Taming of the Shrew

SCENE I. Padua. A public place.

    Enter LUCENTIO and his man TRANIO 

LUCENTIO

    Tranio, since for the great desire I had

    To see fair Padua, nursery of arts,

    I am arrived for fruitful Lombardy,

    The pleasant garden of great Italy;

    My trusty servant, well approved in all,

    Here let us breathe and haply institute

    A course of learning and ingenious studies.

TRANIO

I am in all affected as yourself;

In brief, sir, study what you most affect.

LUCENTIO

Gramercies, Tranio, well dost thou advise?

But stay a while: what company is this?

TRANIO

    Master, some show to welcome us to town.

    Enter BAPTISTA, KATHARINA, BIANCA, GREMIO, and HORTENSIO. LUCENTIO and TRANIO stand by

BAPTISTA

    Gentlemen, importune me no farther,

    For how I firmly am resolved you know;

    That is, not bestow my youngest daughter

    Before I have a husband for the elder:

    If either of you both love Katharina,

    Because I know you well and love you well,

    Leave shall you have to court her at your pleasure.

GREMIO

    [Aside] To cart her rather: she's too rough for me.

    There, There, Hortensio, will you any wife?

KATHARINA

    I pray you, Mother, is it your will

    To make a stale of me amongst these mates?

HORTENSIO

    Mates, maid! how mean you that? no mates for you,

    Unless you were of gentler, milder mould.

KATHARINA

    I'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 comb your noddle with a three-legg'd stool

    And paint your face and use you like a fool.

HORTENSIA

    From all such devils, good Lord deliver us!

GREMIO

    And me too, good Lord!

TRANIO

    Hush, master! here's some good pastime toward:

    That wench is stark mad or wonderful froward.

LUCENTIO

    But in the other's silence do I see

    Maid's mild behavior and sobriety.

    Peace, Tranio!

TRANIO

    Well said, master; mum! and gaze your fill.

BAPTISTA

    Gentlemen, that I may soon make good

    What I have said, Bianca, get you in:

BIANCA

Madam, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe:

GREMIO

    Why will you mew her up,

    Signior Baptista, for this fiend of hell,

    And make her bear the penance of her tongue?

BAPTISTA

    Gentlemen, content ye; I am resolved:

    Go in, Bianca:

    Exit BIANCA

    And for I know she taketh most delight

    In music, instruments and poetry,

    Schoolmasters will I keep within my house,

    Fit to instruct her youth.. Katharina, you may stay;

    For I have more to commune with Bianca.

    Exit

KATHARINA

    Why, and I trust I may go too, may I not? What,

    shall I be appointed hours; as though, belike, I

    knew not what to take and what to leave, ha?

    Exit

GREMIO

   Farewell: yet for the love I bear my

    sweet Bianca, if I can by any means light on a fit

    man to teach her that wherein she delights, I will

    wish him to her father.

HORTENSIO

 So will I, Signior Gremio: know now, know now, upon   advice, it toucheth us both  that we may yet again have access to our fair mistress and be happy rivals in Bianco's love, to labour and effect one thing specially.

GREMIO

    What's that, I pray?

HORTENSIO

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

GREMIO

    A husband! a devil.

HORTENSIO

    Tush, Gremio, though it pass your patience and mine

    to endure her loud alarums, why, man, there be good

    fellows in the world, an a man could light on them,

    would take her with all faults, and money enough.

LAMARRIO

    But come; since this bar in law makes us

    friends, it shall be so far forth friendly

    maintained all by helping Baptista's eldest daughter

    to a husband we set his youngest free for a husband,

    How say you, Signior Gremio and Signior Hortensio?

GREMIO

    We are agreed!  Come on.

    Exeunt all

SCENE 2

TRANIO

    I pray, sir, tell me, is it possible

    That love should of a sudden take such hold?

LUCENTIO

    O Tranio, till I found it to be true,

    I never thought it possible or likely;

    Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perish, Tranio,

    If I achieve not this young modest girl.

    Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst;

    Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt.

TRANIO

    Master, it is no time to chide you now;

    Mark'd you not how her sister

    Began to scold and raise up such a storm

    That mortal ears might hardly endure the din?

LUCENTIO

   Sacred and sweet was all I saw in her.

TRANIO

    I pray, awake, sir:. Thus it stands:

    Her eldest sister is so curst and shrewd

    That till the mother rid her hands of her,

    Master, your love must live a maid at home;

LUCENTIO

    Ah, Tranio, what a cruel mother he!

    Tranio, let's go.

    Exeunt

SCENE 3

    Enter PETRUCHIO and his man GRUMIO 

PETRUCHIO

    Verona, for a while I take my leave,

    To see my friends in Padua, but of all

    My best beloved and approved friend,

    Hortensio; and I trow this is his house.

    Here, sirrah Grumio; knock, I say.

GRUMIO

    Knock, sir! whom should I knock? is there man has

    rebused your worship?

PETRUCHIO

    Villain, I say, knock me here soundly.

GRUMIO

    Knock you here, sir! why, sir, what am I, sir, that

    I should knock you here, sir?

PETRUCHIO

    Villain, I say, knock me at this gate

    And rap me well, or I'll knock your knave's pate.

GRUMIO

    My master is grown quarrelsome. I should knock

    you first,

    And then I know after who comes by the worst.

PETRUCHIO

    Will it not be?

    Faith, sirrah, an you'll not knock, I'll ring it;

    I'll try how you can sol, fa, and sing it.

    {He wrings him by the ears}

GRUMIO

    Help, masters, help! my master is mad.

PETRUCHIO

    Now, knock when I bid you, sirrah villain!

    Enter HORTENSIO

HORTENSIO

    How now! what's the matter? My old friend Grumio!

    and my good friend Petruchio! what happy gale

    Blows you to Padua here from old Verona?

PETRUCHIO

    Such wind as scatters young men through the world,

    To seek their fortunes farther than at home

    And I have thrust myself into this maze,

    Haply to wive and thrive as best I may:

HORTENSIO

    Petruchio, shall I then come roundly to thee

    And wish thee to a shrewd ill-favour'd wife?

    Thou'ldst thank me but a little for my counsel:

    And yet I'll promise thee she shall be rich

    And very rich: but thou'rt too much my friend,

    And I'll not wish thee to her.

PETRUCHIO

    Signior Hortensio, 'twixt such friends as we

    Few words suffice; and therefore, if thou know

    One rich enough to be Petruchio's wife,

     I come to wive it wealthily in Padua;

    If wealthily, then happily in Padua.

HORTENSIO

    I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife

    With wealth enough and young and beauteous,

    Brought up as best becomes a gentlewoman:

    Her only fault, and that is faults enough,

    Is that she is intolerable curst

    And shrewd and froward, so beyond all measure

    That, were my state far worser than it is,

    I would not wed her for a mine of gold.

PETRUCHIO

    Hortensio, peace! thou know'st not gold's effect:

HORTENSIO

    Her father is Baptista Minola,

    An affable and courteous gentleman:

    Her name is Katharina Minola,

    Renown'd in Padua for her scolding tongue.

PETRUCHIO

    I know her father, though I know not her;

    And he knew my deceased father well.

    I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her;

GRUMIO

    I pray you, sir, let him go while the humour lasts.

HORTENSIO

    Tarry, Petruchio, I must go with thee,

    For in Baptista's keep my treasure is:

    He hath the jewel of my life in hold,

   And none shall have access unto her

    Till Katharina the curst have got a husband.

GRUMIO

    Katharina the curst!

    A title for a maid of all titles the worst.

HORTENSIO

Fellows, let's be gone. 

    Exeunt

SCENE 4

    Enter KATHARINA and BIANCA 

BIANCA

    Good sister, wrong me not, nor wrong yourself,

    To make a bondmaid and a slave of me;

    That I disdain: but for these other gawds,

    Unbind my hands, I'll pull them off myself,

KATHARINA

    Of all thy suitors, here I charge thee, tell

    Whom thou lovest best: see thou dissemble not.

BIANCA

    Believe me, sister, of all the men alive

    I never yet beheld that special face

    Which I could fancy more than any other.

KATHARINA

    Minion, thou liest. Is't not Hortensio?

BIANCA

    If you affect him, sister, here I swear

    I'll plead for you myself, but you shall have

    him.

KATHARINA

    O then, belike, you fancy riches more:

    You will have Gremio to keep you fair.

BIANCA

    Is it for him you do envy me so?

    Nay then you jest, and now I well perceive

    You have but jested with me all this while:

    I prithee, sister Kate, untie my hands.

KATHARINA

    If that be jest, then all the rest was so.

    Strikes her

    Enter BAPTISTA

BAPTISTA

    Why, how now, dame! whence grows this insolence?

    Bianca, stand aside. Poor girl! she weeps.

    Go ply thy needle; meddle not with her.

    For shame, thou helding of a devilish spirit,

    Why dost thou wrong her that did ne'er wrong thee?

    When did she cross thee with a bitter word?

KATHARINA

    Her silence flouts me, and I'll be revenged.

    Flies after BIANCA

BAPTISTA

    What, in my sight? Bianca, get thee in.

    Exit BIANCA

KATHARINA

    What, will you not suffer me? Nay, now I see

    She is your treasure, she must have a husband;

    I must dance bare-foot on her wedding day

    And for your love to her lead apes in hell.

    Talk not to me: I will go sit and weep

    Till I can find occasion of revenge.

    Exit

SCENE 5

BAPTISTA

    Was ever mother thus grieved as I?

    But who comes here?

 Enter GREMIO, LUCENTIO in the habit of a mean man; PETRUCHIO, with HORTENSIO as a musician; and TRANIO, with BIONDELLO bearing a lute and books
GREMIO

    Good morrow, neighbour Baptista.

BAPTISTA

    Good morrow, neighbour Gremio.

    God save you, gentlemen!

PETRUCHIO

    And you, good madam, Pray, have you not a daughter

    Call'd Katharina, fair and virtuous?

BAPTISTA

    I have a daughter, sir, called Katharina.

PETRUCHIO

    I am a gentleman of Verona, sir,

    That, hearing of her beauty and her wit,

    Her affability and bashful modesty,

    Her wondrous qualities and mild behavior,

    Am bold to show myself a forward guest

    Within your house, to make mine eye the witness

    Of that report which I so oft have heard.

BAPTISTA

You're welcome, sir; But for my daughter Katharina, this I  know,   She is not for your turn, the more my grief.

Whence are you, sir? what may I call your name?

PETRUCHIO

    Petruchio is my name; Antonio's son,

    A man well known throughout all Italy.

BAPTISTA

    I know him well: you are welcome for his sake.

PETRUCHIO

    Signora Baptista, my business asketh haste,

    And every day I cannot come to woo.

    for I tell you, good madam,

    I am as peremptory as she proud-minded;

    And where two raging fires meet together

    They do consume the thing that feeds their fury:

    Though little fire grows great with little wind,

    Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all:

    So I to her and so she yields to me;

    For I am rough and woo not like a babe.

BAPTISTA

    Well mayst thou woo, and happy be thy speed!

    But be thou arm'd for some unhappy words.

PETRUCHIO

    Ay, to the proof; as mountains are for winds,

    That shake not, though they blow perpetually.

    Re-enter HORTENSIO, with his head broke

BAPTISTA

    How now, my friend! why dost thou look so pale?

HORTENSIO

    For fear, I promise you, if I look pale.

BAPTISTA

    What, will my daughter prove a good musician?

HORTENSIO

    I think she'll sooner prove a soldier

    Iron may hold with her, but never lutes.

BAPTISTA

    Why, then thou canst not break her to the lute?

HORTENSIO

    Why, no; for she hath broke the lute to me.

PETRUCHIO

    Now, by the world, it is a lusty wench;

    I love her ten times more than e'er I did:

    O, how I long to have some chat with her!

BAPTISTA

    Well, go with me and be not so discomfited:

    Proceed in practise with my younger daughter;

    She's apt to learn and thankful for good turns.

    Signior Petruchio, will you go with us,

    Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you?

PETRUCHIO

    I pray you do.

Exeunt all but PETRUCHIO

SCENE 6

     I will attend her here,

    And woo her with some spirit when she comes.

    Say that she rail; why then I'll tell her plain

    She sings as sweetly as a nightingale:

    Say that she frown, I'll say she looks as clear

    As morning roses newly wash'd with dew:

    But here she comes; and now, Petruchio, speak.

    Enter KATHARINA

    Good morrow, Kate; for that's your name, I hear.

KATHARINA

    Well have you heard, but something hard of hearing:

    They call me Katharina that do talk of me.

PETRUCHIO

    You lie, in faith; for you are call'd plain Kate,

    And bonny Kate and sometimes Kate the curst;

    But Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom

    Hearing thy mildness praised in every town,

    Thy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded,

    Yet not so deeply as to thee belongs,

    Myself am moved to woo thee for my wife.

KATHARINA

    Moved! in good time: let him that moved you hither

    Remove you hence: I knew you at the first

    You were a moveable.

PETRUCHIO

    Why, what's a moveable?

KATHARINA

    A join'd-stool.

PETRUCHIO

    Thou hast hit it: come, sit on me.

KATHARINA

    Asses are made to bear, and so are you.

PETRUCHIO

    Women are made to bear, and so are you.

KATHARINA

    No such jade as you, if me you mean.

PETRUCHIO

    Alas! good Kate, I will not burden thee;

    For, knowing thee to be but young and light--

KATHARINA

    Too light for such a swain as you to catch;

    And yet as heavy as my weight should be.

PETRUCHIO

    Should be! should--buzz!

    Come, come, you wasp; i' faith, you are too angry.

KATHARINA

    If I be waspish, best beware my sting.

PETRUCHIO

    My remedy is then, to pluck it out.

KATHARINA

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

PETRUCHIO

    Who knows not where a wasp does

    wear his sting? In his tail.

KATHARINA

    In his tongue.

PETRUCHIO

    Whose tongue?

KATHARINA

    Yours, if you talk of tails: and so farewell.

PETRUCHIO

    What, with my tongue in your tail? nay, come again,

    Good Kate; I am a gentleman.

KATHARINA

    That I'll try.

    She strikes him

PETRUCHIO

    I find you passing gentle.

    'Twas told me you were rough and coy and sullen,

    And now I find report a very liar;

    For thou are pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous,

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

KATHARINA

    Where did you study all this goodly speech?

PETRUCHIO

    It is extempore, from my mother-wit.

KATHARINA

    A witty mother! witless else her son.

PETRUCHIO

    Am I not wise?

KATHARINA

    Yes; keep you warm.

PETRUCHIO

    Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharina, in thy bed:

    And therefore, setting all this chat aside,

    Thus in plain terms: your father hath consented

    That you shall be my wife; your dowry 'greed on;

    And, Will you, nill you, I will marry you.

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

    For, by this light, whereby I see thy beauty,

    Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well,

    Thou must be married to no man but me;

    For I am he am born to tame you Kate,

    And bring you from a wild Kate to a Kate

    Conformable as other household Kates.

    Here comes your father: never make denial;

    I must and will have Katharina to my wife.

SCENE 7

    Re-enter BAPTISTA,

BAPTISTA

    Now, Signior Petruchio, how speed you with my daughter?

PETRUCHIO

    How but well, sir? how but well?

    It were impossible I should speed amiss.

BAPTISTA

    Why, how now, daughter Katharina! in your dumps?

KATHARINA

    Call you me daughter? now, I promise you

    You have show'd a tender fatherly regard,

    To wish me wed to one half lunatic;

    A mad-cup ruffian and a swearing Jack,

    That thinks with oaths to face the matter out.

PETRUCHIO

    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,

    And to conclude, we have 'greed so well together,

    That upon Sunday is the wedding-day.

KATHARINA

    I'll see thee hang'd on Sunday first.

PETRUCHIO

    Give me thy hand, Kate: I will unto Venice,

    To buy apparel 'gainst the wedding-day.

    Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests;

    I will be sure my Katharina shall be fine.

BAPTISTA

    I know not what to say: but give me your hands;

    God send you joy, Petruchio! 'tis a match.

PETRUCHIO

    Father, and wife, adieu;

    I will to Venice; Sunday comes apace:

    We will have rings and things and fine array;

    And kiss me, Kate, we will be married o' Sunday.

    Exeunt PETRUCHIO and KATHARINA severally

INTERLUDE

SCENE  8. Before BAPTISTA'S house.

 Enter BAPTISTA, GREMIO, TRANIO, KATHARINA, BIANCA, LUCENTIO, and others, attendants 

BAPTISTA

    [To TRANIO] Signior Lucentio, this is the

    'pointed day.

    That Katharina and Petruchio should be married,

    And yet we hear not of our son-in-law.

    What will be said? what mockery will it be,

KATHARINA

    No shame but mine: I must, forsooth, be forced

    To give my hand opposed against my heart

    Unto a mad-brain rudesby full of spleen;

    Who woo'd in haste and means to wed at leisure.

     Now must the world point at poor Katharina,

    And say, ‘Lo, there is mad Petruchio’s wife,

    If it would please him come and marry her!’

TRANIO

    Patience, good Katharina, and Baptista too.

    Upon my life, Petruchio means but well,

    Whatever fortune stays him from his word:

    Though he be blunt, I know him passing wise;

    Though he be merry, yet withal he's honest.

KATHARINA

    Would Katharina had never seen him though!

    Exit weeping, followed by BIANCA and others

BAPTISTA

    Go, girl; I cannot blame thee now to weep;

    For such an injury would vex a very saint,

    Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour.

Enter WEDDING GUESTS

BIONDELLO

    Master, master! news, old news, and such news as

    you never heard of!

WEDDING PARTY

    Why, Petruchio is coming in a new hat and an old

    jerkin, a pair of old breeches thrice turned, a pair

    of boots that have been candle-cases, one buckled,

    another laced, an old rusty sword ta'en out of the

    town-armory, with a broken hilt, and chapeless;

    with two broken points: his horse hipped with an

    old mothy saddle and stirrups of no kindred;

    besides, possessed with the glanders and like to mose

    in the chine; troubled with the lampass, infected

    with the fashions, full of wingdalls, sped with

    spavins, rayed with yellows, past cure of the fives,

    stark spoiled with the staggers, begnawn with the

    bots, one girth six time pieced and a woman's crupper 

    of  velure, and here and there pieced with packthread.

BAPTISTA

    I am glad he's come, howsoe'er he comes.

 Enter PETRUCHIO and GRUMIO

PETRUCHIO

    Come, where be these gallants? who's at home?

    Gentles, methinks you frown:

    And wherefore gaze this goodly company,

    As if they saw some wondrous monument,

    Some comet or unusual prodigy?

BAPTISTA

    Why, sir, you know this is your wedding-day:

    First were we sad, fearing you would not come;

    Now sadder, that you come so unprovided.

    Fie, doff this habit, shame to your estate,

    An eye-sore to our solemn festival!

PETRUCHIO

Sufficeth I am come to keep my word,

But where is Kate? I stay too long from her:

The morning wears, 'tis time we were at church.

EXIT PETRUCHIO AND KATARINA AND COMPANY

PETRUCHIO

   


INTERLUDE

SCENE 9

TRANIO

(Re-enter GREMIO and HORTENSION)

Signior Gremio and Hortensio, came you from the church?

GREMIO

    I'll tell you, Sir: when the priest

    Should ask, if Katharina should be his wife,

    'Ay, by gogs-wouns,' quoth he; and swore so loud,

    That, all-amazed, the priest let fall the book;

    And, as he stoop'd again to take it up,

    The mad-brain'd bridegroom took him such a cuff

    That down fell priest and book and book and priest:

    'Now take them up,' quoth he, 'if any list.'

HORTENSIO

     This done, he took the bride about the neck

    And kiss'd her lips with such a clamorous smack

    That at the parting all the church did echo:

    Such a mad marriage never was before:

    Hark, hark! I hear the minstrels play.

MUSICAL INTERLUDE (TIME PASSES)

EXEUNT
SCENE 10

    Enter PETRUCHIO, KATHARINA, HORTENSIO, and Servants 

PETRUCHIO

    Come on, i' God's name; once more toward our father's.

    Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the moon!

KATHARINA

    The moon! the sun: it is not moonlight now.

PETRUCHIO

    I say it is the moon that shines so bright.

KATHARINA

    I know it is the sun that shines so bright.

PETRUCHIO

    Now, by my mother's son, and that's myself,

    It shall be moon, or star, or what I list,

    Or ere I journey to your father's house.

    Go on, and fetch our horses back again.

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

HORTENSIO

    Say as he says, or we shall never go.

KATHARINA

    Forward, I pray, since we have come so far,

    And be it moon, or sun, or what you please:

    An if you please to call it a rush-candle,

    Henceforth I vow it shall be so for me.

PETRUCHIO

    I say it is the moon.

KATHARINA

    I know it is the moon.

PETRUCHIO

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

KATHARINA

    Then, God be bless'd, it is the blessed sun:

    But sun it is not, when you say it is not;

    And the moon changes even as your mind.

    What you will have it named, even that it is;

    And so it shall be so for Katharina.

HORTENSIO

    Petruchio, go thy ways; the field is won.

PETRUCHIO

    Well, forward, forward! thus the bowl should run,

    And not unluckily against the bias.

    But, soft! company is coming here.

    Enter VINCENTIO
    To VINCENTIO
    Good morrow, gentle mistress: where away?

    Tell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too,

    Hast thou beheld a fresher gentlewoman?

    Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee.

    Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's sake.

KATHARINA

    Young budding virgin, fair and fresh and sweet,

    Whither away, or where is thy abode?

    Happy the parents of so fair a child;

PETRUCHIO

    Why, how now, Kate! I hope thou art not mad:

    This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, wither'd,

    And not a maiden, as thou say'st he is.

KATHARINA

    Pardon, old father, my mistaking eyes,

    That have been so bedazzled with the sun

    That everything I look on seemeth green:

    Now I perceive thou art a reverend father;

    Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad mistaking.

PETRUCHIO

    Do, good old grandsire; and withal make known

    Which way thou travellest: if along with us,

    We shall be joyful of thy company.

Exeunt 

SCENE 11 Padua. LUCENTIO'S house.

 Enter BAPTISTA, VINCENTIO, GREMIO, the Pedant, LUCENTIO, BIANCA, PETRUCHIO, KATHARINA, HORTENSIO, and Widow, TRANIO, BIONDELLO, and GRUMIO the Serving-men with Tranio bringing in a banquet 

LUCENTIO

    At last, though long, our jarring notes agree:

    And time it is, when raging war is done,

    To smile at scapes and perils overblown.

    My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome,

    While I with self-same kindness welcome thine.

    Brother Petruchio, sister Katharina,

    And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow,

    Feast with the best, and welcome to my house:

PETRUCHIO

    Now, for my life, Hortensio fears his widow.

WIDOW

    He that is giddy thinks the world turns round.

KATHARINA

    'He that is giddy thinks the world turns round:'

    I pray you, tell me what you meant by that.

WIDOW

    Your husband, being troubled with a shrew,

    Measures my husband's sorrow by his woe:

    And now you know my meaning,

KATHARINA

    A very mean meaning.

WIDOW

    Right, I mean you.

KATHARINA

    And I am mean indeed, respecting you.

PETRUCHIO

    To her, Kate!

HORTENSIO

    To her, widow!

(KATARINA, BIANCA AND WIDOW EXEUNT)

BAPTISTA

    Now, in good sadness, son Petruchio,

    I think thou hast the veriest shrew of all.

PETRUCHIO

    Well, I say no: and therefore for assurance

    Let's each one send unto his wife;

    And he whose wife is most obedient

    To come at first when he doth send for her,

    Shall win the wager which we will propose.

HORTENSIO

    Content.

PETRUCHIO

    A match! 'tis done.

HORTENSIO

    Who shall begin?

LUCENTIO

    That will I.

    Go, Biondello, bid your mistress come to me.

BIONDELLO

    I go.

    Exit

LUCENTIO

    Re-enter BIONDELLO

    How now! what news?

BIONDELLO

    Sir, my mistress sends you word

    That she is busy and she cannot come.

HORTENSIO

    Sirrah Biondello, go and entreat my wife

    To come to me forthwith.

    Exit BIONDELLO

HORTENSIO

    Re-enter BIONDELLO

    Now, where's my wife?

BIONDELLO

    She says you have some goodly jest in hand:

    She will not come: she bids you come to her.

PETRUCHIO

    Sirrah Grumio, go to your mistress;

    Say, I command her to come to me.

    Exit GRUMIO

HORTENSIO

    I know her answer.

PETRUCHIO

    What?

HORTENSIO

    She will not.

BAPTISTA

    Now, by my holidame, here comes Katharina!

    Re-enter KATARINA

KATHARINA

    What is your will, sir, that you send for me?

BAPTISTA

    Now, fair befal thee, good Petruchio!

    The wager thou hast won; and I will add

    Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns;

    Another dowry to another daughter,

    For she is changed, as she had never been.

PETRUCHIO

    Why, there's a wench! Come on, and kiss me, Kate.
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