as he woul d beat down the gate?
VI NCENTI O I's Signior Lucentio within, sir?
Pedant He's within, sir, but not to be spoken withal

VINCENTIO What if a nman bring hima hundred pound or two, to
make nerry wthal ?

Pedant Keep your hundred pounds to yourself: he shal
need none, so long as | Ilive.

PETRUCH O Nay, | told you your son was well bel oved i n Padua.
Do you hear, sir? To |eave frivol ous circunstances,
| pray you, tell Signior Lucentio that his father is
cone fromPisa, and is here at the door to speak with him

Pedant Thou liest: his father is cone from Padua and here
| ooki ng out at the w ndow.

VINCENTIO Art thou his father?
Pedant Ay, sir; so his nother says, if | may believe her.

PETRUCH O [To VINCENTIQ Wy, how now, gentlenman! why, this
is flat knavery, to take upon you another man's nane.

Pedant Lay hands on the villain: | believe a' neans to
cozen sonebody in this city under my countenance.

[ Re-enter BI ONDELLO
Bl ONDELLO | have seen themin the church together: God send
'em good shi pping! But who is here? nmine old
master Vincentio! now we are undone and brought to not hing.
VI NCENTI O [ Seei ng BI ONDELLO
Cone hither, crack-henp.
Bl ONDELLO Hope | may choose, sir.

VI NCENTI O  Cone hither, you rogue. Wat, have you forgot ne?

Bl ONDELLO  Forgot you! no, sir: | could not forget you, for |
never saw you before in all ny life.

VINCENTI O  What, you notorious villain, didst thou never see
thy master's father, Vincentio?

BI ONDELLO  What, mny old worshipful old naster? yes, nmarry, sir:



see where he | ooks out of the w ndow
VINCENTIO Is't so, indeed.
[ Beats Bl ONDELLQ
Bl ONDELLO  Hel p, help, help! here's a madman will rnurder ne.
[Exit]
Pedant Help, son! help, Signior Baptista!l
[Exit from above]

PETRUCH O Prithee, Kate, let's stand asi de and see the end of
this controversy.

[They retire]

[ Re-enter Pedant bel ow;, TRANI O BAPTI STA, and Servant s]
TRANIO Sir, what are you that offer to beat ny servant?
VINCENTIO What am |, sir! nay, what are you, sir? Oimorta

gods! Ofine villain! A silken doublet! a velvet

hose! a scarlet cloak! and a copatain hat! O |

am undone! | am undone! while |I play the good

husband at hone, nmy son and ny servant spend all at

the university.

TRANI O How now! what's the matter?

BAPTI STA What, is the man lunatic?

TRANIO Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentleman by your
habit, but your words show you a madnan. Wy, sir,

what 'cerns it you if | wear pearl and gol d?

thank ny good father, | amable to naintain it.

VINCENTIO Thy father! Owvillain! he is a sail maker in Bergano.

BAPTI STA You nistake, sir, you mstake, sir. Pray, what do
you think is his nane?

VINCENTIO His nanme! as if | knew not his nane: | have brought
hi mup ever since he was three years old, and his
name i s Tranio.

Pedant Away, away, mad ass! his name is Lucentio and he is
nm ne only son, and heir to the lands of me, Signior Vincentio.

VI NCENTI O Lucentio! O he hath nmurdered his nmaster! Lay hold

on him | charge you, in the duke's nane. O ny

son, ny son! Tell ne, thou villain, where is nmy son Lucentio?
TRANIO Call forth an officer

[Enter one with an Oficer]

Carry this mad knave to the gaol. Father Baptista,



I charge you see that he be forthconi ng

VINCENTIO Carry nme to the gaol

GREM O Stay, officer: he shall not go to prison

BAPTI STA Talk not, Signior Gemo: | say he shall go to prison

GREM O Take heed, Signior Baptista, |lest you be
cony-catched in this business: | dare swear this
is the right Vincentio.

Pedant Swear, if thou darest.

GREM O Nay, | dare not swear it.

TRANI O Then thou wert best say that | am not Lucentio.

GREM O Yes, | know thee to be Signior Lucentio.

BAPTI STA Away with the dotard! to the gaol wth hin

VI NCENTI O  Thus strangers nay be hail ed and abused: O
nmonstrous villain!

[ Re-enter BlI ONDELLO, wi th LUCENTI O and Bl ANCA]

BIONDELLO O we are spoiled and--yonder he is: deny him
forswear him or else we are all undone

LUCENTI O [ Kneel ing] Pardon, sweet father
VI NCENTI O  Lives ny sweet son?

[ Exeunt BI ONDELLO, TRANI O and Pedant, as fast
as may be]

Bl ANCA Pardon, dear father.

BAPTI STA How hast thou of f ended?
Where is Lucentio?

LUCENTI O Here's Lucenti o,
Ri ght son to the right Vincentio;
That have by marriage nmade thy daughter nine
Whil e counterfeit supposes bleared thine eyne.

GREM O Here's packing, with a witness to deceive us all

VINCENTIO Wiere is that damed villain Tranio,
That faced and braved nme in this matter so?

BAPTI STA Way, tell me, is not this nmy Canbi0?

Bl ANCA Canbio is changed into Lucentio.

LUCENTI O Love wrought these miracles. Bianca's |ove
Made ne exchange ny state with Tranio,

Wil e he did bear nmy countenance in the town;
And happily | have arrived at the |ast



Unto the wi shed haven of ny bliss.
What Tranio did, nyself enforced himto;
Then pardon him sweet father, for ny sake.

VINCENTIO I'Il slit the villain's nose, that would have sent
nme to the gaol.

BAPTI STA But do you hear, sir? have you married ny daughter
wi t hout asking nmy good will?

VI NCENTI O Fear not, Baptista;, we will content you, go to: but
I will in, to be revenged for this villany.

[Exit]

BAPTI STA And |, to sound the depth of this knavery.
[Exit]

LUCENTI O Look not pale, Bianca; thy father will not frown.
[ Exeunt LUCENTI O and BI ANCA]

GREM O M cake is dough; but I'Il in among the rest,
Qut of hope of all, but nmy share of the feast.

[Exit]
KATHARI NA  Husband, let's follow, to see the end of this ado.
PETRUCH O First kiss nme, Kate, and we will.
KATHARI NA  What, in the nmidst of the street?
PETRUCH O \What, art thou ashaned of ne?

KATHARI NA No, sir, CGod forbid; but ashaned to kiss.

PETRUCH O Wiy, then let's honme again. Cone, sirrah, let's away.

KATHARINA  Nay, | will give thee a kiss: now pray thee, |ove,

PETRUCH O Is not this well? Cone, ny sweet Kate:
Better once than never, for never too |ate.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||

Padua. LUCENTI O S house.

[ Enter BAPTI STA, VINCENTIO GREM O the Pedant,
LUCENTI O, BI ANCA, PETRUCHI O, KATHARI NA, HORTENSI O,
and Wdow, TRANIO BIONDELLO, and GRUM O t he
Serving-nmen with Tranio bringing in a banquet]

LUCENTI O At last, though long, our jarring notes agree:
And time it is, when raging war is done,
To smile at scapes and perils overbl own.
My fair Bianca, bid ny father wel cong,



While | with self-same ki ndness wel cone thine.

Br ot her Petruchio, sister Katharina,

And thou, Hortensio, with thy | oving w dow,

Feast with the best, and wel come to ny house:

My banquet is to close our stomachs up,

After our great good cheer. Pray you, sit down;

For now we sit to chat as well as eat.
PETRUCH O Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat!
BAPTI STA Padua affords this kindness, son Petruchio.
PETRUCH O Padua affords nothing but what is kind.
HORTENSI O For both our sakes, | would that word were true.
PETRUCHHO Now, for ny life, Hortensio fears his w dow

Wdow Then never trust nme, if | be afeard.

PETRUCH O You are very sensible, and yet you m ss ny sense:
I mean, Hortensio is afeard of you.

Wdow He that is giddy thinks the world turns round.
PETRUCH O Roundly replied.

KATHARI NA M stress, how nmean you that?
Wdow Thus | conceive by him

PETRUCHI O Conceives by ne! How | ikes Hortensio that?
HORTENSI O My wi dow says, thus she conceives her tale.
PETRUCH O Very well mended. Kiss himfor that, good w dow.

KATHARINA 'He that is giddy thinks the world turns round:'’
| pray you, tell me what you nmeant by that.

W dow  Your husband, being troubled with a shrew,
Measures ny husband's sorrow by his woe:
And now you know ny neani ng,

KATHARI NA A very mean neani ng.

Wdow Right, | nean you.

KATHARINA  And | am nean i ndeed, respecting you.

PETRUCH O To her, Kate!

HORTENSI O  To her, wi dow

PETRUCH O A hundred marks, ny Kate does put her down.

HORTENSI O  That's ny office.

PETRUCHI O Spoke like an officer; ha to thee, |ad!



[Drinks to HORTENSI g
BAPTI STA How |l i kes Gremi o these quick-witted fol ks?
GREM O Believe nme, sir, they butt together well.

Bl ANCA Head, and butt! an hasty-witted body
Wul d say your head and butt were head and horn.

VINCENTIO Ay, mistress bride, hath that awaken'd you?
BI ANCA Ay, but not frighted ne; therefore I'll sleep again.

PETRUCH O Nay, that you shall not: since you have begun,
Have at you for a bitter jest or two!

BIANCA Am | your bird? | nean to shift my bush;
And then pursue ne as you draw your bow.
You are wel cone all.

[ Exeunt BI ANCA, KATHARI NA, and W dow
PETRUCH O She hath prevented ne. Here, Signior Tranio.
This bird you aimd at, though you hit her not;

Therefore a health to all that shot and m ss'd.

TRANIO O, sir, Lucentio slipp'd nme like his greyhound,
Whi ch runs hinmself and catches for his nmaster.

PETRUCH O A good swift simile, but sonething currish.

TRANIO 'Tis well, sir, that you hunted for yourself:
"Tis thought your deer does hold you at a bay.

BAPTI STA O ho, Petruchio! Tranio hits you now.
LUCENTI O | thank thee for that gird, good Tranio.
HORTENSI O Confess, confess, hath he not hit you here?
PETRUCHO A has a little gall'd me, | confess;

And, as the jest did glance away from ne,

'"Tis ten to one it maimd you two outright.

BAPTI STA Now, in good sadness, son Petruchio,
I think thou hast the veriest shrew of all.

PETRUCHO Well, | say no: and therefore for assurance
Let's each one send unto his wife;
And he whose wife is npst obedi ent
To cone at first when he doth send for her,
Shall win the wager which we will propose.

HORTENSI O Content. What is the wager?
LUCENTI O Twenty crowns.
PETRUCH O Twenty crowns!

['"lI'l venture so nuch of ny hawk or hound,
But twenty tinmes so nuch upon ny wife.



LUCENTI O A hundred then.
HORTENSI O Cont ent .
PETRUCH O A match! 'tis done.

HORTENSI O  Who shal | begi n?

LUCENTI O That will I.
Go, Biondello, bid your mistress cone to ne.
Bl ONDELLO | go.
[Exit]
BAPTI STA Son, 1'Il be your half, Bianca cones.
LUCENTI O I'l'l have no halves; I1'll bear it all nyself.

[ Re-enter BI ONDELLQ
How now what news?

Bl ONDELLO  Sir, my mistress sends you word
That she is busy and she cannot cone.

PETRUCH O How! she is busy and she cannot cone!
I's that an answer?

GREM O Ay, and a kind one too:
Pray God, sir, your wife send you not a worse.

PETRUCH O | hope better.

HORTENSI O Sirrah Biondello, go and entreat nmy wfe
To come to ne forthwth.

[Exit Bl ONDELLO

PETRUCH O O, ho! entreat her!
Nay, then she nust needs cone.

HORTENSI O | amafraid, sir,
Do what you can, yours will not be entreated.

[ Re-enter BI ONDELLQ
Now, where's ny wife?

Bl ONDELLO She says you have sone goodly jest in hand:
She will not cone: she bids you conme to her.

PETRUCH O Worse and worse; she will not cone! Ovile,
Intolerable, not to be endured!
Sirrah Grumi o, go to your mistress;
Say, | command her to cone to ne.

[Exit GRUM O



HORTENSI O | know her answer.
PETRUCHI O What ?
HORTENSI O She will not.
PETRUCH O The fouler fortune mine, and there an end.
BAPTI STA Now, by ny holidanme, here cones Kathari na!
[ Re-enter KATARI NA]
KATHARI NA  What is your will, sir, that you send for ne?
PETRUCH O \Where is your sister, and Hortensio' s wife?
KATHARI NA  They sit conferring by the parlor fire.
PETRUCH O Go fetch themhither: if they deny to cone
Swi nge nme them soundly forth unto their husbands:
Away, | say, and bring them hither straight.
[ Exit KATHARI NA]
LUCENTI O Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder.
HORTENSIO And so it is: | wonder what it bodes.
PETRUCH O Marry, peace it bodes, and |love and quiet life,
And awful rule and right supremacy;
And, to be short, what not, that's sweet and happy?
BAPTI STA Now, fair befal thee, good Petruchio!
The wager thou hast won; and | wll add
Unto their |osses twenty thousand crowns;
Anot her dowy to another daughter
For she is changed, as she had never been
PETRUCH O Nay, | will win ny wager better yet
And show nore sign of her obedience,
Her newbuilt virtue and obedi ence.
See where she conmes and brings your froward w ves
As prisoners to her wonanly persuasion

[ Re-enter KATHARI NA, wi th BI ANCA and W dow]

Kat hari na, that cap of yours becomes you not:
Of with that bauble, throw it under-foot.

Wdow Lord, let me never have a cause to sigh
Till I be brought to such a silly pass!

BI ANCA Fie! what a foolish duty call you this?
LUCENTI O | would your duty were as foolish too:
The wi sdom of your duty, fair Bianca,

Hat h cost me an hundred crowns since supper-tinmne.

Bl ANCA The nore fool you, for laying on ny duty.



PETRUCH O Katharina, | charge thee, tell these headstrong
What duty they do owe their |ords and husbands.

Wdow Cone, come, you're nocking: we will have no telling.

PETRUCH O Come on, | say; and first begin with her
Wdow She shall not.
PETRUCH O | say she shall: and first begin with her

KATHARINA Fie, fie! unknit that threatening unkind brow,
And dart not scornful glances fromthose eyes,
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor:

It blots thy beauty as frosts do bite the neads,
Confounds thy fame as whirlw nds shake fair buds,
And in no sense is nmeet or amable.

A worman noved is |like a fountain troubl ed,
Muddy, ill-seem ng, thick, bereft of beauty;

And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty

W1l deign to sip or touch one drop of it.

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper
Thy head, thy sovereign; one that cares for thee,
And for thy maintenance conmits his body

To painful |abour both by sea and | and,

To watch the night in stornms, the day in cold,
Whi |l st thou liest warmat home, secure and safe;
And craves no other tribute at thy hands

But | ove, fair |ooks and true obedi ence;

Too little paynent for so great a debt.

Such duty as the subject owes the prince

Even such a worman oweth to her husband;

And when she is froward, peevish, sullen, sour
And not obedient to his honest wll,

What is she but a foul contending rebe

And graceless traitor to her loving |ord?

I am ashamed that wonen are so sinple

To offer war where they should kneel for peace;
O seek for rule, supremacy and sway,

Wien they are bound to serve, |ove and obey.

Wiy are our bodies soft and weak and snoot h,
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world,

But that our soft conditions and our hearts
Shoul d well agree with our external parts?

Cone, cone, you froward and unabl e wor ns!

My nmind hath been as big as one of yours,

My heart as great, my reason haply nore,

To bandy word for word and frown for frown;

But now | see our |ances are but straws,

Qur strength as weak, our weakness past conpare,
That seenming to be nost which we indeed | east are.
Then vail your stomachs, for it is no boot,

And pl ace your hands bel ow your husband' s foot:
In token of which duty, if he please,

My hand is ready; may it do him ease.

wonmen

PETRUCH O Wy, there's a wench! Cone on, and kiss ne, Kate.

LUCENTI O Well, go thy ways, old lad; for thou shalt ha't.



VINCENTIO 'Tis a good hearing when children are toward.
LUCENTI O But a harsh hearing when wonen are froward.

PETRUCH O Come, Kate, we'll to bed.
W three are narried, but you two are sped.

[ To LUCENTI O

"Twas | won the wager, though you hit the white;
And, being a winner, God give you good night!

[ Exeunt PETRUCH O and KATHARI NA]
HORTENSI O Now, go thy ways; thou hast taned a curst shrew
LUCENTI O "Tis a wonder, by your |eave, she will be tamed so.

[ Exeunt ]
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