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John Fletcher

Characters

MOROSO, an old rich doating citizen, suitor to
LIVIA

SOPHOCLES, ] two gentlemen, friends to
TRANIO, PETRUCHIO

PETRUCHIO, an Italian gentleman, husband to
MARIA

ROWLAND, a young gentleman, in love with LIVIA
PETRONIUS, father to MARIA and LIVIA

JAQUES

] two witty servants to PETRUCHIO
PEDRO

DOCTOR
APOTHECARY
WATCHMEN
PORTERS

MARIA, a chaste witty lady,

3 daughters of
LIVIA, mistress to ROWLAND &

} the two masculine
PETRONIUS

BIANCA, their cousin, and commander-in-chief

CITY WIVES

TR W Es the ladies, of which two

who come to the relief of
} were drunk

MAIDS
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Ye are sick/0f melancholy \see't again.

'Tis no déar physic, since 'twill quit the cost,
Or his intentions, with our pa?‘ms_, are lost.

Act I

% -

Scene 1
A hall in the house of PETRUCHIO.

(Enter MOROSO, SOPHOCLES, and TRANIO, with
ROSEMARY, as from a wedding.)

MOROSO God give 'em joy!
TRANIO Amen!
SOPHOCLES Amen, say I too!
The pudding's now i’ the proof. Alas, poor
wench,
Threushwhatsa mine of patienee-mustthou
Wﬂfk',—
Ere-theulenow!'st-goed-heur-mere!
TRANIO 'Tis too true: Certain,
Methinks her father has dealt harshly with her,
Exeeeding harshlyand-nottike-afather,
To match her to this dragon: I protest
I pity the poor gentlewoman.
MOROSO Methinks naw,
He's not so terrible as people think him.
SOPHOCLES (to TRANIO) This old thief flatters,
out of mere devotion,
To please the father for his second daughter.
T ut sha r?
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semgamﬂhen;m&me
m.
MOROSO I'll asssure you,
I hold him a good man.
SOPHOCLES Yes, sure, a wealthy;
But whether a good woman's man is doubtful.
TRANIO—Would-twere-ro-worsel
MOROSO What though his other wife,
Out of her most abundant soberness,
Out of her daily hue and cries upon him,
(For sure she was a rebel) turn'd his temper,
And forced him blow as high as she; does't
follow
He must retain that long-since-buried tempest,
To this soft maid?
SOPHOCLES I fear it.
TRANIO So do I too;
And so far, that if God had made me woman,
And his wife that must be -
MOROSO What would you do, sir?
TRANIO I would learn to eat coals with an angry
cat,
And spit fire at him; Fwould;toprevent-him,
Be-all-therampgroaringtricks—awhoze
~at:

There is no safety else, nor moral wisdom,
To be a wife, and his.
SOPHOCLES So I should think too.
TRANIO For yet the bare remembrance of his first
wife
(I tell you on my knowledge, and a truth too)
Will make him start in's sleep, and very often
Cry out for cudgels, colestaves, any thing;
Hiding his breeches, out of fear her ghost
Should walk, and wear 'em yet. Since-his-frst
Rarriage,
He-tsmomorethestit-Retruchio,
Than+am-Babylen.
SOPHOCLES He's a good fellow,
And on my word I love him; but to think
A fit match for this tender soul -
TRANIO Hisveryfrown;-ifshe-but-say herprayers
Louder than men-talk-treasorn;, makes-him
tinder;
The motion of-a-dial-when he's-testy,
Is the same-trouble-to-him-as-a-water-work:
She must do nothing of herself, not eat,
Drink, say, ‘Sir, how do you?' make her ready,
unready,
Unless he bid her.
SOPHOCLES He will bury her,
Ten pounds to twenty shillings, within these
three weeks.
TRANIO I'll be your half.
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(Enter JAQUES, with a pot of wine.)

MOROSO He loves her most extremely,

And so long 'twill be honey-moon. - Now,

Jaques!
You are a busy man, I am sure.
JAQUES Yes, certain;

This Gld-srpe&must—heve eges, -
SOPHOCLESNot-yet-this-ten days.
JAQUES—Sweet gemtienem, with-muskadel.
TRANTO—Fhats Tight, Sir.

MeRoso-This fellow-breeds-his-master. - Speed
you _Jaques!

SOPHOCLES We shall be for you-presently.

JAQUES Yourworships

Shall-have it rich-and-neat; and, o' my

conseience,

As welcome as-eueLady-day. Oh, my old sir,

When shall we see your worship run at

ring?

That hour, a standing were worth money.
MOROSO So, sir!

JAQUES Ilpon-my-litde-henesty—your mistress,

If L have-any speculation,

Must think this single thrumming of a fiddle,

Witheut a.bow, but even-peer sport.

MOROSO You're merry.

JAQUES '"Would I were wise too! So, God bless
your worship! (Exit.)

TRANIO The fellow tells you true.

SOPHOCLES When is the day, man?

Come, come; you'll steal a marriage.
MOROSO Nay, believe me:

But when her father pleases, I am ready,

And all my friends shall know it.

TRANIO Why not now?
One charge had served for both.
MOROSO There's reason in't.
SOPHOCLES Call'd Rowland.
MOROSO Will you walk?
They'll think we are lost: Come, gentlemen!
(Exit.)
TRANIO You have wiped him now.
SOPHOCLES So will he ne’er the wench, I hope.
TRANIO I wish it. (Exeunt.)

Scene 2
An apartment in the same.
(Enter ROWLAND and LIVIA.)

ROWLAND Now, Livia, if you'll go away to-night,
If your affections be not made of words -
LIVIA Ilove you, and you know how dearly,
Rowland:
(Is there none near us?) My affections ever
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Have been your servants; with what superstition
I have ever sainted you -
ROWLAND Why, then take this way.
LIvia 'Twill be a childish, and a less prosperous
course
Than his that knows not care; why should we do
Our honest and our hearty love such wrong,
To over-run our fortunes?
ROWLAND Then you flatter!
LIVIA Alas! you know I cannot.
ROWLAND What hope’s left else
But flying, to enjoy ye?
LIVIA None, so far.
For let it be admitted, we have time,
And all things now in other expectation,
My father's bent against us; what but ruin,
Can such a bye-way bring us? If your fears
Would let you look with my eyes I would shew
you,
And certain, how our staying here would win us
A course, though somewhat longer, yet far
surer.
ROWLAND And then Moroso has ye.
LIVIA No such matter:
For hold this certain; begging, stealing, whesing;
St,llmg (wh%elﬁs-ﬂ-&:ﬁ-u—ﬂp&#d@ﬂ:&b}e-)

finds me,
Than that drawn fox Moroso.
ROWLAND But his money;
If wealth may win you -
LIVIiA fahogmaybe
High-priest-ameng-thedews! His money,

Rowland?
Oh, Love forgive me! What faith hast thou!
Why, can his money kiss me -

ROWLAND Yes.

LIVIA Behind,
kaeed-eutupon-a-petticoat= Or grasp me,
While Lery.oh good-thanleyoul-fO-my.troth
Thm&wmmw:h&%ar—'—)ﬂdw

As-yeu-myﬂn. Alas, what fools you men are!
His mouldy money? Half a dozen riders,
That cannot sit, but stampt fast to their saddles?
No, Rowland, no man shall make use of me;
My beauty was born free, and free I'll give it
To him that loves, not buys me. You yet doubt
me?

ROWLAND I cannot say I doubt you.

LIVIA Go thy ways;
Thou art the prettiest puling piece of passion -
I' faith, I will not fail thee.

ROWEAND -had-rather —

LpHA—Priytheebetieve et +donotTarry it,
Ferbotirourgeeds

ROWLAND But -

LA WAt b ?

ReWTAND—FWoulttet-yom

LIVIA Iknow all you can tell me: All's but this;
You would have me, and e withrnre: is't not 307

ROWLAND Yes.

LIVIA Why, you shall; will that content you? Go.

ROWLAND Iam very loth to go.

(Enter BIANCA and MARIA conversing
in the back-ground.)

LIVIA Now, o' my conscience,

Thou art an honest fellow! Here's my sister!

Go, pr'ythee go! this kiss, and credit me,

Ere I am three nights older, I am for thee:

You shall hear what I do. Farewell!
ROWLAND Farewell! (Exit.)
LIVIA Alas, poor fool, how it looks!

It would even hang itself, should I but cross it.
For pure love to the matter, I must hatch it.
BIANCA Nay, never look for merry hour, Maria,

If now you make it not: Let not your blushes,
Your modesty, and tenderness of spirit,
Make you continual anvil to his anger!
Believe me, since his first wife set him going,
Nothing can bind his rage: Take your own
council;
You shall not say that I persuaded you.
But if you suffer him -
MARIA Stay! shall I do it?
BIANCA Have you a stomach to't?
MARIA I never shew'd it.
BIANCA 'Twill shew the rarer and the stronger in
you.
But do not say I urged you.
MARIA Famrperfect:
Like-Curtiusto.redeem-my-eountry, aveI
leap'd-
Into-this-gulphrof marriageand 'll do it.
Farewell, all poorer thoughts, but spite and
anger,
Till I have wrought a miracle! - Now, cousin,
I am no more the gentle, tame Maria:
Mistake me not; I have a new soul in me,
Made of a north-wind, nothing but tempest;
And, like a tempest, shall it make all ruins,
Till I have run my will out!
BIANCA This is brave now,
If you continue it: But, your own will lead you!
MARIA Adieu, all tenderness! I dare continue.
Maids that are made of fears, and modest
blushes,
View me, and love example!
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BIANCA Here's your sister.

MARIA Here's the brave old man's love -
BIANCA That loves the young man.

MARIA Av and hold thee there, wench! What-a

LIVIA Dear sister,
Where have you been, you talk thus?
MARIA Why at church, wench;
Where I am tied to talk thus: I'm a wife now.
LIVIA It seems so, and a modest!
MARIA Yetrlre-arassh
When thou art married once, thy modesty
Will never buy thee pins.
LIVIA 'Bless me!
MARIA From what?
BIANCA From such a tame fool as our cousin
Livia!
LIVIA You are not mad?
MARIA Yes, wench, and so must you be,

Oz none of our acquaintanee~{mark-me Livia,

LIVIA Leave it, Maria!
(HfearHhave-mark'd too-mueh) for goodness
leave it!
Devest you with obedient hands; to bed!
MARIA To bed? No, Livia; there are comets hang
Prodigious over that yet; there's a fellow
Must yet, before I know that heat - (ne'exstart,
Be made a man, for yet he is a monster;
his-Heat-be—bivie.
LIVIA Never hope it:
'Tis as easy with a sieve to scoop the ocean, as
To tame Petruchio.
MARIA Stay! - Lucina, hear me!

Never unlack the-treasure-of-my-wemb,.

And-tarmeasfoar! He shall not win a smlle
Or a pleased look, from this austerity,

Though it would pull another jointure from him,
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And make him ev'ry day another man.

And when I kiss him, till I have my will,

May I be barren of delights, and know

Only what pleasures are in dreams and guesses!

BIANCA All the several wrongs

Done by imperious husbands to their wives

These thousand years and upwards, strengthen

thee!

Thou hast a brave cause.
MARIA And I'll do it bravely,
i f ver-afterl
LIVIA In what part of the world got she this spirit?

Yet pray, Maria, look before you, truly!

Besides the disobedience of a wife,

(Which you will find a heavy imputation,

Which yet I cannot think your own) it shews

So distant from your sweetness -

MARIA 'Tis, I swear.
LIVIA Weigh but the person, and the hopes you
have

To work this desperate cure!

MARIA A weaker subject

Would shame the end I aim at. Disobedience?

You talk too tamely: by the faith I have

In mine own noble will, that childish woman

That lives a prisoner to her husband's pleasure,

Has lost her making, and becomes a beast,

Created for his use, not fellowship!

LIVIA His first wife said as much.
MARIA She was a fool,

And took a scurvy course: Let-her-berraretd-

'Mongst these-that-wish-for-thingsbut-darenot

do-em:-

I have a new dance for him.

LIVIA Are you of this faith?
BIANCA Yes, truly; and will die in't.
LIVIA Why then, let’s all wear breeches! ____

W&t—mﬁﬂff’ € nature of a |
| woman:

| Hang thesg’ tame-hearted €yasses, that no
sooney’
See thé lure out, and'hear their husband's holla
But4ry like kitesipon 'em: The free haggard|
(Which is thagoman that hath-wing, and |
knows it/ [
Spirit and’plume) will make an hundred thcc{ks
To shew her freedom, sail in every ajr, |
Anddook out every pleasure, not regarding |
Lafe nor quarry till her pitch command !
What she desires; making het founder'd kee f.':er
Be glad to fling out trains;and golden-ones, |
To take‘her down again. !
LIVIA You're learned, sister;
Yet I say still, take heed!
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MARLX” A witty sayipg
tell thee, Liyia; had this fe
As many wivés as horses

With spur{lng of their

e ARrm'd by p . e

MARIA Oweeuld he
Cast hiis-wives-new-againlike-bels;to-make-em
“Soumd-to his will; or had.the fearful name
%ﬁrﬁmm yet,
J‘,’Eﬁt would #undertake this man, thus single;
And, spite of all the freedom he has reach’'d to,
Turn him and bend him as I list, aﬂémeﬁ%d-lﬁnl

Into-ababe agaimthat-aged-swemen,
Wanti

S evern

piAaNCa—Thouwiltbe-chranicled.

MARA-Fhat's-al=Famrat.

LIVIA I must confess I do with all my heart
Hate an imperious husband, -aaé-in-tinre
Might-be-sowronghtupon -

BIANCA Te-make-himrruckold?

MARIA If-Hre-deservesit.

LIVIA Heen I'll leave ye, ladies.

BIANCA Thou hast not so much noble anger in

thee.

MARIA Go sleep, go sleep! What we intend to do
Lies not for such starved souls as thou hast,

Livia.

LIVIA Good night! The bridegroom will be with

you presently.

MARIA That's more than you know.

LIVIA If you work upon him
As you have promised, you may give example,
Which no doubt will be follow’'d.

MARIA Sedw

BIANGA Good night! CL’('J‘ T bt ’4'/\
We'll trouble you no further.

memm-gmd‘qn‘?y'&oml

Lpu*-ﬁunc-bu-rmy:furgn (Exit.)

MARIA Now, Blanca,
Those wits we have, let's wind them to the

height!
memmrmat
Wall-rrrark € THE €ve ey '

Faundeﬂaﬂrammmld&xape&my,
(Enter JAQUES.)

JAQUES My master, forsooth -
MARIA Oh, how does thy master?
Pr'ythee commend me to him.

JAQUES How is this? -
My master stays, forsooth -

MARIA Why, let him stay!

Who hinders him, forsooth?
JAQUES The revel's ended now, -
To visit you.
MARIA Iam not sick.
JAQUES I mean
To see his chamber, forsooth.
MARIA Am [ his groom?
Where lay he last night, forsooth?
JAQUES In the low matted parlour.
MARIA There lies his way, by the long gallery.
JAQUES I mean your chamber. You are very
merry, mistress.
MARIA 'Tis a good sign I am sound-hearted,
Jaques.

But, if you'll know where I lie, follow me;

And what thou seest, deliver to thy master.
BIANCA Do, gentle Jaques. (Exeunt.)
JAQUES Ha! is the wind in that door?

By'r lady, we shall have foul weather then!

I do not like the shuffling of these women;

They are mad beasts, when they knock their

heads together:

Ihave-obsersed-them-all-this day theirwhispers

Qune-in-another’'s-ear;their signs-and pinches,

And breaking often-inte-vielent laughters,

Asif the end they purposed-were-their-own.

Call you this weddings? Sure this is a knavery,

Marvelousfinely-carriedthat's-the-eemfort.

What.would-these-women-do-imways of
henour,

Ehat-are-sach.masters thisway? Well, my sir

Has been as good at finding out these toys,

As any living; if he lose it now,

At his own peril be it! I must follow. (Exit.)

Scene 3
A court before the house of PETRUCHIO.

(Enter SERVANTS with lights, PETRUCHIO,
PETRONIUS, MOROSO, TRANIO,
and SOPHOCLES.)

PETRUCHIO You that are married, gentlemen,
have at ye,

For a round wager now!

SOPHOCLES Of this night's stage?

PETRUCHIO Yes.

SOPHOCLES I am your first man: A pair of gloves
Of twenty shillings.

PETRUCHIO Done! Who takes me up next?
I am for all bets.
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MOROSO Well, lusty Lawrence, were but my night
now,
Old as I am, I would make you clap on spurs,
But I would reach you, and bring you to your
trot too;
I would, gallants.
: Wett-sait-Goodewiitt | ]
staffbey-ha?
Old-father-Fimeryour-haurglass is.empty.
TR AdQ-A-goadtough.trainwould-breal.thee all

PETRONIUGSeE hmmmwm_ﬁ
you.te-bedsson2

Thisprideswillhave.a fall

PETRUEGHIO- -I.lpmxg&" daughter;
But Ishall rise.
In.eggs,.and.butterd parsnips

PETRONIUS Will you to bed, son, and leave

talking?

Ta-merrew-morning.we-shall-have-youdeok,
Fo:-alr}-ymmrwmés,.lm—&e‘w

Rynning-a foot back. from the furious dzagon,
That-with-her-angry-tail- belabours-him
Fozbeing-tazy.

TRANIO~His courage-quench’d,and-se-far

quench'd.-

PEFRUEHIO—Fiswwelsite
What-then?

SORHOCEES—Fy iy, quutirtienrtefearful-dwarf;
Here-isno-plase-forliving-man.

PETRUCHIO WeH; Ty TasteTs,
If F-do-sinkunder-my-business™a5'T find
'Tisvery.possible; Tamrnetthe first
That-haes-miscarried.soxthat-is-my-comfort;

(Enter JAQUES.)

How now! Is my fair bride a-bed?

JAQUES No truly, sir.

PETRONIUS Not a-bed yet? Body o’ me, we'll up
And rifle her! Here's-a-coil-withra-maidenheadl
PISTIOT entailed, 18 1t7

PETRUCHIO If#=ibe,

1l try all the law-i~thiland-batFitcatitoff.
Let's up, let's up; come!

JAQUES That you cannot neither.

PETRUCHIO Why?

JAQUES Unless
You will drop thro’ the chimney like a daw,

Or force a breach i’ th’ windows; you may untile
The house, 'tis possible.
PETRUCHIO What dost thou mean?
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JAQUES A rorat-sir-the baltad will express it:

Thewind and the raim
Hastirn'd you ba

And you csa-ﬂﬂot.be.lodge.d.r.here

The truth is, all the doors are barricadoed;
Not a cat-hole, but holds a murderer in't:
She's victuall’d for this month.

.

SOPHOGLES “He's-drunk;-he's- drunkl.Come, come;..

let's.up:

JAQUES—Yes, yes;

[.am-drunkt¥Ye -may-go-up;,-ye-may;gentlemen;
But take heed to your heads-Lsay-no-more:

SOPHOCLES TI'll try that. (Exit.)

PETRONIUS How dost thou say? the door fast

lock'd, fellow?

JAQUES Yes, truly, sir, 'tis lock'd, and guarded too;
% o
As-elep-yet-batterd™THEY Stanad upon-their

honeurs,
And-will-not-giveup witholt strange
compesition,
I with-assure-your-marehing-away with
Their-pteces tock'd, and bullets T ther-meuths,
Will-not-satisfy-them.
PETRUCHIO How’s this? how's this?
They-azxe? Is there another with her?

JAQUES Yes, marry is there, and an engineer.

MOROSO Who's that, for Heaven’s sake?

JAQUES Colonel Bianca; she commands the

works;

smf.

I'm but a poor man, but if you'll give me leave,

I'll venture a year's wages, draw all your force
before it,

And mount your ablest piece of battery,

You shall not enter it these three nights yet.

(Enter SOPHOCLES.)

PETRUCHIO I should laugh at that, good Jaques.
SOPHOCLES Beat back again!
She's fortified for ever.
J ASUES-Am.l-drunk-nouw-sir?
SepHeeHRTHe that-dares-mest-go-upTIOW, and
becootd.
I-have-'scaped-a-pretty-seouring.
PETRUCHIO What, are they mad? have we
another bedlam?
They do not talk, I hope?
SOPHOCLES Oh, terribly,
Extremely fearful; the noise at London Bridge
Is nothing near her.
PETRUCHIO How got she tongue?
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SOPHOCLES As<yeu-gaittail; she was born to't.

PETRUCHIO Lock'd out a-doors, and on my
wedding-night?
Come, gentlemen, I'll batter. Are these virtues?
SOPHOCLES Do, and be beaten off with shame, as
I was:
I went up, came to th’ door, knock'd, nobody
answer'd;
Knock'd louder, yet heard nothing; would have
broke in
By force; when suddenly a water-work
Flew from the window with such violence,
That, had I not duck’d quickly like a fria

MARIA And for the next too, wench; and so as’t

follows.

PETRONTES—Fheuwilt not, wilt 'a?
MARIA Yes-indeed—dearfather;

AP till he seal to what I shall set down,

Feranythinglknow for ever.
SePHOCLES Indeed these are-bugs-werds.
TReaNTO=Fotrtrear sit, she tan tatk-Godbe
tharrcedt-
& L - ’
SOPHOCTESfimd-thetallthe-pity bestow'd.upon
thie=woTitan
Makes-but-an anagram-ef-an-ilbawife,
T or-she-was-never-virtious.

Civtera-guisreseid. L ho [Lng'S €+ W""! PETRUCHIO You'll let me in, I hope, for all this

he-chambers-nothing-but.amere-Ostend: et
T ;‘aﬁ N

In every window pewter cannons mounted,
You'll quickly find with what they are charged,
sir.

PEERUCHTO—Whythen tgntara for us!
SORHOCLES—And-all-thelawer workstmed-sure
with small.shot,
Loag.tongueswith firelocks, that at twelve-scare

blank
Hitto the-heart-Now=an-ye-dare-go-up -

(Enter MARIA and BIANCA above.)

MOROSO The window opens! Beat a parley first.
I am so much amazed, my very hair stands.
PETRONIUS Why, how now, daughter? What,
intrench’d?
MARIA A little guarded for my safety, sir.
PETRUCHIO For your safety, sweetheart? Why,
who offends you?
[comme not-te-use-delence.
MARTA 1 think~
Yowearmot-sir-am-betier fortifEad;

FRETRGeHIO-LLnow your.endpyou-would fain
reprieve-yourmaideniead

A-night~ertwo.
MARIA—Yes-ertenor-twenty,
Orsayamhundredor-imdeed=til-F-isttewith

Fou.-
SepHeebEsThat's-a.shrewd saying! From this
present hour
Lnever willbelieve-a-silent.woman;
When-threybrealeoutthey.are-bonfires.
PEFRONIIS~Fill-youlisttie-withrhim?Why,-who
are-you,-madam?
BIANCA—Thattrimrgentleman'swife, sir.
PETRUTHIO ~Cry-you-mereyl-do-youw-eommand
too?-
MARIAYes, Maily does sie, andrroiief.
BIANCA Ido command, and you shall go without
(I mean your wife,) for this night.

o  Jjesting?

MARIA Hope still, sir. -
PETRONIUS You will come down, I am sure.
MARIA [ am sure I will not.
PETRONIUS I'll fetch you then.
BIANCA The power of the whole county cannot,
sir,
Unless we please to yield which yet I think
We shall not: Charge whemryeu-pl ~you shall
Hearquieldy-from-us.
MOROSO Heaven bless me from
A chicken of thy hatching! Is this wiving?
PETRUCHIO Pr'ythee, Maria, tell me what's the
reason,
And do it freely, you deal thus strangely with
me?
You were not forced to marry: your consent

Went equally with mine, if-metbefore-it:

| irpl : >
| 56"tis not old, lame, nor wedk with pbyaiL
| But well ugh to please ﬁ Eonest wﬁan, ‘

MARIA 'Tis so.

: : wconditions-are-no
shamers o

_J Of him'that owes/€m, (all the world knows
that,)
| And my fnends no reliers on my fortunes
MARIA
All thigAd belleve dnd none of allf the.se parcels
I daj;tjexcept against; nay maore, so far
I aﬁll from making these the ends I aim at,
;['hese idle‘outward thmgb these women's fears,
l | / That were I yet unmarTied, free to ghuse
Through all the tribés of man, I would take
Petruchio . / o
In's shirt, with one ten groatg to pay the prlest

i
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Br‘fcmz/hc best map living, or }hc* ablest

That'e’er leap’d oMt of Lancashlrc and they are

ight ones.

PF,}/ROMUS Why do ycuﬁlﬂy the fool then, and

{

stand pratjhg
-Out of the a#indow, Jike a broken/miller?
ETRUCHIQ' If you will have me Credit you,
VIarla/ / /
Comg’ ‘down, and let your lawc confirm 1V

MAR'[A Stay /

sb

f If these tyo wenches'be not brewing knavcry I
ETRUCHIO Why, this is a riddle;
‘T love you, and I love you not.’
MARIA It is so;
And till your own experience do untie it,
This distance I must keep.

P

9

| THere, sir;Ahat bargam/s yet to make
{LANCA Pldy sure, wenchl .
| The pack’s in thine/6wn hand. ¥

PHOCLES Lét me die J6usy, s

Ty, Very an
am glad onf, and I will talk.
CHIO Pr ythcc peagé!

gty!

et me not think thou!rt mad. I tell thee

womar,#
If thou goest forward, I am still Petruchlpa‘
ARIA/And 1 api worse, a worhan that gdn fear

', Neither Petrfichio Furius{ nor his famc-,

| Nor anything that tends to our allegiance:

| There's'a s}?‘t metHod for you now you know
me.

RET RU(,H,}CS If you,tan carry t so, ‘tis very well.
BIANGA” No, you shall carry it, sir.

PETRONIUS Use no more words, but come down

B

instantly;
I charge thee, by the duty of a child!

MARIA Stay there! That duty, that you charge me

by,
(If you consider truly what you say,)
Is now another man'’s; you gave't away
I’ th’ church, if you remember, to my husband;

Seratt-youtamrexact Trow, s To-moTe
But-omty-adueteverence to your person,
Which-thus¥pay-Yourblessing.and.l.am.gene
Fo-bed-fortHis TIgHE"

PETRONIUS This is monstrous!

Thatblessing-that-St=-Punstarrgave-thedewil,
If Luwere.neanthee -+ would-givestheeswhere;
Pullthee.dewn.hythl.neset=

BIANEA—Satns-shouwld-retrave: sir:
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A little-rhubarb-now-were-exeellent.

|
|
|
|

; .}

PETRUCHIO Then, by that duty you owe to me,
Maria,
Open the door, and be obedient!
Zmrguietyet.
MARIA I do confess that duty:
Make your best on't.

PETRUCHIO Why, give me leave, I will.

BIANGCA-Sir-there's-ne-learning
Amreldestiffjadetotrot-yewknoeuthe maral.

MARIA-Yet-as-l-take-it-sicl-0we ng more
Thamryeuw-ewe-back again.

PEFRYEHIO~Y¥ou-will-net-article?

Al L owe—presently—let-mebutup - I'll pay._

MARIA You are too hot, and such prove jades at

length.

You do confess a duty, or respect to me from
you again,

That's very near, or full the same with mine?

PETRUCHIO Yes.

MARIA Then, by that duty, or respect, or what
You please to have it, go to bed and leave me,
And trouble me no longer with your fooling;
For know, I am not for you.

PETRUCHIO Well, what remedy? (To his friends.)

PETRONIUS A fine smart cudgel. - Oh—thatI-wese

rieartheet—

we if!
IMOROS® These are; fhe most authéntic rebels,

fxt /
Ty;éne 1 ever fead of.

IMARIA A week/hence, or a fortnight, as yo}a bear

|/ you,

| /And as I find my will observed, I may;

l‘ With intgrcession of some friends, bé brought

May be/to kiss you; and so quarterly

‘ To pay a little rent by composition.

| Youwunderstand me?

OPHOCLES Thouy boy, thou!

EETRUCHIO Well.

There are mofe maids than Maudlin; that's'my

E comfort.

MARIA Yes; and more men than Michael,

PETRUCHIQ I must not

| To bed with this stomach, and no meat, lady.

MARIA Feed where you will, so it be sound and

| wholesome;

| Else,live at livery, for I'll none with you.

BIANCA You had best back one ¢’ th’ dairy/maids;
they'll carry:

| But take heed to your girths] you'll get'a bruise
else. /

PETRUCHIO /Now, if thou wouldst come down
and tender me |

All the delights due to a marriage-bed; /

'\

|
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;Study sugh kisses as wolild melt a mar}/"
And tusn thyself intp‘a thousand figufes, :
To add new ﬂamz;s’hnto me; I would stand §
heavy, thu$ regardless, this despising |
j’Zee and thy’best allurings: All the beauty
I'That 's laid ipon your boc_iles, mark me well,
(For without doubt your'minds are miserable,
You have no masks for them,) all this rare
beauty, ;
1Lay but the palnter and the silk-worm by,
{The doctor with his diets, and tHe tailor,
And you appear like flea'd cats; not so
handsome.
ARIA And we appear, like her that qen/zf.-;
{ Thither,
| That'only excellent’and beauteousNature,
Truly ourselves, for men to wonder at,
But too divine t0 handle: We ére gold,
In our own nétures pure; but when we suffer
The husband's stamp upon us, then allays,

And make us blush'like copper!

PETRUCHIO Then; and never

Till then, are women to be'spoken of;

For till that#time you have no souls, I'take it.

night;
But, by this hand - Well, I shall come up yet?
MARIA No.
ETRUCHIO There willI watch theé like a
wither'd jury; '
Thou shalt neither have meat, fire, nor candle,
Nor anything that's easy. Do you rebel so soon?

And basejones, of you men, are mirgled with us,

Good night! - Comeggentlemen! I'll fast for this i

BIANCA Put up your pipes; to bed, sir! I'll assure
you
A month's siege will not shake us.
MOROSO Well said, colonel!
MARIA To bed, to bed, Petruchio! Good night,
gentlemen!
You'll make my father sick with sitting up.
Here you shall find us any time these ten days,

Unless we may march off with our contentment.

PETRUCHIO I'll hang first!
MARIA And I'll quarter, if I do not!
I'll make you know, and fear a wife, Petruchio;
There my cause lies.
You have been famous for a woman-tamer,
And bear the fear'd name of a brave wife-
breaker:
A woman now shall take those honours off, and
tame you.
Nay, never look so big! she shall, believe me,
And I am she. What think ye? - Good night to
all.

Ye shall find sentinels -
BIANCA If ye dare sally. (Exeunt above.)
PETRONIUS The devil’s in 'em, even the very
devil,
The down-right devil!
PETRUCHIO I'll devil 'em; by these ten bones, I
will!
11 bring-TT0 th' O1d provert;~No-sport;morpie.
Pox! taken down-ithi-top-ofall.my-speed?

This-is-fine dancing! Gentlemen stick to me:
b
We will beleaguer 'em, and either starve 'em

out, A
Or make 'em recreant. Cf )Q(?',_)‘
. 1 ut-th
/ abgut 'em. t
| If the good wemen of the'town dare succour
‘em,

| We shall have wars indeed.
SOPHOCLES I'll stand perdue upon 'em.
MDRD‘;O My regipfent shall lde before.
JAQUES I think £o; - -
' "Pis grown tgo old to stand.
PETRUCHIQ/Let's in, and each provide his tackle!
I We'll fu:e em out, of make ’ em take their
pardons y
| (Hedr whatI sa¥) on their, bare kneess
Ant'I Petruchio, fear'd and spoken of,

- -
s ———————

- And on my wedding-night-am-Fthusjaded?

(Exeunt.)

Scene 4
A hall in the same.
(Enter ROWLAND and PEDRO, at several doors.)

ROWLAND Now, Pedro?
PEDRO Very busy, Master Rowland.
ROWLAND What haste, man?
PEDRO I beseech you pardon me,
I am not mine own man.
ROWLAND Thou art not mad?
PEDRO No; but, believe me, as hasty -
ROWLAND The cause, good Pedro?
PEDRO There be a thousand, sir. You are not
married?
ROWLAND Not yet.
PEDRO Keep yourself quiet then.

ROWLAND _Why?
PERROYou-find-a-fiddle
Thatnewer-witl'betuned.clse; From all womei.

(Exit.)
ROWLAND Whatails-the-feHew+tre? - Jaques?

(Enter JAQUES.)
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JAQUES Your friend, sir;
But very full of business.
ROWLAND Nothing but business?
Pr'ythee the reason! is there any dying?
JAQUES I would there were, sir!
ROWLAND But thy business?
JAQUES TI'll tell you in a word: I am sent to lay
An imposition upon souse and puddings,

Pasties, and penny custards, that the women >
May not relieve yon rebels. Fare you well, sir! (éﬂ )

ROWLAND EIOW Q0Es 1y 1ISiIess?

JAQUES—Eike T TEStY Jade;
Shels-spoitd-for-riding. (Exit.)

ROWHLANB-Wiata-deuilail they?
Custasder-and-penny-pastiesfools aa fiddies!
Whet's-this-te-th~puzpose? - Oh, wellamet.

(Enter SOPHOCLES.)

SOPHOCLES Now, Rowland!
I cannot stay to talk long.
ROWLAND What's the matter?
Here's stirring, but to what end? Whither go
you?
SOPHOCLES To view the works.
ROWLAND What works?
SOPHOCLES The women's trenches.
ROWLAND Trenches? Are-sueh=te-see?
SQRHeE+ES=T U TIUtjestsir.
RQW.LAND-=FCaTot-trrderstand-you
SOPHOCLES Do not you hear
In what a state of quarrel the new bride
Stands with her husband?
REWLAND Lethim-stand-with her
Ane-there's-amend.
SOPHOCTES Tt should-berbut-byslady,
She-helde-him-eutat-pike'sendrand-defieshim,
Andmewis-fortifiedSweireregimentoftatiters
Neverdefiedsaendsarer: [ am sent

To view their preparation.
ROWLAND This is news,
Stranger than armies in the air. You saw not
My gentle mistress?
SOPHOCLES Yes, and meditating
Upon some secret business; when she had found
it, :
She leap'd for joy, and laugh'd, and straight
retired
To shun Moroso.
ROWLAND This may be for me.
SOPHOCLES Will you along?
ROWLAND No.
SOPHOCLES Farewell.
ROWLAND Farewell, sir! -
What should her musing mean, and what her joy
in't

(Exit.)
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If not for my advantage? Stey=yer-rray-Trot
TFhatbobstaitjade-vorosowith-his.gold,
. His-gew-gaudes; and e NOPE SHE Nas-torsend
T s
QuItKIFto aust "excite ths?:
(Enter LIVIA at one door, and MOROSO
at another, hearkening.

Here she comes;
And yonder walks the stallion to discover!
Yet I'll salute her. - Save you, beauteous
mistress!
LIVIA The fox is kennell'd for me. - Save you, sir!
ROWLAND Why do you look so strange?
LIVIA I use to look, sir,
Without examination.
MOROSO Twenty spur-royals for that word!
ROWLAND Belike then
The object discontents you?
LIVIA Yes, it does.
ROWLAND Is't come to this? You know me, do you
not?
LIVIA Yes, as I may know many, by repentance.
ROWLAND Why do you break your faith?
LIVIA I'l tell you that too:
You are under age, and no band holds upon you.
MOROSO Excellent wench!
LIVIA Sue out your understanding,
And get more hair to cover your bare knuckle!
(For boys were made for nothing but dry kisses)
And, if you can, more manners!
MORO80Better still!
LIV IA—And-then-if-Fwant-Spanishgloves, or
stockings,
A_ten-peund-waisteoatr-or-a-Rag-to-hunt-on,

ROWLAND .Farewell! and when I credit women
more,
May I to Smithfield, and there buy a jade
(And know him to be so) that breaks my neck!
LIVIA Because I have known you, I'll be thus kind
to you:
Farewell, and be a man!-and¥iprowideyon, 5
Because-l-see-youn're-despezate some staid \ j
chambesmaid, )
That-mayrelieve your youth with wholesome o
destEine.- v I"\
MOROSO She’s mine from all the world! - Ha, \
wench! |
LIVIA Ha, chicken! |
(Gives him a box on the ear, and exit.) _fr
MOROSO How’s this? I do not love these favours. -
Save you! r'
ROWLAND The devil take thee!
(Wrings him by the nose.)
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MOROSO Oh!
ROWLAND There's a love-token for you! thank me
p now!
~~  MOROSO TI'll think on some of ye; and, if I live,
7 : f ) My nose alone shall not be play’'d withal.
/
v (Exeunt.)

B L

Act IT

, Scene 1
' A room in the house of PETRONIUS.

1. sir! (Enter PETRONIUS and MOROSO.)

PETRONIUS A box o' th’ ear, do you say?
MOROSO Yes, sure, a sound one;
Beside-my-niose oW to Ty tand=l&Gupid
Shoot arrews-ef-that-weight-Eli-swear.devoutly,
He has sued-his-livery-and-is-no.more. a.bay.
PETRONIUS You gave her some ill language?
MOROSO Not a word.
do you PETRONIUS Or might be you were fumbling!
MOROSO 'Would I had, sir!
nce. ' I had-beerraforetand ther; but-to-be-batfled,
And-have-no-feehng-of-the-cause -
PETRONFES=Bepatient;
n you. Lhave-aniediciie Clapp'd 16 Her back will cure,
i hes-
MORESO-Nonsure. taaustbe afore, sir.
kle! PETRONIUS Obnry=consefence,
isses) When-lgetthesetweswenches (who till now
Nelershew'd-theirriding)was-daunkgith
bastards
Whosenature-is<to-form-thingslike-itself,
Heady-and.monstrous. Did she slight him too?
MOROSO That's all my comfort! A mere hobby-
horse
=n She made child Rowland: 'Sémeé she would not
know-him;»
_ Netgiverlinrafreestook, not reckon him
«ck! | Among her thoughts; which I held more than
kind wonder,
I having seen her within these three days kiss
>4 him,
With such an appetite as though she would eat
him.
ne PETRONIUS There is some trick in this. How did
he take it?
MOROSO Ready to cry, he ran away.
PETRONIUS dfeanher:
Andyetl-tell-you to-my-anger
exit.) Shesissas-tanreasTIIIIOCETCY. [t may be
irs. - This blow was but a favour.
MOROSO I'll be sworn
"Twas well tied on then.
10s€e.) PETRONIUS Go to! pray forget it:

I have bespoke a priest, and within these two
hours
. I'll have you married; will that please you?
MOROSO Yes.
PETRONIUS I'll see it done myself, ardEIve the
tadw
Sueh-a-seound-exhariation-ferthis-lnauery,
['Hsarrant-you; shattmake-her-smettthis
menthrot't:
MOROSO™NAY, g00d Sit, be 1ot VioleTt.
PETRONIUS.Neither—
MOROSO It may be
Out of her earnest love there grew a longing
(As-yorerow-weomen-have-such toys) in
kindness,
To give me a box o’ th’ ear, or so.
PETRONIUS It may be.
MOROSO I reckon for the best still. This night
then
I shall enjoy her?
PETRONIUS You shall handsel her.

ﬁRﬁSﬁ—N&eeuﬂscl'htrt'fhe rught “and your
—sweet-daughter,

e

“heother's Teady-seald.
PETRONIUS Come then, let's comfort
My son Petruchio: He's like little children
That lose their baubles, crying ripe.
MOROSO Pray tell me,
Is this stern woman still upon the flaunt
Of bold defiance?
PETRONIUS Still, and still she shall be,
Till she be starved out: Yeu-shal-see-such
justieer
That-women-shall he.glad.afiesthis-tompest,
Tadietheirhushandsi.shees..and walktheir
herses:
MOROSO That were a merry world! - Do you hear
the rumour?
They say the women are in insurrection,
And mean to make a -
PETRONIUS Theyil-ssoner-
Dyaw apomn wals-as=we-do. Let 'em, let 'em!
We'll ship 'em out in cuck-stools; there they'll
sail
As brave Columbus did, till they discover
The happy islands of obedience.
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We stay too long; come!

(Exeunt.)

Scene 2
The court before the house of PETRUCHIO.
(Enter LIVIA alone.)

LIVIA Now, if I can but get in handsomely,
Father, I shall deceive you; and this night,
For all your private plotting, I'll no wedlock:
I have shifted sail, and find my sister's safety
A sure retirement. Pray to Heaven that Rowland
Do not believe too far what I said to him!
For yon old foxcase forced me; that's my fear.
Stay, let me see! this quarter fierce Petruchio
Keeps with his myrmidons: I must be sudden;
If he seize on me, I can look for nothing
But martial-law; to this place have I 'scaped him.
Above there!

(Enter MARIA and BIANCA above.)

MARIA QuiTortr Whe 40=Ss +here
LIVIA A friend. <
BlLANEA—Wheareyou?
LIVA—Eook-out-and-tenow!
MARIA Alas, poor wench, who sent thee?
Whatwealk-feelmade-thytangue his orator?
I knew-youTOTIE T0 Pariey.
LIVIA Youwzedeceived,
Urged by the goodness of your cause, I come
To do as you do.
MARIA You're too weak, too foolish,
To cheat us with your smoothness: Do not we
know
Thou hast been kept up tame?
LIVIA Believe me!

[| Utte thy cloquence somewherc 7
our palate

IBIANCA Good cousin,
Pyt up your pipes; wg are not fo
Alas! we kpow who éent you. /
mlv 1A O mv word + / /
{BIANCA Stay there you mus{ not thmk your
i WOoR
Or by your maldenhead, or such Sunday oaths,
Swhrn afteeven-song, can inveigle us
Td'loose gur hand-fst: Did thejf wisdoms think |
That sept you hith€r, we would be so foolish |
To entértain our/ ‘gentle sistet Sinon, i |
And give her credlt while the woodendade /
Petruchio stolé upon us?No, good sister! '
Go home, and tell the mierry Gre eks that sent
you,
Ilium shall burn, and I, as did /ﬁncas,

'
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BIANCA How long have you been thus?
LIVIA That's all one, cousin;

I stand for freedom now.
BIANCA Take heed of lying!

] 7 1

And-fad-youtripping;-his-infitction
That killed-the-printe-of-Orangemuillage sport
Taauhat-we-purpese.
Lila—let-me-feel.the-heaviest!
MARIA Swear by thy sweetheart Rowland, (fasday
d

I fea;: twi=be tuu tate-te-siean)you mean
Not le
Teus—and-to-yourself.

LIVIA I swear!

BIANCA Stay yet!

Swear as you hate Moroso, Etﬁﬁm:est)‘\
_+

orsefthan a poor'dried Jack; full of more aGh S
han AAutumn hds; more knavery, and usury,
ndfoolery, grfd brokery, than Dog's-Ditch; |
s Jou do cohstantly believe he/snothing !
t an old émpty bag with a gréy beard, !
nd thatbeard such/a bob-t4il, that it l6oks [
orse than a maré's tail gaten off with flies;
s you acknowledge that young hdndsome
wetich ,z'
hat lies b;{, such asBilboa bladé, that bends
ith ev'ry’pass b€ makes, tgth’ hilts, mg@st |
misergble, |
; dry—;{urse te his coughs, a fewterer [
To suéh a nasty fellow’, a robbed thing
f all dejights youth looks for; and, to end, |
One Cﬂ away on coarse beef born to brush
That e rlasting Cassock that'has worn
As many servants out, as the North-East pa;s‘.sage
Has consumed sailors: If you swear this, and

T any meritorious pettlcoat

LIVIA Ido swear it.

truly, {
%nhout the reservatipn of a gown, J

{  mgtion "/
al tru],y smtﬁ}&om you}:«ﬂwn o ion/'
r somé suggestion of theAoe? /
IVIA Ne'er fedrme‘ P
Fo,r by t];-d’t little fail,ﬂf’l have i 'h?ands,

L
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And the great zeal [ bear your cause, I come MARIA Meet at the low parlour-door; théretes=
Full of that liberty you stand for, sister! closeway;
MARIA If we believe, and you prove recreant, What-fond ohedience you have living in yau,
Livia Lf-duty-toaTmar; befese-you-cnter
by Think what a maim you give the noble cause Fhimg-itaway~twittbut-defile-our-efferings.
We now stand up for! Think what women shall, BIANCA Be wary as you come.
An hundred years hence, speak thee, when LIVIA [ warrant you. (Exeunt.)
; examples . ;
; Are look'd for, and-so-great-enes—whese-rela-
'i S Scene 3
| Spokeras-we-do-em-—wench-shatl-makenew A street.
crstors!
i BIANCA If you be false, repent, go home, and (Sester Purse Malps.)
rt ! pray, 1 MAID How goes your business, girls?
| And-te-the-sertous-women-of the city 2 MAID A-foot, and fair.
Confess-yourself-bring-not-a-sin-so-heinous 3 MAID If fortune favour us. Away to your
by ; To load.thy-soul-te-this-place~-Mazk.me, Liyia; strength!
‘ If thew-be'st-double; andbetrayist-eur-henours, The country forces are arrived. Be gone!
[ Aqd.we—faﬂTﬂ'om‘pﬂfth&whcrc We are discover'd else.
1 MAID Arm, and be valiant!
2 MAID Think of our cause!
3 MAID Our justice!
1 MAID 'Tis sufficient. (Exeunt.)
fing Scene 4
| Another street.
(Enter ROWLAND and TRANIO, severally.)
¢ i TRANIO Now, Rowland?
Thou:/oe so rank; she'll ride-:'thee like a ; ROWLAND How do you?
nighttmare, | TRANIO How dost thou, man?
Andﬁay her pfayers backward to undo, thee; Thou look’st ill.
| Shg’ll curse thy meat and drink, and ‘drhen thou ROWLAND Yes. Pray can you tell me, Tranio,
/marriest J,/ Who knew the devil first?
@lap a sotind spell fof ever on th¥ pleasures. TRANIO A woman.
AR1A Children of five year oldf like little fairies, REWEAND-So—
will pifich thee info motleyy ’511 that evet Were-they-not-well-acquainted?
| Shall live and hear of thee/ I mean a}l‘jwomcn TRAMNEO—May-he 50,
| Will (like so many funesj shake théir keys, e
" | And ?heu flaming/distaffs o/ér their Heads, ROWLAND He sold her fruit, I take it?
| Crying/revgnge! TaKe heed; s hideous, | TRANIO Yes-end-cheese-
ge |Oh, '#s a fearful office! If thdu hadst : That choak'd all mankind after.
‘ (Though thow'be’st perfect now) when theti A F ROUWEAND=Ca t e - o Y

camest h1ther Wb‘rﬁé’ﬁ é‘%‘? ha-d-a%a:th, X

, ~ |After-she-had-eaten? - "1,|

-nd, as my learned cousin said, repent! 18 ﬁu{om"f-hat-ds-ﬁ-seheekq én

This place is sought by soundness. W’L,_QMG,»'-tia‘na-qu ; for BeI1eve me, g“l
LIVIA So I seekit, s

Tranig) S p
{ Thg},mld»fnnt‘aﬁer‘ea'{ g bred*n}mght in hzr
f But windy-promisesyand-cholic yéws,
/ Th,at broke out, both Ways., Thop’hast hea(’r{d I

Or let me be a most despised example!
MARIA I do believe thee; be thou worthy of it!
You come not empty?
LIVIA No, here's cakes and cold meat, ; /am “sure, =
And tripe of proof; behold here’s wine and beer! i Of Esculapms a far-famed su}geon
Be-sudden;-J-shallbe-surprised-else. L/ Ofie that could Set togefher quarter Pt trattors,/

.f
V4 i
f/
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ake 'em hohest men.
TRANAO How dost'thou, Rowland?
AND Let him but take (if he dare do a
cure /S
Shall get hipd fame indeéd) a faithless'woman,
|/ (There wﬂpge credit fdr him that will speak
'? him)
A brokaerl woman, ,Tramo a basesjwoman,
And 1§’he can curfb such a wrecK of honour,
Let him come hﬁre and pract}se‘
| TRANfO Now, fér honour's sagke,
f Why, what ail'st thou, Rowland?
ROWLAND I Am ridden, T}Jamo
And spur-gall'd to the hfe of patl.ence,
Heaven keep my wits together' by a thing

J'

TRANIO Your mistress has a little frown'd, it may
be?
ROWLAND She was my mistress.
TRANIO Is she not?
ROWLAND No, Tranio:
She has done me such disgrace, so spitefully,
So like a woman bent to my undoing,
That henceforth a good horse shall be my
mistress,
A good sword, or a book. And if you see her,
Tell her, I do beseech you, exensforlovels-sake -
TRANIO I will, Rowland. E~r]
~ROWLAND/-She-may-seener.count the good
b1 havé thought her, our old love and our
frieddship, :
Shegl one true tear, mean one hour constantly,
|\ Be,6ld and hopest; marrigd and a maid,
\ T,han make she§ee hermore, ormore beheve
fiers: ey / y

—

‘zir:d nom;l have mj,j a messe}lger fa;éwclI 51rl

TRANIO Alas, poor Rowland! I will do it for thee.

This is that dog Moroso; but I hope

To see him cold i’ th’ mouth first, ere he enjoy
her.

I'll watch this young man; desperate thoughts
may seize him,

And, if my purse or counsel can, I'll ease him.

(Exit.)

Scene 5

A room in the house of PETRUCHIO.

(Enter PETRUGCHIO, PETRONIUS, MOROSO,
and SOPHOCLES.)

PETRUCHIO For, look you, gentlemen, say that I
grant her,

Out of my free and liberal love, a pardon,
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Which you and all men else know, she deserves
not,
(Teneatis—amtei) can all the world leave
laughing?
PETRONIUS I think not.
PETRUCHIO No, by Heaven, they cannot!

Qrheard-of-orcamrany mamimagine,

So-ckifF oy ~of Froe—

And sueh-a-brazer-resolution,

As-this-young crab-tree2-and-then answer me!
And mark but this too, friends, without a cause,
Not a foul word come cross her, not a fear

™

She justly can take hold on;

o‘_,_,pJHDWS-{e ‘her-ease, and. lull her m_;aghmﬂ?
sive mela.spindle-first=No;110; n‘r}’mas?ers*
ere ghe as fair as Nell-a-Greege, and housev\ufe
:As gbod as the wisefailor’s wife, and young still,
Never above fifteen, and these trickso it, i
She should ride‘the wild“mare once a-week, s}’;lc
‘ should, {
Believe me{ friends, she should! I would taborJ
her,
'Till allthe legions that are crept into her,
| Flew put with fire 1’ th' tails.
S,DPH(?éﬂLES Methinks you err noWw:
! Fof to mie seems, a little sufférance
Were a far surer cure.
F{ETRUCHIO Yes, I can suffer,
Ws&mmﬁmmdmmmﬂt
MOROSO Give her a few conditions.
PETRUCHIO I'll be hang'd first!
PETRONIUS Give her a crab-tree cudgel!
PETRUCHIO So I will;
Amd-afterdtaflock-hed forherbones,
Arrrhara egss; il they-brace-herdike.a.drum,
She.shall-bespaperawith;
She.shall.net-kmewastoobinden.months,
gentlermern
SOPHOCLES This must not be.

(Enter JAQUES.)

JAQUES Arm, arm! out with your weapons!
For all the women in the kingdom's on ye;
They swarm like wasps, and nothing can

destroy 'em,
But stopping of their hive, and smothering of
‘em.

(Enter PEDRO.)

PEDRO Stand to your guard, sir! all the devils
extant
Are broke upon us like a cloud of thunder;
There are more women marching hitherward.
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In rescue of my mistress, than e'er turn'd tail

At Sturbridge-fair, and I believe as fiery.
JAQUES The forlorn-hope’s led by a tanner’s wife,

(I know her by her hide) a desp'rate woman;

She fled her husband in her youth, and made

Reins of his hide to ride the parish. Take 'em all

together,

They are a genealogy of jennets, gotten

And born thus, by the boisterous breath of
husbands; )

{an thefr foes/cﬁ. h ndsy’by the forelocks,

us
ng li{lgzpfi urs: ory/fhey can,
mbble spite eat;/and grying/
&iants }ha%/)ﬁﬂgeﬁo HG’?P?{ :

&7 7
 dart 1;1dles tossing irons,
'And tongsAik, thunderbolts tilliéverlaid, /
1The.y falt bt;x{eath the welght,ffet still’aspiting
t these }mpermus codsha,aﬂs that w,el’ild tame
'em. J o
'There § ne'er/a one of fhese the*worst and
' weakest, / :
{Choose where you wﬂl] but dare attempt the
| Traising, /
IAgainst the sovereign/g eace of Puritans,

1\;&2/ pole‘and a niorTis, maugremainly
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{Their zeal, and dudgeon—daggers and’yet piote

Dares plant a stand of batt'ring ale against’ emy

SOPHOCLES Lo you, fierce
Petruchio! this comes of your impatience.

he canions /
f the fown, siade it géod, and fought €m.
? UE Anoﬁ’ier to her everlasting fame, erected
/ Twd ale- houaes of.éase, the’quarter sessions
| Runmng against’her roundly; in‘fwhich
business
| Two,bf the disanullers lost then‘ - night-caps;
1. A third stodd excomimunicate by th' cudgel;
| The constable, to her eternal glory,
—Drunic-hard-and-wasTONVETtEd, d11d SHE Victor”
PEDRO Then are they victualled with pies and
puddings,
(The trappings of good stomachs) noble ale
(The true defender,) sausages, and smoked
ones,
Ifneed-be-such-as-serve-forpikesamd pork

Te

A bottle of metheglin, a stout Briton

That will stand to 'em;

What else they want, they war for.
PETRUCHIO Come to council!

SOPHOCLES Now you must grant conditions, or
the kingdom
Will have no other talk but this.
PETRONIUS Away then,
And let's advise the best!
SOPHOCLES Why do you tremble?

MOROSO Have I lived thus long to be knockt o' th’

head
With half a washing beetle? Pray be wise, sir.
PETRUCHIO Come; something I'll do; but what it
is, I know not.

SOPHOCLES To council then, and let's avoid their

)

follies!
Guard all the doors, or we shall not have a cloak
left. (Exeunt.
Scene 6

The court before the house.

(Enter PETRONIUS, PETRUCHIO, MOROSO,
SOPHOCLES, and TRANIO.)

| IThadr ther see her carted ,
ITRANIO /No more of that, 51r

|SOPHO LES Are ye re-;olve.d to give her fair P

| conditions? /
. 'Twill be the safest way. //
PETRUCHIO Iam dlstractedl P
"Would I had run my head into a ha&‘fer
When I first woo'd her! if I offer p(aace
She’ll urge her own conditions;that's the devil.
SOPHOCLES Why, say she do?t_/'"
PETRUCHIO Say, I am made 4n ass then!
I know her dim: May I with reputation,
(Answer mde this) with safety of mine honour,
| After the/mighty manage of my first wife,
| Which was indeed a fury to this filly,
| After my twelve st}’éng labours to-recldim her,
| WhicH would have made Don Hercples horn-
| mad, /
] And hid him in/ hls hide, suffer tfus Cicely,
I
l

Ere she have warm'd my sherzts ere grappled
with me,
| This pink, this painted fojdt, this cockle- boat
,‘ To hang her fights out, and defy me, frie
| A well-known man of par? If this be e 1,
| And I may suffer, say, and I have doné.
PETRONJUS I do not think you may. /
i?RANIO You'll make it worse, sir.
§OPHOCLES Pray hear me, good Petruchio. Bait
even now,
| You were contented to give all COI‘IdlthHS
To try how far she would carry: 'Tis afolly

r
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\—fAnd yot wilk-find-it-so).toclap the curb.on,

Ere you'be sure it proves a natural wildness, |
And ngt a forced. Give her conditions; :
For, gn my life, thig trick is put into her -

PETRONIUS I should believe so too.

_ SOPHéLLEs And dot her own.
| TRANIO You'll find it so.
| SOPHOCLES Th,én if she flounder/ Wlth you,

Qlap spurs oxl; and in this you'll deal with
' temperantce, '
Avoid the hurry of the world -

TRANIO And lose -

| MOROSO No honour on my life, sir. i'

PETRUCHIO I will do it. (Music abque.)
PETRONJUS It seems théy are very merry.

(Enter JAQUES.)

PETRUCHIO Why, God hold it!
MOROSO Now, Jaques?
JAQUES They are/i’ th’ flaunt, sir.
SOPHOCLES Yes/we hear 'em.
JAQUES They have got a stick of ﬁddles and t_hey
firk it
In wond'rous ways: The two grand capitandes
(They brought the auxiliary régiments) .
Dance with their coats tuck'd up to their ba:e
breeches,
And bid the kingdom kiss 'em; that's the
burden.
They have got metheglin, and audacious ale,
And talk like tyrants.
PETRONIUS How know'st thou?
JAQUES I peep'd in V,
At a loose lansket. 7 4
TRANIO Hark! 4
PETRONIUS A song! Pray silehce.

SONG
A health for all this day,
To the woman that bears the sway,
And wear the breeches;
Let it come, let it come.
Let this health be a seal, ;
For the good of the common-weal,
The woman shall wear the
breeches!
Let's drink then and laugh it,
And merrily, merrily quaffit,
And tipple, and tipple a round:
Here's to thy fool,
And to my fool;
Come, to all fools,
Though it cost us, wench, many a pound.

MOROSO | They look out.. [

A ——— g
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(All the WOMEN appear above, CITIZENS,
and COUNTRY WOMEN.)

PETRUCHIO Good even, ladies!
MARIA Good you good even, sir!
PETRUCHIO How have you slept to-night?
MARIA Exceeding well, sir.
PETRUCHIO Did you not wish me with you?’
MARIA No, believe me,

I never thought upon you.
COUNTRY WOMAN Is that he?
BIANCA Yes.
COUNTRY WOMAN Sir!
SOPHOCLES She has drank hard: Mark her hood.
COUNTRY WOMAN You are -

sepHecTES-EearrediydromkFi-hangelse™Let
herptier—

COUNTRY WOMAN And I must tell you viva voce,
friend,
A very foolish fellow. :

ere’s an ale- glire.

uPETR JCHIO I thdnk you, Susan Brotes.

ICITIZ EN Forwafd, sister.

coyNTRY WOMAN You have espoused here a

/ hearty wgman,

L,_,r’A comely/and courageous -
ETRUCHI® Well, I Have so.

COUNTRY WOMAN/And, to the'comfort of

distressed damsels,
Womnden out-worn in wedlock, and such vessels,
This woma has defied you.

PETRUCHIO/ It should seem so.

‘COUNT‘RY WOMAN And why?

\PETRUCHIO Yes, can you tell?

ECOUNTRY WOMAN/ For thirteen causes.
ETRUCHIO Pray, by your patience, mistress -
ITIZEN Forward, sister!

ETRUCHIO Do you mean to treat of all these?
SITIZEN Who shall let her?

PETRONIUS Do you hear, velvet-hood? we come

| not new

| To hear your dogtrine.

COUNTRY/WOMAN For the first, I take it,

| It doth/divide/tself into seven branches.

PETRUCHIO Hark you, gopd Maria,

| Have you got a catechiser here?

SOPHOCLES Good three-piled predication, will
you peace,
And hear the cause we come for?
COUNTRY WOMAN Yes, bob-tails,
We know the cause you come for; here's the
cause: - (Pointing to MARIA.)
But never hope to carry her, never dream
Or flatter your opinions with a thought
Of base repentance in her.
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ITIZEN Give me sack!
By this, and next, strong ale - /
OUNTRY WOMAN Swear forward, mstérl
CITIZEN /By all that's £ordial, in thls/ place we'll

7

| B/ut this braye wench, this excellent nﬁ;ktyiser,
f dull obedience, shall inkerit
| Her libefal will, and march off w1;h/cond1t10n5
Noble And worth Herself.
GOUNTRY WOMAN She shall, Tom Tilers,
And brave one§ too. My hood shall make a
hearse- cloth
And I'll lie éinder it like Joan O’ Gaunt,
' Ere I go 1_&83, my distaff stuck up by me,
For the gternal trophy of my conquests,
And loyd fame at piy head with two
bottles
Shall fill to all the world, the glonous fall
Of 6ld Don Gillian.
CITIZEN YetA little further.
~ We have taken arms in rescue of this lady,
Most just and noble: If y& beat us off,
Withopt conditions, anid we recant,
Use us as we deserye; and first

Hew off our Jieels; our pétticoats of arms
Tear off our bodies, and our bodkins break
Over our/toward hedds.
COUNTRY WOMAN And ever after,
To make the tairture most notorious;
At all our crests (videlicet, our plackets)
Let laces hang, and we return again ]
PETRUCHIO No more wars! Puissant ladies, shew
conditions,
And freely I accept 'em.
MARIA Call in Livia;
She's in the treaty too.
MOROSO How! Livia?
MARIA Hear you that, sir?
There's the conditions for you; pray peruse 'em.
(Throws down a paper.)
PETRONIUS Yes, there she is: It had been no right
rebellion,
Had she held off. What think you, man?
MOROSO Nay, nothing:
I have enough o’ th' prospect. O' my
conscience,
The world’s end and the goodness of a woman
Will come together.
PETRONIUS Are you there, sweet lady?

LIVIA 'Cry you mercy, sir! I saw you not: Your
blessing!
PETRONIUS Yes, when I bless a jade that stumbles
© with me.
How are the articles?
LIVIA This is for you, sir;
And T shall think upon't.
(Throws a paper to MOROSO.)
MOROSO You have used me finely!

But fo be h,ung up, cassock capand all
F some/stra e mongter at
PETRONIYS I,hcar yow’who
L{VIA ust be hl;;tﬁ'ien gfiT - o
For/meed will ;hen cq,vﬁpel me.

Blessing onthee!/ ARy
He w1ll undJme 1n mere pans of coals

PETRONIUS There is no talking to 'em. -
‘How are they, sir?
PETRUCHIO As I expected: Liberty and clothes,
(Reads.)
When, and in what way she will; continual
monies,
Company, and all the house at her dispose;
No tongue to say, why is this: or, whither will it?
New coaches, and some buildings, she appoints
here;
Hangings, and hunting-horses; and for plate
And jewels, for her private use, I take it,
Two thousand pound in present; then for music
And women to read French -

PETRONIUS This must not be.

PETRUCHIO And at the latter end a clause put in,
That Livia shall by no man be importuned,
This whole month yet, to marry.

PETRONIUS This is monstrous!

PETRUCHIO This shall be done; I'll humour her

awhile:
If nothing but repentance and undoing
Can win her love, I'll make a shift for one.
SOPHOCLES When you are once a-bed, all these
conditions
Lie under your own seal.

MARIA Do you like 'em?

PETRUCHIO Yes;

And, by that faith I gave you 'fore the priest,
I'll ratify 'em. .

COUNTRY WOMAN Stay! what pledges?

MARIA No, I'll take that oath.

But have a care you keep it!

CHPIZEN—Tis-notnew
AswhemrrAmdsealived

COUNTRY WOMAN If you do juggle,

Or alter but a letter of these articles
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We have set down, the self-same persecution -
MARIA Mistrust him not.
PETRUCHIO By all my honesty -
MARIA Enough; I yield.
PETRONIUS What's this inserted here?
SOPHOCLES That the two valiant women that
command here
Shall have a supper made 'em, and a large one,
And liberal entertainment without grudging,
And pay for all their soldiers.
PETRUCHIO That shall be too;
And if a tun of wine will serve to pay 'em,
They shall have justice. I ordain ye all
Paymasters, gentlemen.
TRANIO Then we shall have sport, boys!
MARIA We'll meet you in the parlour.
PETRUCHIO Ne'er look sad, sir;
For I will do it.
SOPHOCLES There's no danger in't.
PETRUCHIO For Livia's article, you shall observe
it;
I have tied myself.
PETRONIUS I will.
PETRUCHIO Along then! - Now
Either I break, or this stiff plant must bow.
(Exeunt.)

p—

Act IIT

Scene 1
A street.
(Enter TRANIO and ROWLAND.)

TRANIO Come, you shall take my counsel.
ROWLAND I shall hang first!

I'll no more love, that's certain; 'tis a bane,

Next that they poison rats with, the-rrrostmortat

w begin to write sense; I can wa

lopg hour in‘my chambey'like a m

think of Something tHat may befter me,

me serigas point of léarning opmy state:

o0 more,ah-me’s, and misereri'g! Tranio,

ome near my brain. I'll tc]l.ffhee had the deyil

ut any ESSETCe An him of 4 man,

nd/could be brought t9: ove, and love a

woman, /

"Twould méke his h&‘éd ache worser than hisj
horns do, ,'

And figk him witH a fire he néver felt yét, |

Would make hiph dance. I téll thee; there is |
ngthing A

(It /may be th¥ case, Trapio, therefore hear e)

ye

| Under the stin (reckon/the mass ¢f follies /

Crept int6 th’ worldaith man) so desperate, ; :
| So mad, so SenbchSS poor and bdse, so ; |
| 2 g |
{ wretched, « .

] Roguy, angf'scurvy - '
TRANIO Whither wilt thefi, Row

TRANIO And why, for Virtue sake?
ROWLAND And why, for Virtue's sake! Dost thou
not conceive me?

TRANIO No, by my troth.

ROWLAND Pray then, and heartily.
For fear thou fall into't. I'll tell thee why too,
For I have hope to save thee: When thou lovest,
And first beginn'st to worship the gilt calf,
Imprimis, thou hast lost thy gentry, i
And, like a 'prentice, flung away thy freedom:
Forthwith thou art a slave_

ROWLAND Nex }thou rt no rr;ore man. ,
TRANAO Whatthen? / i
ROWLAND A;f‘rippe.ry; / |
othing btlL braided hair, and penng ribband, |
fGlovs garter ring, rose or at best’a swabber; i’
:r If thoy/canst love sd near to keep thy making, |
Yet tHou wilt lose/ ‘thy language
TRAN{O Why? -
ROWLAND Oh/Traniol!
| Those things in love ne’ef talk as we do.
TRANIO Ng? / -
ROWLAND No, withouy/doubt; they sigh, gdd
shake the head,
| And sometimes whistle dolefully.
TRANIO No tongue?
ROWLAND Yes, Aranio, but no
| reason: / /
| And when they cant (for /is a kind of canting)
| You shall hear, if you r€ach to understand 'em,
|(Which you must be A fool first, or yoyscannot, )
iSuch gibb'rish; such, believe me - Ip test,

| sweét -

\And,oh, dear Héavens, in whtch Such

constellations

{Reign at the births of lovers ~ This is too well!

|And, deign'me, lady, deign me, I beseech/jou.

\Your poor unworthy lump - and then she licks

| him, |
TRANIOQ A pox on't, this is nothing!

ROWLAND Thou hast hit it.

[Then talks she ten times worse, and wries,and

i wriggles,

As thoughyshe had the itch (and so it may be)
TRANIO Why thou art grgwn a strange discoverer.
ROWEAND Of mine owmrfollies, Tranio.

TRANIO Wilt thou, Rowland,

Certain ne'er love again?

th in't, nor no
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ROWLAND I think so, certain;
And it I be not dead- drunk 1 shall keep 1t

D Why, a1 think ofﬁdﬁas; they.deligh

/
Dill thmr strrhgs break. ,// _:/’)“
KANIO What strings?,/” /”’
{OWLAND’ "Their modesties,
Faithg; vows, andymaldenheads for they,are like
kits, £ /!

1
TRANIO What wilt thou
Give me for ten pounds now, when thou next
lovest,
And the same woman still?
ROWLAND Give me the money;
A hundred, and my bond for't.
TRANIO But pray hear me;
I'll work all means I can to reconcile ye?
ROWLAND Do, do; give me the money.

OWI/AND Yes, straight. . P 4
This is the firstgood I e'er got by women
ANIO You wguld think” it strange now, if
another héauty ,.-?

OWLAND/ ‘Well? /
RANIO/(Conceive me, /

ThisAs no péint o’ th’wager.) J
OWLAND That's all’one. y |
RANIO Lbve youds much, or.more, than she |

now /hates you. 7
OWLAND 'Tis a good hearing! Let/€m loyé: Tenf

pound more, ailiag "HRE

e T,

TRANIO There it is;
And so an hundred, if you lose.
ROWLAND 'Tis done!

TRAN, No, 0 SiT.
ROWLAND Ifn very sorfy. Now/will Iferect
new gafne, and gofhate fi

{ flam 1méxcel]ent gase to
FRANIO/ T must hgfe leav,
f To tgll you, and tell tryth togf /what shd'i is,
4

| And how shefuffer for yout.

ROWLAND Te‘n pouxd more

! Ineer belmve y

]

TRANIO Ng, sir; Jam \ stinted.  / 4 '
Jf e

TRANIO Let's walk. I am glad
Your sullen fever's off.

\
As good a.s’hers sa¥ better # ’

ROWLAND ’Shalt see me, Tranio,
A monstrous merry man now. Let's to the
wedding;
And, as we go, tell me the general hurry
Of these mad wenches, and their works.
TRANIO I will
ROWLAND ANd do thy worst.
TRAHO—SomethimgFido -
RQUILAND Do, Tranio.

Scene 2

(Exeunt.)

A room in the house of PETRUCHIO.
(Enter PEDRO and JAQUES.)

PEDRO A pair of stocks bestride 'em! are they
gone?
JAQUES Yes, they are gone; and all the pans i’ th’
town
Beating before 'em. What strange admonitions
They gave my master, and how fearfully
They threaten'd, if he broke 'em!
PEDRO O' my conscience,
He has found his full match now.
JAQUES That I believe too.
PEDRO How did she entertain him?
JAQUES She look'd on him -
PERRO-Butscurvity.
JAQUES With no great affection
That I saw: And I heard some say he kiss'd her,
But 'twas upon a treaty; and some copies
Say, but her cheek.

~-PEDRO Jaques, what wouldst thou give

For such a wife now?

‘That Heaven would bless me from her!’ Mark it,
Pedro;
Jf this house be no'turn’d within this fortnight )
/With the foundatjén upward, I'll be carted.  /
II My comfort is y_et that those Amorites J
/ That came to back her causg, those heathen

; / whores,
/

Had their hgods hallowed/with sack.

! PEDRO How/devilish drunk they were!
JAQUES Ar;ﬁ how they tumbled, Pedro! Pidst thou

mark / /
The cotfntry cavalierp?
PEDRO @ut upon her/
How she turn'd doyvn the bragget!,
JAQUES Ay, that sunk her.
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PEDRO That drink was well put to her: What a

somersalt,
When the thair fell, she fetch'd with her heels

upward!

JAQUES And what a piece of landskip she
discover'd!

EEDRO Didst mark her when her hood fell in the
posset?

JAQUES Yes, and/there rid, fike a Dutch hoy. The

thmbrel, |
! When she haﬂ got her ballast -
PEPRO That i saw too. /
JaQUES HBW fain she, #vould have drawn on
Sophogles F
' To comfe aboard, and how she simper'd it -
PEDRO A warrant hér, she has been a‘worthy
striker. ; _
JAQUES I' th' hedt of summer, there had been
some hopejon't.
PEDRO Hang Her!
JjAQUE'i She pffer'd him a Harry -groat, and belch’ d
out,
Her stom,ach being blown w1th ale, such
i courtship, /
| Upon my life, has gwen'hlm twenty stools since|
| Believe my calculation these old women, _i'
: When they are tippled and a little‘heated, !

| Are like new whcf‘ls they'll roar’you all the |
' town o’er / ] f
Till they be greaséd. _
4ED RO The city cinque-pace, -
Dame-Foastand=Butter-had-the-bobto6.
JAQUES ¥es™
But-she-wassutemrdrumeanrerrto-iching;
. — My master!
I do not like his look; I fear he has fasted,
For all this preparation: Let's steal by him.
(Exeunt.)

(Enter PETRUCHIO and SOPHOCLES.)

SOPHOCLES Not let you touch her all this night?
PETRUCHIO Not touch her.
SOPHOCLES Where was your courage?
PETRUCHIO Where was her obedience?
Never poor man was shamcd 50; revesraseodl
ThHat keeps-a-otud-ofsuhores
SOPHOCLES Pray you tell me one thing truly; do
you love her?
PETRUCHIO I would I did not; upon that condition
I pass'd thee half my land.
SOPHOCLES [t may be then,
Her modesty required a little violence:
Some women love to struggle.
PETRUCHIO She had it,
And so much that I sweat for't, so I did;

TR
Weat-EaSee-e0-Dantory.
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I mlghtfake her¥ody priséner, /
Bt for her/mind o appetitg’- '
_PHOCLES "Tis sffange!
This woman is/the ﬁrst 1 ever mad of
Refused a wafranted occasmn
And standiyg on so falr ternts. |
SOPHOCLES Used you no more art? |
PETRUCHIO Yes; I swore to her,
And by no little ones, if presently,
Without more disputation on the matter,
She grew not nearer to me, and dispatch'd me
Out of the pain I was, fforTwasTrettled;)
I would to her chamber-maid, andsinsher
heasing
Begin-hersutiTahunts-up=—
SOPHOCLES Then she started?
PETRUCHIO No more than I do now: Marry, she
answer'd,
If I were so disposed, she could not help it;
But there was one call'd Jaques, a poor
butler,
One that mlght well content a single woman.

e —

XUCHJO To that sense. And last
ghe bade mefyet these six nights look for
npfhmg,
/Nof striyé to purchése it, bup'fair good—mght

d sqg’good-moypfow, and 4 kiss 6r twg &
To Cldse my stpmach for her véw had seal‘d 1t y

L - T

SOPHOCLES Stay you, stay you!

Was she thus when you woo'd her?

PETRUCHIO Nothing, Sophocles,

More keenly eager: I was oft afraid
She had been light and easy, she would shower
Her kisses so upon me.

SQRHOCLES Thenlfear
Afiother spoke's i-th~wheel—

PETRUCHIO Now thou hast found me!
TMWWM

Patience,-
Preservesme! that-Fmake-her-notexample
By-some-unworthy.way;.as.flaying-her,
Boilinger-making.verjuice,.dryingher— |

SOPHOCLES I hear her.

PETRUCHIO Mark her then, and see the heir ‘
Of spite and prodigality! She.has studied
A-waytobeggarusbotiry-andbythishand
She.shallbe,.if L live, a doxy,
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(MARIA appears at the door, with a SERVANT
and WOMAN.)

SOPHOCLES Fy, sir!

MARIA I do not like that dressing; 'tis too poor:
Let me have six gold laces, broad and massy,
And betwixt every lace a rich embroidery;
Line the gown through with plush perfumed,

and purfle
All the sleeves down with pearl!

PETRUCHIO What think you, Sophocles?
In what point stands my state now?

MARIA For those hangings,

Let 'em be carried where I gave appointment,
They are too base for my use; and bespeak
New pieces, of the civil wars of France:
Let 'em be large and lively, and all silk-work,
The borders gold.
SOPHOCLES Ay, marry, sir, this cutsit. -
MARIA Thatfourteen yards of satinrgive my
woman;
I do-notlike-the.colour;tistoo civil;
“TheresTonmuch-sile-isthi<datetoo. Tell the
Dutchman,
That brought the mares, he must with all speed
send me
Another suit of horses; and, by all means,
Ten cast of hawks for th’ river: I much care not
What price they bear, so they be sound, and

flying;
Foerthe-nextwant £ sre—forthre uuuuu—_;h
An.d.me&n—ﬁe—ﬁake—myplmu&.-&&m&-&he

PETRUCHIO Shc means to ride a great-horse.

SOPHOCLES With a side-saddle?

EEEi:EEIE !!F! = ! 4 t I !-E
teetsemonth-—

MARIA To-morrow I'll begin to learn: But pray sir,

Have a great care he be an easy doer;

"Twill spoil a scholar else.
SOPHOCLES An easy doer!

Did you hear that?
PETRUCHIO Yes; I shall meet her morals

Ere it be long, I fear not.
MARIA (Entering) Oh, good morrow!
SOPHOCLES Good morrow, lady! How is't now?
MARIA 'Faith, sickly;

This house stands in an ill air -
PETRUCHIO Yet more charges?
MARIA Subject to rots and rheums; out on't! 'tise-

nothing

Batatideddng.
PETRUCHIO What think you of the Lodge then?
MARIA I like the seat, but 'tis too little. -

Séphoeles,
Let-me-have-tTy SpInTOT=thoT- ISt trmment.

PEFRUCHTO—Fis-verywell!

MARIA What if I pluck it down,
And build a square upon it, with two courts
Still rising from the entrance?

RERRUEHIO—Amd-i-th-midst
feeettege-feryoungscolds.

MARIA And to the southward
Take in a garden of some twenty acres,
And cast it of the Italian fashion, hanging?

PETRUCHIO An you could cast yourself so too -

Pray, lady,

Will not this cost much money?

MARIA Some five thousand;
Say six. I'll have it battled too -

PETRUCHIO And gilt? — Maria,
This is a fearful course you take! Pray think on't:
You are a woman now, a wife, and his
That must in honesty and justice look for
Some due obedience from you.

MARIA That bare word
Shall cost you many a pound more. Build upon't!
Tell me of due obedience? What's a husband?
What are we married for? to carry sumpters?
Are we not one piece with you, and as worthy
Our own intentions as you yours?

PETRUCHIO Pray hear me!

MARIA Take two small drops of water, equal

weigh'd,

Tell me which is the heaviest, and which ought
First to descend in duty?

PETRUCHIO You mistake me;
I urge not service from you, nor obedience
In way of duty, but of love and credit:
si-Fexpectisbuta-neble-care
Ofwhat-Hrave browghryouand-efwhattam,
Amd-what-eus-name-may-be.

M ARLA=TFhat's-in-my-making.

PEIRLICHIQ. /Tis true, it is so.

MaRIA-Y-esit-isp-Petruciio;
Mmmmmmﬁﬁdmg,
Witheut-eu-stamp.upan him and.ous-justice,
Lefranythimethreeages-afiechim,
Goodarnd s own:

SOPHOCLES Good lady, understand him.

MARIA Ido too much, sweet Sophocles: He's one
Of a most spiteful self-condition,
Never at peace with anything but age,
That has no teeth left to return his anger:
A bravery dwells in his blood yet, of abusing
His first good wife; he’s sooner fire than powder,
And sooner mischief.

PETRUCHIO IfIbe so sudden,
Do not you fear me?

MARIA No, nor yet care for you;
And, if it may be lawful, I defy you!
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PETRUCHIO Does this become you now?
MARIA It shall become me.
PETRUCHIO Thou disobedient, weak, vain-
glorious woman,
Were I but half so wilful as thou spiteful,
I should now drag thee to thy duty.
MARIA Drag me?
PETRUCHIO ButI am friends again; take all your
pleasure!
MARIA Now you perceive him, Sophocles.
PETRUCHIO Ilove thee
Above thy vanity, thou faithless creature!
MARIA (To SOPHOCLES.) "Would I had been so
happy, when I married,
But to have met an honest man like thee,
Eorfanysur :
honest) ¢
hangdsome husfless manga loving'man,
9ugh never'a penny w1th hlm and those
Jéyes /
A hat fagé, and t}}a{tru(, heart' Weaf this f
\ myésake, V4 - (Gives im a ring.)
Andwhen-thou-thinkisb-upenme-pityrme; —~
I'm-east-auay! (Bxit.)
SOPHOCLES Why, how now, man?
PETRUCHIO Pray leave me;
SePHOCTES The-meanisjeatous.
PEPRUCHIO T SHAIT T atime;-ere-itbe.long.-to
ask-you
Orfe-or-two-foolish quéstions.
SOPHOCLES Tshallanswer
As-wellasFanrable-when-you.call me. -
If she-mrearrtruetisbuta HtE kit
Andifl do-netwenture,-it's -
Farewell, sir! (Exit.)
PETRUCHIO Pray, farewell! ~~sthereTrovecepmy
A wifetoone-man'suseZne-wintering
Tlresetattle Without stay g™ Fistrard-deating,
Viery-lrar"AEATIE, centleen strangerdeatingh
Now, in the name of madness, what star reign’d,
Warat-dogestar-bulrorbeasstazewhen I married
This second wife, this whirlwind that takes all
Within her compass? E ;

orning a rare brcakfast '
ix dfﬂh al {cture offill languagé
than incoln?/and at dinn
iet of th¢ same dish? Wag'there gveni
hat e'er past ovef us, withput thoj knave
r thou whore, for digestion? had { ever )

]
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A pulbatthissamre-poor-spertsmen.zun.nad for,

Butike-a-eurbwas-fain.to shew my teeth first,

And almost worryher2.And.did.Heaven forgive
ey

And-take-this-serpentfrorr-merand.am |

Keepingtame devils new-again? My heart aches!

Something I must do speedily: I'll die,

If I can handsomely, for that's the way

To make a rascal of her. I am sick,

And I'll go very near it, but I'll perish.

(Exit.)

Scene 3
A room in the house of PETRONIUS.
(Enter LIVIA, BIANCA, TRANIO, and ROWLAND.)

LIVIA Then I must be content, sir, with my
fortune.

ROWLAND And I with mine.

LIVIA I did not think a look,

Or a poor word or two, could have displanted

Such a fix'd constancy, and for your end too.
ROWLAND Come, come, I know your courses!

There's your gewgaws,

Your rings, and bracelets, and the purse you

gave me:

The money’'s spent in entertaining you

At plays, and cherry-gardens.

LIVIA There's your chain too.

But, if you'll give me leave, I'll wear the hair

still;

I would yet remember you.

BIANCA Give him his love, wench:;

The young man has employment for't.
TRANIO Fy, Rowland!

ROWLAND You cannot fy me out a hundred pound

Wwith this poor plot. - Yet, let me ne’er see day

more,

If something do not struggle strangely in me!
BIANCA Young man, let me talk with you.
ROWLAND Well, young woman?

BIANCA This was your mistress once.
ROWLAND Yes.
BIANCA Are you honest?

I see you are young and handsome.
ROWLAND [ am honest.

BIANCA Whythat'swellsald-And there's o
deubtyourjudgmnrent

Isgoed-enongh;amd Strong enough; o tetiyou
Whrorare-your-fees-and-friends: Why did you

leave her?

ROWLAND She made a puppy of me.
BIANCA Be that granted:
She must do so sometimes, and oftentimes;
Love were too serious else.
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d1 had lov£d you so # You may 19 € WOrSE,
sir; i

d you foolf or boy, 6r bld yeu
ges; but hjr’ve 1oved@oufst).l
tion, and ektremely %o0:

I should/have c
Play with the
‘I Out of all qu

ROWLAND This woman
Either abuses me, or loves me deadly.

A}husband to mme own rmnd 1 shﬁuld think
Qne of your mothcr s making wopld contént mé;
or g/ my consgience she/ makefs good 0}‘1}& /

bWL ND Lady, . Vo
I'llleave you to your mmey(ations",é i

BIANCA You shall not go.
ROWLAND I will. Yet thus far, Livia;
Your sorrow may induce me to forgive you,
But never love again. - If I stay longer,
I have lost two hundred pound. (Apart.)
LIVIA Good sir, but thus much -
TRANIO Turn, if thou be'st a man.
LIVIA But one kiss of you,;
One parting kiss, and I am gone too.
ROWLAND Come; (Kisses her.)
I shall kiss fifty pound away at this clap,
We'll have one more, and then farewell.
LIVIA Farewell.
BIANCA Well, go thy ways! thou bear’st a kind
heart with thee.
TRANIO He-has-made a stand.

BIANTA A Noble, brave-younsfellow,
d!

ROWLAND I will —+lset: (Exit.)
TRANIO He's gone; but shot again. Play you but
your part,
And I will keep my promise; forty angels
In fair gold, lady (wipe your eyes!) he’s yours,
If I have any wit.
LIVIA I'll pay the forfeit.
BIANCA Come then; let's see your sister, how she
fares now,
After her skirmish; and be sure Moroso
Be kept in good hand: Then all’s perfect, Livia.
(Exeunt.)

Scene 4
A hall in the house of PETRUCHIO.
(Enter JAQUES and PEDRO.)

PEDRO Oh, Jaques, Jaques, what becomes of us?
Oh, my sweet master!
JAQUES Run for a physician,
And a whole peck of 'pothecaries, Pedro.
He will die, didle, didle, die, if they come not
Quickly; and bring all people that are skilful
In lungs and livers; raise the neighbours,
And all the aquavite-bottles extant;
And, oh, the parson, Pedro, oh, the parson!
A little of his comfort, ne'er so little -
Twenty to one you find him at the Bush;
There's the best ale.
PEDRO I fly! (Exit.)

(Enter MARIA and SERVANTS.)

MARIA Out with the trunks, ho!
Why are you idle? Sirrah, up to th' chamber,
And take the hangings down, and see the linen
Pack'd up, and sent away within this half-hour.
What, are the carts come yet? Some honest body
Help down the chests of plate, and some the
wardrobe;
Alas, we are undone else!
JAQUES Pray, forsooth,
And I beseech you, tell me, is he dead yet?
MARIA No, but he’s drawing on. Out with the
armour!
JAQUES Then I'll go see him.
MARIA Thou art undone then, fellow;
No man that has been near him come near me!

(Enter SOPHOCLES and PETRONIUS.)

SOPHOCLES -Why, how now, lady? what means
this?
PETRONIUS Now, daughter!
How does my son?
MARIA Save all you can, for Heaven's sake!

(Enter LIVIA, BIANCA, and TRANIO.)

LIVIA Be of good comfort, sister.

MARIA Oh, my casket!

PETRONIUS How does thy husband, worhan?
MARIA Get you gone,

If you mean to save your lives: The sickness -
PETRONIUS Stand further off, I pr'ythee!
MARIA Is i’ th' house, sir. My husband has it now:

Alas, he is infected; and raves extremely:

Give me some counsel, friends.

BIANCA Why, lock the doors up,
And send him in a woman to attend him.
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MARIA I have bespoke two women, and the city
Hath sent a watch by this time: Meat nor money
He shall not want, nor prayers.

PETRONIUS How long is't
Since it first took him?

MARIA But within this three hours.

(Enter WATCH.)

I am frighted from my wits! - Oh, here’s the
watch.
Pray do your office; lock the doors up, friends:
And patience be his angel!
TRANIO This comes unlook’d for.
MARIA I'll to the Lodge: Some that are kind, and
love me,
I know will visit me.
PETRUCHIO (Within) Do you hear, my masters?
Ho, you that lock the doors up!
PETRONIUS 'Tis his voice.
TRANIO Hold, and let's hear him.
PETRUCHIO Will ye starve me here?
Am I a traitor, or an heretic?
Or am I grown infectious?
PETRONIUS Pray, sir, pray!
PETRUCHIO I am as well as you are, goodman
puppy
MARIA Pray have patience!
You shall want nothing, sir.
PETRUCHIO I want a cudgel,
And thee, thou wickedness!
PETRONIUS He speaks well enough.
MARIA He had ever a strong heart, sir.
PETRUCHIO Will ye hear me? First, be pleased
To think I know ye all, and can distinguish
Every man's several voice: You that spoke first,
I know my father-in-law; the other, Tranio;
And I heard Sophocles; the last, pray mark me,
Is my damn’d wife Maria.
If any man misdoubt me for infected,
There is mine arm, let any man look on't!
(Thrusts his arm out of a window.)

(Enter DOCTOR and APOTHECARY.)

DOCTOR Save ye, gentlemen!

PETRONIUS Oh, welcome, doctor!
You come in happy time. Pray, your opinion!
What think you of his pulse?

DOCTOR It beats with busiest, (Feels his pulse.)
And shews a general inflammation,
Which is the symptom of a pestilent fever.
Take twenty ounces from him.

PETRUCHIO Take a fool!

Take an ounce from mine arm, and doctor
Deuzace,

I'll make a close-stool of your velvet costard! -
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Pox, gentlemen, do you make a May-game on
me?
I tell ye once again, I am as sound,
As well, as wholesome, and as sensible,
As any of ye all. Let me out quickly,
Or, as I am a man, I'll beat the walls down,
And the first thing I light upon shall pay for't. i

(Exeunt DOCTOR and APOTHECARY.)

|

PETRONIUS Nay, we'll Bowittryous-deetor. !

MARER—TISTiTE Safest™ |
1 eaw-thretokerrs: sir. !

PERRENTUSThemn-there's-but.one-way.

PETRUEHIO—Wilit-please you open?

TRANIO His fit grows stronger still.

MARIA Let's save ourselves, sir:

He's past all worldly cure.

PETRONIUS Friends, do your office!
And-whathewantsifmeneytoveortabour,
Farewell, and pray, my honest friends. (Exeunt.)

PETRUCHIO Why, rascals!

Friends! gentlemen! thou beastly wife! Jaques!
None hear me? Who's at the door there?

1 WATCH Think, I pray, sir,

Whither you are going, and prepare yourself.

2 WATCH These idle thoughts disturb you: The

good gentlewoman,
Your wife, has taken care you shall want
nothing.

PETRUCHIO Shall I come out in quiet? Answer

me!
Or shall I charge a fowling-piece, and make
Mine own way? two of ye I cannot miss,
If I miss three. Ye come here to assault me!
I am as excellent well, I thank Heaven for't,
And have as good a stomach at this instant -
2 WATCH That's an ill sign!
1 WATCH He draws on; he's a dead man!

PETRUCHIO And Rlep as-soundly — Will wouleek
upon-me? R
1" waTCH-Boyou-want e and ink? While you
have-sense;sir,
Settle-your state.
PETRUCHIO=Sirs-Lam well as you-are,
Or-any-rasealdiving.
PETRUCHIO Look to yourselves, and, if you love
your lives,
Open the door, and fly me! for I shoot else;
By Heaven, I'll shoot, and presently, chain-
bullets;
And under four I will not kill.
1 WATCH Let’s quit him!
It may be 'tis a trick. He's dangerous.
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on 2 WATCH The devil take the hindmost, I cry! Act IV : 7
(Exeunt WATCH running.) e e e

PETRUCHIO Have among ye! Scene 1 i

The door shall open too; I'll have a fair shoot. 4 0

(Bursts the door open, and enters with a fowling- 4 700m in the house of PETRONIUS.

piece.) (Enter MOROSO and PETRONIUS.) ;
“t, Are ye all gone? - Tricks in my old days! ik
Aba ks MOROSO That I do love her is without all il
Put now upon me? And by Lady Greensleeves? question, i
Am I grown so tame after all my triumphs? And most extremely, dearly, most exactly! )
e - e And that I would even now, this present i

As myth as théy deserve, Against these Women, Monday, S ores £

I would no the primitive glckold, Beffor}:: alé others, ma1“§, wives, winlen, widows, i

All their gfch-villainieg/ and all their doubles; Otw A5 Gegrae, Or Callng, mAarty AT, ]

| Wifich gfe more thap/a hunted hare"e'er thought As certain too; but to be made a whim-wham, iy

: e A jib-crack, and a gentleman o' th' first house, 1

: | Whe,ﬁ a man has/he fairest and the sweetest For all my kindness to he‘rl— }!

Oféll their sex/and as he tHinks the ngblest, | PETRONIUS How you take it! x ‘I

ur, { What has he then? and 'l speak mogéstly; Thou get a wench? thou get a dozen night-caps! I3
5 He has a qyartern-agug, that shall ghake g Wouldst have her come and lick thee like a calf,

ieunt.) All his estate to nothing, never gfired, And blow thy nose, and buss thee? i
Nor nevér dying: € has a ship” to venture MOROSO Not so, neither.

1es! His farhe and credit in, whigh if he man not PETRONIUS What wouldst thou have her do? It

MOROSO Do as she should do; i
Put on a clean smock, and to church, and marry, i
And then to bed a’ God’s name! This is fair play,
And keeps the king's peace. Let her leave her

bobs
(I have had too many of them) and her quillets,
She is as nimble that way as an eel; i
But in the way she ought, to me especially,
A sow of lead is swifter.

PETRONIUS Quote your griefs down.

MOROSO Give fair quarter: I am old and crazy,
And subject to much fumbling, I confess it; ]
Yet something I would have that's warm, to

hatch me: ]
But understand me, I would have it so,

 With more con{mual labour than a galley,
| To make herftith, eithershe grows a tumbrel,
If. Not worth the cloth she wears, or springg/more
he ¢ leaks /
Than all/the fame, of}us posterity /
' Can ever stop again. Out on 'em, hedge-hogs!
He that shall téuch 'em has a thotisand thorns
er Runs through his fingers: If I were unmarried,
I would do/any thing below répentance,
‘Any base/dunghill slavery;be a hangman,
Ere I would be a husband. Oh, the thousand, |
! Thousand, ten thousa_nd ways they hdve to kill |
el us!
- Some fall with too/much strmgmg of the fiddles,
‘And those are fools some, thaf they are not |

suffer'd, I buy not more repentance in the bargain |

ok i those aré maudlin- lovers; some, like Than the ware's worth I have. If you allow me |
. Y y | Worthy your son-in-law and your allowance,

nu ‘They poison with their tails, and t}mse are Do it a way of credu,_let ey _Shew, = "
martyTs; And not be troubled in my visitations i

i

With blows, and bitterness, and downright
railings,
As if we were to couple like two cats, f
With clawing and loud clamour. i
PETRONIUS Thou fond man,
Hast thou forgot the ballad, ‘Crabbed Age?’

‘Some die with doing good, those bcnefactors
And leave 'em land to leap away; some'few,
‘For those are rarest, they are said tokill
' With kindness and fair usage; but-what they.are
ove My catalogue discovers not, only 'tis thopght'
' They're buried in old walls, with thefrie€ls

' L - Can May and January match together,
L= i Mlu
= /W I could rail twenty days together now! And never a storm between 'em? Say she abuse
| !
2 0 I'll seek 'em out; and if I have not reason, thee, dol
\ /-’ And very sensible, why this was done, £t case Sh67 o
S— I'll go a-birding yet, and some shall smart for't! MOROSO Well?

(Exit.) PETRONIUS Nay, believe she does.

T
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MOROSO I do beliéve she does.
PETRONIUS And devilishly:
Art thou a whit the worse?
MOROSO That's not the matter;
I know, being old, 'tis fit I am abused;
I know 'tis handsome, and I know moreover
1 am to love her for't.
PETRONIUS Now you come to me.
MOROSO Nay, more than this; I find too, and find
certain,
What gold I have, pearl, bracelets, rings, or
ouches,
Or what she can desire, gowns, petticoats,
Waistcoats, embroider'd stockings, scarfs, cawls,
feathers,
Hats, five-pound garters, muffs, masks, ruffs,
and ribbands,
I am to give her for't.
PETRONIUS 'Tis right, you are so.
MOROSO But when I have done all this, and think
it duty,
Is't requisite another bore my nostrils?
Riddle me that!
PETRONIUS Go, get you gone, and dream
She's thine within these two days, for she is so.
The boy's beside the saddle! Get warm broths,
And feed apace! think not of worldly business,
It cools the blood; leave off your tricks, they are
hateful,

And mere forerunners of the ancient measures;

Contrive your beard o’ th’ top cut, like
Verdugo's,

It shews you would be wise; and burn your
nightcap,

It looks like half a winding sheet, and urges

From a young wench nothing but cold
repentance;

You may eat onions, so you'll not be lavish.

MOROSO I am glad of that.

PETRONIUS They purge the blood and quicken;
But after 'em, conceive me, sweep your mouth,
And where there wants a tooth, stick in a clove.

MOROSO Shall I hope once again? say it!

PETRONIUS You shall, sir;

And you shall have your hope.

MOROSO Why, there's a match then!

(Enter BIANCA and TRANIO.)

BIANCA You shall not find me wanting; get you

gone!
Here's the old man; he'll think you are plotting
else
Something against his new son. (Exit TRANIO.)
MOROSO Fare you well, sir! (Exit.)

BIANCA An’' ev'ry buck had his doe,
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And ev'ry cuckold a bell at his toe;
Oh, what sport should we have then, boys, then,
Oh, what sport should we have then!
PETRONIUS This is the spirit that inspires 'em all.
BIANCA Give you good even!
PETRONIUS A word with you, sweet lady!
BIANCA I am very hasty, sir.
PETRONIUS So you were ever.
BIANCA Well, what's your will?
PETRONIUS Was not your skilful hand
In this last stratagem? Were not your mischiefs
Eking the matter on?
BIANCA In his shutting up?
Is that it?
PETRONIUS Yes.
BIANCA I'll tell you.
PETRONIUS Do.
BIANCA And truly.
Good old man, I do grieve exceeding much
I fear too much.
PETRONIUS I am sorry for your heaviness.
Belike you can repent then?
BIANCA There you are wide too:
Not that the thing was done (conceive me
rightly)
Does any way molest me.
PETRONIUS What then, lady?
BIANCA But that [ was not in it, there's my
SOTTOW,
There; now you understand me! for I'll tell you,
It was so sound a piece, and so well carried,
And if you mark the way, so handsomely,
Of such a height, and excellence, and art,
I have not known a braver; for, conceive me,
When the gross fool her husband would be sick -
PETRONIUS Pray stay!
BIANCA Nay, good, your patience! - And no sense
for't,
Then stept your daughter in -
PETRONIUS By your appointment?
BIANCA I would it had, on that condition
I had but one half-smock, I like it so well! -
And, like an excellent cunning woman, cured
me
One madness with another; which was rare,
And to our weak beliefs, a 'wonder.
PETRONIUS Hang you!
For surely, if your husband look not to you,
I know what will.
BIANCA I humbly thank your worship!
And so I take my leave.
PETRONIUS You have a hand I hear too -
BIANCA I have two, sir.
PETRONIUS In my young daughter’s business.
BIANCA You will find there

b I - - I - - R - |
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A fitter hand than mine, to reach her frets,
And play down-diddle to her.
PETRONIUS I shall watch you.
BIANCA Do.
PETRONIUS And I shall have justice.
BIANCA Where?
PETRONIUS That's all one;
1 shall be with you at a turn henceforward.
BIANCA Get you a posset too; and so good even,
sir! (Exeunt.)

Scene 2
An apartment in the house of PETRUCHIO.
(Enter PETRUCHIO, JAQUES, and PEDRO.)

JAQUES And, as I told your worship, all the
hangings,
Brass, pewter, plate, even to the very looking-
glasses.
PEDRO And that, that hung for our defence, the
armour.
And the March-beer was going too: Oh, Jaques,
What a sad sight was that!

brawn /Wlthdl
se twollovely t

PETRUCHIO Go trim the house up.
And put the things in order as they were!
(Exeunt PEDRO and JAQUES.)

1 shall find time for all this! - Could I find her

But constant any way, I had done my business:

Were she a

An unthrift, or a woman made to hate: me,

I had my wish, and knew which way to reign
her;

But while she shews all these, and-all-their
lesses,

A kind of linsey-wolsey, mingled mischief

Not to be guess'd at, and whether trueor
berrow'd—

Netcertatimrreitiver - What a hap had [,

And what a tidy fortune, when my fate

Flung me upon this bear-whelp! Here she
comes.

(Enter MARIA.)

Now, if she have a colour, (for the fault is
A cleanly one) upon my conscience

I shall forgive her yet, and find a something
Certain I married for, her wit: I'll mark her.

MARIA Not let his wife come near him in his
sickness?
Not come to comfort him? she that all laws
Of Heaven, and nations, have ordain’'d his
second,

Is she refused? and-twe-old-paradoxes,

1? Has a Liffle pet,
wives mpst t follow necessary,

."‘I

Iffwe dursiBe so foul, (whlc;h two fair words

Alas, wip'us from inah hour, ap/instant,

We ar€ so easy) make him soforgetful

Both/of his reaspfi, honesty, and credit,

As to deny hig'wife a visitation?

His wife, thdt, thougl/she was little foolish,

Loved hind, oh, Hedven, forgive her for't! nay >
doted, 5

Nay, had run mad, had she not married
him?

PETRUCHIO Though I do know this falser than
the devil,
I cannot choose but love it.
MARIA What do I know
But those that came to keep him, might have
kill'd him?
In what a case had I been then! F-dare-net—

Angd take a keeper to him of fourseore
g plaﬁt billiatds; opie that D:{EW d’content

PETRUCHIO This woman would have made a
most rare Jesuit;
She can prevaricate on any thing;

In-al-irnagination~beside-this.
MARIA His unkind dealing, which was worst of
all,
In sending, who knows whither, all the plate,
And all the household-stuff, had I not cross'd it,
By a great providence, and my friends’
assistance,
Which he will one day thank me for - Alas,
I could have watch’d as well as they, have
served him
In any use, better, and willinger:
The law commands me to do it, Love commands
me,
And my own duty charges me.
PETRUCHIO Heaven bless me!
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And, now I have said my prayers, I'll go to her. -
Are you a wife for any man?
MARIA For you, sir,

If I were worse, I were better: That you are well,

At least that you appear so, I thank Heaven,

Long may it hold! and that you are here, I am
glad too:

But that you have abused me wretchedly,

And such a way that shames the name of
husband,

Such a malicious mangy way, so mingled -

Never look strangely on me; I dare tell you -

With breach of honesty, care, kindness,

manners -

Anit I not married/to you? Tell me that!
PETRUCHIO I wopld I could not tell you!
MARIA Is my présence,

/The stock I cgme of, which is worshipful -
If I should séy right worshipfil I lied not,
My grandsire was a knight /

PETRUCHI@ O’ the shire?
MARIA Ai;Soldler

Which/none of all thy family e’er heard of,

But ofie conductor of/thy name, a grazier

Thaf ran away with/pay! - Or am I grown,

Begause I have beén a little peevish to you,

Oy to try your/ftemper, such a dog-leech,

I/could not be admitted to your presence?
PETRUCHIO If I endure this, hang me! |
MARIA And two death’s heads, ! |

Two Harryfgroats that'had theirfaces worn, |

Almost their names away too # '
PETRUCHJO Now hear me!

For I will stay no longer.

MARIA /This you shalll
However you shall think to flatter me
For this offence, (whith no submission

Can ever mediate for, you'll find it 50)

Whatever you shall do by 1r1tE:rc.essmnrﬁ

‘What you can foer what your land gan

purchase, / /
What all yout friends or families,£an win, |
| Shall be buf this, not to forswear your \
' knowlglge, ’,
But ever to forbear it. Now,four will, sir!
PETRUCHIO Thou art the ghbtlest woman I thmk
living, o /
I am sure the lewdest1 Now be st111/4d mark
me! /'
Were I but any way addicted to ;]‘1/6. devil,
/I should now thﬁnk I had met a/play-fellow ; _
To profit by, ,’md that way thE most learned !

I.l‘
F 4

/ Or Had I vow'd per, 1t10n to your person?

'
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iThat ever taught to murmur. Tell me, thou,
i Thou most poor, paltry, spiteful whore - Do ylbu
| cry? g
{ I'll make you roar, before I leave. 7 f
MARIA Your pleasure! : '
PETRULHIO Was it not/sin enoughy thou frulterer
| Full of the fall thou€at'st, thoudevil's broker, |
{Thou serdinary o@‘a]l seditiony \
1Thou sword of \:pngeancs with a thread hung
‘, o'erjus, /
[Was it not sip’enough, and wickedness /
In fall abupéancc wag'it not vexation
{ Atfall poirfts, cap-a-gie - Nay, 1 shall pinch you'
; Thus l1 > a rotten fascal to abuse
1 The nafne of He, ven, the tie of marriage,
The Honour c;f{gy friends, the expectation *
Of all that thofight thee virtuous, with rLPéllhon,.
Childish ang base rebellion? but, continyin ;
After forgw‘eness too, and worse, youp'mischief?
And dga},nst him, setting the hope of Heaven by
And thg'dear reservation of his henour, 3
Nothmg above- ground could hatefon to'hate
thee? L
Well, go thy way#! :

PETRUCHIO You shall hear me out first:
What punishment mayst thou deserve, thou
thmg,

For this last flourish on me? Asrdere
Seleeted-ourof altthrefrosbarmdstiving,
Angl-sa.blind and.bed-rid? [ was mad,
And had the plague, and no man must come
near me!
I must be shut up, and my substance 'bezzled,
And an old woman watch me!
MARIA Well, sir, well;
You may well glory in't.
PETRUCHIO And when it comes to opening, 'tis
my plot,
I must undo myself, forsooth! Doth hear me?
If I should beat thee now, as much may be,
Dost thou not well deserve it? O’ thy conscience,
Dost thou not cry, Come beat me?
MARIA I defy you?
And, my lastloving tears, farewell! The first
stroke,
The very first you give me, if you dare strike,
T,

'

Nexer<teorbeTeCall'd, THenow-you-loueame,

Mead=ill.ypou-haue-enjosd-me, I do turn

Utterly from you; and what man I meet first,
That has but spirit to deserve a favour,
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Let him bear any shape, the worse the better,

Shall kill you, and enjoy me. Wiat T havesaid
Aboutyour-foolisir SICRTESS; ere-youhave-me
Ase ymmuld#mmushal&_f‘gr is

Anwemmmmmmm

And-in.all companies apprave my.actiens.

And so, farewell for this time! (Exit.)
PETRUCHIO Grief go with thee!

If there be any witchcrafts, herbs, or potions,

Saying my prayers backward, fiends, or fairies,

That can again unlove me, I am made.  (Exit.)

Scene 3
A room in the house of BIANCA.
(Enter BIANCA and TRANIO.)

TRANIO Mistress, you must do't.
BIANCA Are the writings ready
I told you of?
TRANIO Yes, they are ready;
But to what use I know not.
BIANGA--Y.0u-arg-an-ass,
You-must-have-al-things-eenstrued.
TRAMNIO—Yesand-piereed-tae,
erTfimttitte-pleasuse.
BIANCA ;
Go to! Fetch Rowland hlther presently;
Your twenty pound lies bleeding else; she's
married
Within these twelve hours, if we cross it not.
And see the papers of one size!
TRANIO I have you,
BIANCA And for disposing of 'em -
TRANIO IfI fail you,
Now I have found the way, use martial law,
And cut my head off with a hand-saw!
BIANCA Well, sir!
Petronius and Moroso I'll see sent for.
About your business; go!
TRANIO Iam gone. (Exit.)
BIANCA Ho, Livia!

(Enter LIVIA.)

LIVIA Who's that?
BIANCA A friend of yours. Lord, how you look
now,
As if you had lost a carrack!
LIVIA Oh, Biancal!
I am the most undone, unhappy woman -
iet ! ~and
deme>
And-dorre-amd-doubledone; or all SHAI split
forit~

Ne—mem—@@-th@s&mm.they ALE..

And-ease-t-heeﬂf—nathmg&bm_a little wind:
g Arhﬁpp’fe-mﬂ*do-rﬁefe—”Fheﬂ—ﬁa&r-MLemse?

BIANCA Keep thee there still!
And you love Rowland? say.
LIvia IfI say not,

I am sure I lie.

BIANCA What wouldst thou give that woman,

In spite of all his anger, and thy fear,

And all thy father’s policy, that could

Clap ye within these two nights quietly

Into a bed together.

L =-ow?
BLANGA—Whi-fainly,

At-halfsword-mean-and-wife.—Now-thre red

blood comes!

Ay-—marry-now-the-matterischanged.

LIVIA Bianca,

Methinks you should not mock me.
BIANCA Mock a pudding!

I speak good honest English, and good meaning.
LIVIA I should not be ungrateful tothat woman.
BIANCA I know thou wouldst not: Follow but my

counsel,

And if thou hast him not, despite of fortune,

Let me never know a good night more! You

must

Be very sick o’ th' instant.

LIVIA Well, what follows?
BIANCA And in that sickness send for all your
friends,

Your father and your fever, old Moroso;

And Rowland shall be there too.

LIVIA What of these?
BIANCA Do you not twitter yet? ©fthisshall
fettowe

That-whitirshattnrake-thy-heast-leapand-thy

Ventire as |

Da.dellars-te~the-FastIridies: You shall know all;

But first walk in and practise; pray be sick.
LIVIA Ido believe you, and I am sick.

BIANCA Do.
To bed then; come! - I'll send away your
servants
Post for your fool, and father. And, good
Fortune,
As we mean honesty, now strike an up-shot!

(Exeunt.)
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Scene 4
A street.
(Enter TRANIO and ROWLAND.)

TRANIO Nay, on my conscience, I have lost my
money;
But that's all one: I'll never more persuade you;
I see you are resolute, and I commend you.
ROWLAND But did she send for me?
TRANIO You dare believe me?
ROWLAND I cannot tell; you have your ways for
profit
Allow'd you, Tranio, as well as I
Have to avoid 'em fear.
TRANIO No, on my word, sir,
I deal directly with you.

(Enter SERVANT hastily.)

ROWLAND How now, fellow?
Whither post you so fast?
SERVANT Obh, sir, msamaster!
Pray-dit-yomrseeanymaster?
ROWLANB—Why-your-master?
SERYNF=SiT i jewet -
ROWERNT—Witithe-gilded-buttan?™
SERVANT My pretty mistress Livia -
ROWLAND What of her?
SERVANT Is fallen sick o’ the sudden -
ROWLAND How, o’ th’ sullens?
SERVANT O'th’' sudden, sir, I say; very sick.
ROWLAND It seems she hath got the tooth-ache
with raw apples.
SERVANT It seems you have got the head-ache:
Fare you well, sir!
You-didnetcee-my-master?
ROMLANP—Who-told-yeu.-se?
TRANLO—NO, """JJA"" did-noet e
ROWLAND Farewell, blue-bottle. — (Exit SERVANT.)
What should her sickness be?
TRANIO For you, it may be.
ROWLAND Yes, when my brains are out, I may
believe it;
Never before, I am sure. Yet I may see her;
"Twill be a point of honesty.
TRANIO It will so.

REWEARD—tmrav-be-nottoosou-would-fainbe

fmgering’
This.old.sin-effering-oftwo-trandred, Iranio:
How daintily and-cunningly-youdfive me
Updike.a.deertoth.taillyet-lmay€ap it;
And-what'sthre-woodmanthen?
TRANIO Adesesbyyou.

Speak, will you go or not? To me 'tis equal.
0

o
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ROWLAND Shall I have liberty of conscience,
- Which, by interpretation, is ten kisses?
Hang me, if I affect her; yet, it may bes- i
Jhis-whereserrmammers—will require a strug- :
gling, !
Of two and twenty, or, by'r Lady, thirty. :
TRANIO By'r Lady, I'll require my wager then. ;

iem: — I'll allow you - )

ROWLAND Speak like a gamester now. :

TRANIO It may be two.

ROWLAND Under a dozen, Tranio, there's no

setting:
You shall have forty shillings, wink at small
faults.
Say I take twenty, come, by all that's honest,
I do it but to vex her.
TRANIO I'll no by-blows.
If you can love her, do; if you can hate her =
Oramny eisetimttovesyou -
ROWLAND Pr'ythee, Tranio!
TRANIO Why, farewell, twenty pound! 'twill not
undo me;
You have my resolution.

ROWLAND And your money:
Whieh-sinee-you-are-so-stubborn—if-Horfeit,
Make-me-a-dJack-o-Lentand-break-my-shins
Eor-untagg'd-points-and-countersilillgowith

You—
But-if-thowgettsta-pesnyby the bargaim -
A parting kiss is lawful?

TRANIO I allow it.

P S e o

a‘bargain?
TRANIO I tell you, I'll no bargains; win.and
WRRE -
ROWEAND~Fhow-ast-thestrangest-feltow!

ROWLAND Along then! Twenty pound more, if
thou darest,
I give her not a good word!

TRANIO Not a penny. (Exeunt.)

Scene 5
A room in the house of PETRUCHIO.
(Enter PETRUCHIO, JAQUES, and PEDRO.)

PETRUCHIO Pr'ythee, entreat her come; I will not
trouble her
Above a word or two.
Ere I endure
This life, and with a woman, and a vow'd one
To all the mischiefs she can lay upon me,

(Exit PEDRO.)
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I'll go to plough again, and eat leek-porridge!

(Begging'sa pIEasUTE o tEmeitake murmberd.)

Nopthere-berother-countries;dagquesterme,

And.other-peapler-yea-and-otherwonen:

If I have need,hereis.money. there’s your
m-ﬂ'-

Whieh-is-fair-deating-amd-the-sun.they say,
Shimes-as-warnrthere s e rerand-till-lravetost

JAQUES Will your worship hear me?
PETRUCHIOAnduttertyoutwernrtheremory
Of such.a.curse.asthispnemeof 1Y Hation
bhaﬂ everknowsmie-mere.
JAQUES_Out, alas.sir,
What a.strenge Way"do you run!
PERREUEHIOANLNAY,
So 1 out-run-thisrascal.
JAQUES Methinks now,
If your good worship could but have the
patience -
PETRUCHIO The patience? why the patience?
JAQUES Why, I'll tell you;
Could you but have the patience -
PETRUCHIO Well, the patience.
JAQUES To laugh at all she does, or, when she
rails,
To have a drum beaten o' the top o’ th' house,
To give the neighbours warning of her larum,
As I do when my wife rebels -
PETRUCHIO Thy wife?
Thy wife's a pigeon to her, a mere slumber;
The dead of night's not stiller -
JAQUES Nor an iron-mill.
PETRUCHIO But thy wife is certain -
JAQUES That's false doctrine;
You never read of a certain woman,
PETRUCHIO Thou know’st her way.
JAQUES I should do, I am sure;
I have ridden it night and day, this twenty year.
PETRUCHIO But mine is such a drench of
balderdash,
Such a strange carded cunningness, the rainbow,
When she hangs bent in Heaven, sheds not her
colours
Quicker, and more, than this deceitful woman
Weaves in her dyes of wickedness.
(Enter PEDRO.)

What says she?
PEDRO Nay, not a word, sir; but she pointed to
me,
As though she meant to follow. Pray, sir, bear it
Even as you may: [ need not teach your worship
The best men have their crosses, we are all
mortal -

PETRUCHIO What ails the fellow?
PEDRO And no doubt she may, sir -
PETRUCHIO What may she? or what does she? or
what is she?
Speak and be hang'd!
PEDRO She's mad, sir.
PETRUCHIO Heaven continue it!
PEDRO Amen, if't be his pleasure.
PETRUCHIO How mad is she?
PEDRO As mad as heart can wish, sir: She has
dress'd herself
(Saving your worship’s reverence) just i’ th' cut
Of one of those that multiply i’ th’ suburbs
For single money, and as dirtily:
If any speak to her, first she whistles,
And then begins her compass with her fingers,
And points to what she would have.
PETRUCHIO What new way's this?
PEDRO There came in master Sophocles -
PETRUCHIO And what
Did master Sophocles, when he came in?
Get my trunks ready, sirrah! I'll be gone straight.
PEDRO He's here to tell you. -
She’s horn mad, Jaques.

(Enter SOPHOCLES.)

SOPHOCLES Call you this a woman?
PETRUCHIO Yes, sir, she is a woman.
SOPHOCLES Sir, I doubt it.
PETRUCHIO [ had thought you had miade
exXperiemntce.
SOPHUCLES Yés, I did 80,
Andratmost Wit Ty 1iTe.
PETRUCHIO Yeu-rid-teoo-fast, sir.
SOPHOCLES Prayrie ot nistaken By this
hanéd;-
Yourwife's-as-chaste-and-homest-as-a-virgi,
For-anythitg-Fkmnow! 'Tis true, she gave me
A ring -
PETRUCHIO For rutting.

SOPHOCLES Yeuw.asemuch deceived still

Believe me, I ne'er kiss'd her since; and now
Coming in visitation like a friend,
(I think she's mad, sir) suddenly she started,
And snatch'd the ring away, and drew her knife
out,

To what intent I know not.

PETRUCHIO Is this certain?

SOPHOCLES AsI am here, sir.

PETRUCHIO Ibelieve you honest;
And pray continue so.

(Enter MARIA.)

SOPHOCLES She comes.
PETRUCHIO Now, damsel,

55




JOHN FLETCHER

What will your beauty do, if I forsake you?
(She makes signs.)
Do you deal by signs and tokens? As=FgHESs
&re‘rf',"‘"
oISl abroad-this- summer.and.catch
ca:ptarms

Md—kccp‘rrmkw
SOPHOCLES Oh, do not stir her!
You see in what a case she is.
PETRUCHIO She’s dogged,
And in a beastly case, I am sure. - I'll make her,
If she have any tongue, yet tattle. - Sophocles,
Pr'ythee observe this woman seriously,
And eye her well; and when thou hast done, but
tell me
(For thou hast understanding) in what case
My sense was, when I chose,this thing.

{ I have segh a sweeter —/~"'

PETRUCHYO An hundred times, cry oystérs.

| Therg’s a poor beggaf-wench about Black-Friars,

j‘ Ruyfs on her breech, may be anygz{aress to her. t

SOBHIOCLES Nay, slow you are to tter i

PETRUCHIO Neyér a whit, sir. -/ :
I'll tell thee, jfoman, for noy’ I have day to see :

thee, J/ /
| And all m¥ wits about me and I speak
. Not out 6f passion ne,lther (leave your / {

muniping; : i !
' 1 know you are we»l'l enough ) - Now {ould _
1 give / (Aparq)

! A million but te ‘'vex her! - Whes I chose thee |
To make a befifellow, I took nfore trouble !
Than twenty terms can conte to; such a cause, |

{ Of such a fitle and so eve;rlastmg, !
That Adam's genealogyfmay be ended i
Ere any'law find theefT took a leprosy, '
Nay worse, the plaglie, nay worse yet, a

possession,

' And had the deyil with thee, ifnot more; f
And yet worsg, was a beast, dnd like a beast
Had my reward, a jade to fling my fortunes:

: For who that had but reason to distinguish

| The light from darknes$, wine from water,

hunger
From full satiety, and fox from férn-bush, _

“>That-would-hever rod-thee?- 2 _,-r“*’

SOPHOCLES She's not so ill.

PETRUCHIO She's worse than I dare think of:

sha‘s:.iqiewd

She hath neither manners, honesty, behaviour,
Wifehood, nor womanhood; nor any mortal
Can force me think she had a mother: Mer
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I de-believe et stEArastly, andknow-her,
"Tebera-womani-wolf by transmigsation:
Hesfrst-fornTwasa ferrer'sondes-graund;

She kills-the-mremeries of men==Notyet?
SOPHOCLES Do you think she’s sensible of this?
PETRUCHIO I care not!

Be what she will, the pleasure I take in her,

Thus I blow off; the care I took to love her,

Like this point, I untie, and thus I loose it;

The husband I am to her, thus I sever:

My vanity, farewell! Yet, for you have been

So near me, as to bear the name of wife,

My unquench'd charity shall tell you thus

much,

Though you deserve it well, you shall not beg:

What I ordain’d your jointure, honestly

You shall have settled on you, and half my

house;

The other half shall be employ'd in prayers,

(That meritorious charge I'll be at also)

Yet to confirm you christian; your apparel,

And what belongs to build up such a folly,

Keep, I beseech you, it infects our uses:

And now I am for travel.

MARIA Now I love you;
And now I see you are a man, I'll talk to you;
And I forget your bitterness.
SOPHOCLES How now, man?
PETRUCHIO Oh, Pliny, if thou wilt be ever
famous, y

Make but this woman all thy wonders!
MARIA Sure, sir,

You have hit upon a happy course, a blessed,

And what will make you virtuous.
PETRUCHIO She'll ship me.

MARIA A way of understanding I long wish'd for;

And now 'tis come, take heed you fly not back,

sir!

Methinks you look a new man to me now,

A man of excellence; ard-noew-lsee
$0 mmfin you. You mnay think
| now/

ndgo may most that know mé) 'twere my part
Wedkly to weep your loss, and to resist yot;

N4y, hang apbut your neck, and, like adotard,
Urge my strong tie uporf you: But I Jéve you, i
ind alLt’he world shall know it, béyond woman; f
d r:fore prefer, thie honour gf‘your country, |
hich chiefly you are bornfor, and mpdy perfect/
€ uses you'may make other nafions, < ;
e ripenipg of your kgowledge, conversatlon
he full ab111ty and stréength ofJudgmfmt

Go, worthy man, and br’ing home
understanding.
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SOPHOCLES This were an excellent woman to
breed schoolmen.
MARIA For if the merchant through unknown seas
plough
To get his wealth, then, dear sir what must you
To gather wisdom? Go, and go alone,
Only your noble mind for your companion;
And if a woman may win credit with you,
Go far, too far you cannot, still the farther
The more experience ﬂnds you: Asd-gorsparing;”
Onerreata=week will.serveyou-and-one-suit,
Through-all your travels; fer-yeri find it

certaifi,
The poorer-and-the-baser.you-appear,
The-mrrore You 1ook-theeugh-still.
PETRUCHIO Dost hear her?
SOPHOCLES Yes.
ﬁ?ﬁtﬂwmuld-ﬂm—wwdb‘ﬁ‘she

UWmWMng"
SOPHOEEES—NakeusPaBans.

Lawenderthat-she-writesnot.
MARIA Then when time, ;

And fulness of occasion, have new-made you,
T

Come home an aged man, as did Ulysses,

And I, your glad Penelope -

IRELTIU ITIdT must [nave
lhA any lovers as' I languages:

] Afd what she does with one # th’ day, i’ th’ night

Jndo it with/another.
ARIA Mg,cﬁ' that way, fer :
For in your absence it must be py honour

Thaty that must e me spoKen of heredfter,
Tohave temptafions, and not little ones,
: e, and stmngly,

' PETRUCHIO What should I do?
SOPHOCLES Why, by my soul, I would travel;
Did not you mean so?
PETRUCHIO Alas, no; nothing less, man;
I did it but to try, sir. She’s the devil!

And now I find it, (fexshe drivesssse) I must go. -

Are my trunks down there, and my horses
ready?
MARIA Sir, for your house, and, if you please to
trust me
With that you leave behind -
PETRUCHIO Bring down the money!
MARIA As I am able, and to my poor fortunes
I'll govern as a widow. I shall long
To hear of your well-doing, and your profit;
And when I hear not from you once a quarter,

I'll wish you in the Indies, or Cataya,
Those are the climes must make you.
PETRUCHIO How's the wind? -
She’ll wish me out o’ th’ world anon!
MARIA For France
"Tis very fair: Get you aboard to-night, sir,
And lose no time; you know the tide stays no
man.
I have cold meats ready for you.
PETRUCHIO Fare thee well!
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PETRUCHIO You'll bear me to the land's end,
Sophocles?
And other of my frlends I hope.

MARIA Fare you well, sir!

Smce, ypu have ur}dertaken dojng mseLy—
anly/and worthily; 'tis for n’ﬁ! credit! /

d for those j.l'ymg fames Here ofyou‘r follies, [!

gambo/l(s’ and ill bregd'mg of yonr youth, |

nderstand you take t.hls travel, (

1

|

|

ould make/me leavegou else) I'll
/

nf'

ves you;r’i'eputﬁtion,' 7
jfthe most large additio;{ of ydur crédit,
i j'%’ t limén-waters,
r any thing to take thé’ ‘edge th{/‘éea off;
ray.speak, andbe provideds S
PETRUGHIO n-Now-'thc devil,
That-was-your-firstgoud-rraster; shiower his
blessing
Upan.ye.alll.inte-whose tustody -
Mmrrﬁawmﬁ-yeufmfonnatwn
—Ad-so-Heave youte-yourstilo-wovo. (Exit.)
PETRUCHIO I will go! - Yet I will not! - Once
more, Sophocles,
I'll put her to the test.
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SOPHOCLES You had better go.
PETRUCHIO I will go then! - Let's seek my father
out,
And all my friends to see me fair aboard:
Then, women, if there be a storm at sea
Worse than your tongues can make, and waves
more broken
Than your dissembling faiths are, let me feel
Nothing but tempests till they crack my keel!
(Exeunt.)

Act V

Scene 1

A room in the house of PETRONIUS. A table set
out with ink and paper.

(Enter PETRONIUS and BIANCA.)

BIANCA Now whether I deserve that blame you
gave me,

Let all the world discern, sir.

PETRONIUS If this motion,
I mean this fair repentance of my daughter,
Spring from your good persuasion, as it seems so,
I must confess I have spoke too boldly of you,
And I repent.

The sécond { put to her, when Lt61d her
How good And gentle yet, witlf freé contritjon,
Again yoy might be/ purchased Eoving worman),
She heayd me, and, I thank her thought m ;’
' worthy / 1
| /Obsepving in #his point. Y;r /all my,/Cotnsel/
1 And/comfortin this ¢ase £ould ngt s6 heal her,
| But that grief got his sl)ére too, and sh¢ gick¢'d.
ﬁETRONIUS ITam sorry,she 8 s0 111 yet glad hy
sickness i

{...I:[as.gnt-so-geod-a.g;mund’ P
(Enter MOROSO.)

BIANCA Here comes Moroso.
PETRONIUS Oh, you are very welcome;
Now you shall know your happiness.
MOROSO I am glad on't.
What makes this lady here?
BIANCA A dish for you, sir,
You'll thank me for hereafter.
PETRONIUS True, Moroso:
Go, get you in, and see your mistress.
BIANCA She is sick, sir;
But you may kiss her whole.
MOROSO How?
BIANCA Comfort her.
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MOROSO Why am I sent for, sir?
PETRONIUS Will you in and see?
BIANCA May be she needs confession.
MOROSO By Saint Mary,
She shall have absolution then and penance;
But not above her carriage.
PETRONIUS Get you in, fool!
BIANCA Here comes the other too.

(Exit MOROSO.)

(Enter ROWLAND and TRANIO.)

PETRONIUS Now, Tranio! -
Good even to you too! and you are welcome.
ROWLAND Thank you.
PETRONIUS I have a certain daughter -
ROWLAND '"Would you had, sir!
PETRONIUS No doubt you know her well.
ROWLAND Nor never shall, sir:
She is a woman; and the ways unto her
Are like the finding of a certain path
After a deep-fall'n snow.
PETRONIUS Well, that's by th’ bye still.
This daughter that I tell you of is fall'n
A little crop-sick, with the dangerous surfeit
She took of your affection.
ROWLAND Mine, sir?
PETRONIUS Yes, sir:
Or rather, as it seems, repenting. And there
She lies within, debating on it.
ROWLAND Well, sir?
PETRONIUS. Lthink.t

1l 14 ]q ET
woll J'UU v LUCETCr

ROWEAND~Hyou-pleasesit;
. isitation.
PETRONIUS But this I'll tell you, she is alter'd
much;

You'll find her now another Livia.
ROWLAND I have enough o’ th’ old, sir.
PETRONTUS No-morefool,
To-look gay babies-in-yeur-eyes;young
Rowland;
.And hang about your.pretty-neek -
ROWLAND..Lam.glad-ort, :
And thank my.fates-l-have-seaped-such
X6 GO
PETRONIUS..And.buss. you- +ill- you. blush-again.
ROWLAND-Phat§Hard, sir;
—Shemustkiss-shamefully-ere-blush-atits
~loever was.so hoyish Well swhat-feltews?
PETRONIUS She’s mine now, as I please to settle
her.
At my command, and where I please to plant
her:
Only she would take a kind farewell of you,
And give you back a wand'ring vow or two,
You left in pawn; and two or three slight oaths
She lent you too, she looks for.
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ROWLAND She shall have 'em,
with all my heart, sir; and, if you like it better,
A free release in writing.
PETRONIUS That's the matter;
And you from her shall have another, Rowland,
And then turn tail to tail, and peace be with you!
ROWLAND So be't. - Your twenty pound sweats,
Tranio.
TRANIO 'Twill not undo me, Rowland; do your
worst!
ROWLAND Come, shall we see her, sir?
BIANCA Whate'er she says
You must bear manly, Rowland; ferdrer-sickness
Hesnradehersemewhat teatish.
ROWLAND Let her talk
'Till her tongue ache, I care not. By tii§ fand,
Thewhast-a-handseme-facerwenchrand-a-body
Dadntity-rrountedt™ Now a0 T feel an hundred

Ranninmg-aiTeCHy TIonTTIe; a8 1 piss'd 1t.

(LIVIA brought in on a bed; MOROSO by her.)

BIANCA Pray draw her softly! the least hurry, sir,
Puts her to much impatience.

PETRONIUS How is't, daughter?

LIVIA Oh, very sick, very sick; yet somewhat
Better, I hope, a little lightsomer,
Because this good man has forgiven me.
Pray set me higher: Oh, my head!

BIANCA Well done, wench!

LIVIA Father, and all good people that shall hear

me,

I have abused this man perniciously;

Was never old man humbled so: I have scorn'd
him,

And call’d him nasty names; I have spit at him,

Flung candles’ ends in his beard, and call'd him
Harrow,

, my side! - a véry beastlzrgféllow

ve it out his caésock was abarge-cloth,

| I strew’d the ftairs w1th “ﬁease as he ass'd |
down; V4 f
tAnd the goéd gentle.man (woe worth me for’ tF]
aEven with' his revefend head, t})ls headof |
| wisdom, / |
Told twé and twénty stairs, géod and tfue, |
‘Miss'd not a Stﬁ‘p and, as wﬁ say, verbatim 2
{Fell to the botfom, broke Hls casting/bottle, t
| Lost a fair toad-stone of sbme eighteen s ‘ illings,
i .

Jumbled-hisjointstogether;-had-twe-steels,
And-wastranstated. All this villainy
Did I: I, Livia: I alone, untaught.

‘MOROSO And I, unask’d, forgive it.

LIVIA Where's Bianca?
BIANCA Here, cousin.
LIVIA Give me drink.
BIANCA There.
LIVIA Who's that?
MOROSO Rowland.
LIVIA Oh, my dissembler, you and I must part.
Come nearer, sir.
ROWLAND I am sorry for your sickness.
LIVIA Be sorry for yourself, sir: You have wrong'd
me;
But I forgive you. - Are the papers ready?
BIANCA I have 'em here: - Will't please you view
'em?
PETRONIUS Yes.
LIVIA Shew 'em the young man too; [Enew-he's
withnsg.
'l‘o-si'rrﬁ"lns saile-toersis-far his more advance-

Ala&, mmmwm
We are youngbeth~and-rworld-ofchitdrerr—

ight-have-beentef-behind-to.curse our follies;

We-had-beenundone -Bianca-had-we Tattied,
Underreforever. I confess I loved him
(I care not who shall know it) most entirely;
And once, upon my conscience, he loved me:
But farewell that! we must be wiser, cousin;
Love must not leave us to the world. Have you
done?
ROWLAND Yes, and am ready to subscribe.
LIVIA Pray stay then.
Give me the papers, (and let me peruse them,)
And so much time as may afford a tear
At our last parting.
BIANCA Pray retire, and leave her;
I'll call ye presently.
PETRONIUS Come, gentlemen;
The-shower-mustfail.
ROWLAND 'Would I had never seen her! (Exeunt.)
BIANCA Thou hast done bravely, wench.
LIVIA Pray Heaven, it prove so!
BIANCA There are the other papers: When they
come, '
Begin you first, and let the rest subscribe
Hard by your side; give 'em as little light
As drapers do their wares.
LIVIA Didst mark Moroso,
In-whetarragony-he-was2 and - how-he-cried
THOSE ™
When | abused HINTIITost?
BEANCR~Firat-wasbutreason.
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A=yt STTKINg thiet 15 this!

Though-J-wasbutTo counteriert-he-made me
Dizeethystck-indeed; Tiames=streetto him

[s-a-mere-pomander.

BIANCA Let him be hang'd!

LIVIA Amen!

BiANCA—ARd-le you-stll;
And-onee-more-to-retbusinessl

LIVIA Call 'em in. -
Now, if there be a power that pities lovers,
Help now, and hear my prayers!

(Enter PETRONIUS, ROWLAND, TRANIO,
and MOROSO.)

PETRONIUS Is she ready?
BIANCA She has done her lamentations: Pray go
to her.
LIVIA Rowland, come near me; and, before you
seal,

Give me your hand: Takc it again; now kiss me!

This is the last acquaintance we must have!

1 wish you ever happy! There's the paper.
ROWLAND Pray stay a little!
PETRONIUS Let me never live more,

But I do begin to pity this young fellow;

How heartily he weeps!
BIANCA There's pen and ink, sir.
LIVIA Even here, I pray you: 'Tis a little emblem

How near you have been to me.
ROWLAND (Signs.) There.
BIANCA Your hands too,

As witnesses.

; omn.

MOROSO With all my heart. (Signs.)
BiANCA-Yor-must-deliverit—"

ROWEAND=ThereEiviarand-abetterlovelight.on. ...

theel=
I~sarrno-more.
PETRONIUS We will. (They sign.)
BIANCA Do you deliver it now.
LIVIA Pray set me up.
There, Rowland, all thy old love back; and may
A new to come exceed mine, and be happy!
I must no more.
ROWLAND Farewell!
LIVIA A long farewell! (Exit Rowland.)
BIANCA Leave her by any means, till this wild
passion
Be off her head. Draw all the curtains close.
A day hence you may see her; 'twill be better:
She'’s now for little company.
PETRONIUS Pray tend her.
—Fmustto-horse-straightT you mustneeds-atong
ma
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'i’EDRO Yes, I'lF'tell you.

Fe-see MY SO ab0ardWere butiswife
As-fri-for : :
BIANCA Tme-mrustde-thattoe. Fare ye well!
To-morrow
You shall receive a wife to quit your sorrow,
(Exeunt.)

Scene 2

T e AR e s

A room in PETRUCHIO'S house. 1

(Enter JAQUES, PEDRO, and PORTERS, with
a chest and hampers.)

JAQUES Bring 'em away, sirs!
PEDRO Must the great trunks go too?
JAQUES Yes, and the hampers. Nay, be speedy,
masters!
He'll be at sea before us else.
PEDRO Oh, Jaques!
What a most blessed turn hast thou -
JAQUES I hope so.
PEDRO To have the sea between thee and this
woman!
Nothing can drown her tongue but a storm.

leave
{ We'll get lg up to Paris with all speed; \
| For, on gy soul, as far as Amiens \
? She'll garry blank. mgto Lyon-key,

. Andhip 'em presentl§! we'll follow ye. i

EDRO Now could I wish her in that trunk.
.;_IAQL ES God shield/ man! )
/I had rather have a bear in't. /

{ For in the passage, if a tempest take you,
[ As many do, and you lie beating for it,
{ Then, if it pleased the fates,/I would have the
'_ master,
{ Out of a powerful providence, to cry, !
| ‘Lighten the ship of all hands, or we perish;’
{ Then this for one, ds best spared, should by all
|~ means 7
! Over-board preSently. {
JAQUES O that condition,
| So we werg'certain to be rid of Her,
i I would wish her with us. Buf, believe me,
| Pedro
| She would spoil the fishing on this coast for
| ever; -
{For none would keep her companv})ut dog- hsh
irAs currish as herself, or porpoises,/”
Made to all fatal'uses: The two Pish-Streets,
Were she but.once arrived among the
| whitings,
Would sing a woful misereri, Pedro,
And mourn in Poor-John, till her nfemory

i
§
¥
!
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Weref cast-0'jshore agamy with a strgng sea-
breack; | |
She jwould rhake god Neptune, and his, h( -fork,
Andl all his demi-gods and goddegses,/
Asfweary of the Flemish channél, Pedr
Ag ever boly was of thefschool; [tis/Gertdin,
If$he but fneét him fa' T, and jr’elfw 1
anger'd '
She-would break his’ god “head.

JAQUES Rather her many tongues!
PEDRO Or rather strange tongues!
JAQUES Her lying tongue!
PEDRO Her lisping tongue!
JAQUES Her long tongue!
PEDRO Her lawless tongue!
JAQUES Her loud tongue!
PEDRO And her liquorish -
JAQUES Many other tongues, and many stranger
tongues
Than ever Babel had to tell his ruins,
Were women raised withal; but never a true
one.

(Enter SOPHOCLES.)

SOPHOCLES Home with your stuff again! the
journey's ended.
JAQUES What does your worship mean?
SOPHOCLES Your master - Oh, Petruchio! Oh,
poor fellows!
PEDRO Oh, Jaques, Jaques!
SOPHOCLES Oh, your master’s dead,
His body coming back! His wife, his devil,
The grief of her -
JAQUES Has kill'd him?
SOPHOCLES Kill'd him, kill'd him!
PEDRO Is there no law to hang her?
SOPHOCLES Get ye in,
And let her know her misery: I dare not,
For fear impatience seize me, see her more;
I must away again. Bid her for wife-hood,
For honesty, if she have any in her,
Exen 10 avoid theshame-that-foltows-her,
Cry if she can. Youreeping cannot-mend.it.
The body will be here within this hour, (so tell
her,)
And all his friends to curse her. Farewell,
fellows! (Exit.)
PEDRO Oh, Jaques, Jaques!
JAQUES Oh, my worthy master!
PEDRO Oh, my most beastly mistress! Hang her -
JAQUES Split her -
PEDRO Drown her directly -
JAQUES Starve her -
PEDRO Stink upon her -

JAQUES _Stone-hertodeatht-May-at-she-eat-be.
~eggs~—
"Pift-shre TuT KicKing-mad for-rerrh——
PEBRO-Andhe,
That-man that givés her reniedy~pray Heaven
-hislongings!
JAQUES Let's go discharge ourselves; and he that
serves her,
Or speaks a good word of her from this hour,
A Sedgly curse light on him; whicketeRedro;

The-fend-ride-theough-him-booted-and-spurr'd,
with-a-sexdhe-athis-bae- (Exeunt.)
Scene 3
A street.

(Enter ROWLAND with a deed, and TRANIO
stealing behind him.)

ROWLAND What a dull ass was I to let her go thus!
Upon my life, she loves me still. Well, paper,
Thou only monument of what I have had,
Thou all the love now left me, and now lost,
Let me yet kiss her hand, yet take my leave
Of what I must leave ever. Farewell, Livia!
Oh, bitter words, I'll read you once again,
And then for ever study to forget ye. - (Reads.)
How's this?let me look better on't! A contract?
By Heaven, a contract, seal'd and ratified,
Her father’s hand set to it, and Moroso's!

I do not dream sure! Let me read again;
The same still; 'tis a contract!

TRANIO 'Tis so, Rowland;
And, by the virtue of the same, you pay me
An hundred pound to-morrow.

ROWLAND Art sure, Tranio,
We.are both-alive-mrow?™

TRANIO Wonder not; you have lost.

ROWLAND If this be true, I grant it.

TRANIO 'Tis most certain!

There's a ring for you too; you know it?

ROWLAND Yes.

TRANIO When shall T have my money?

ROWLAND Stay you, stay you!

When shall I marry her?

TRANIO To-night.

ROWLAND Take heed now
You do not trifle with me: [fsrou=de -
YOu%-ﬁnd-me-rs-pay-mém.&myom

Lomes-ter-
~Comerswear-(Hmow-l-am-aananane-frd
~-may-deceive.myself) swear faithfully,
Swear me directly, am I Rowland?
TRANIO Yes.
ROWLAND Am I awake?
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TRANIO You are.
ROWLAND Am [ in health?
TRANIO As far as I conceive.
ROWLAND Was I with Livia?
TRANIO You were, and had this contract.
ROWLAND And shall I enjoy her? i
TRANIO Yes, if you dare.
ROWLAND Swear to all these.
TRANIO I will.
R mrr® As thou art honest; as thou hast a
conscience,
As that may wring thee if thou liest; all these
To be no vision, but a truth, and serious!
TRANIO Fhen, by my honesty-and faith,-and
canscience,
All-this is certain.
ROWLAND Let's remove our places.
Swear it again.
TRANIO By Heaven, it is true.
ROWLAND [ have lost then, and Heaven knows I
am glad on't.
Let's go; and tell me all, and-telme iow,~
Foryetl-am-a-paganimit.
TRANTO [ have a priest too;
And all shall come as even as two testers.
(Exeunt.)

Scene 4
An apartment in PETRUCHIO'S house.

(Enter PETRONIUS, SOPHOCLES, MOROSO, and
PETRUCHIO borne in a coffin.)

PETRONIUS Set down the body, and one call her
out!

(Enter MARIA in black, weeping, and JAQUES.)

You are welcome to the last cast of your
fortunes!

There lies your husband; there, your loving
husband;

There he that was Petruchio, too good for you!

Your stubborn and unworthy way has killed
him,

Ere he could reach the sea: IEyou-can weep,—

Now-youhave-cause, begin, and after death

Do something yet to the world, to think you
homest.

Somany tears had saved him, shed in time;

And-asthey are(soagood mind go with
'em)

Yet-they-may move compassion.

MARIA Pray ye all hear me.
And judge me as I am, notas-youcovet,
Far that would make me yet more miserable:
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"Tis true, I have cause to grieve, and mighty
cause;
And truly and unfeignedly I weep it.

" SOPHOCLES I see there's some good nature yet

left in her.
MARIA But what's the cause? Mistake me not; not
this man,
As he is dead, I weep for; Heaven defend it!
I neverwas-sochildish-Buthislife,
}is—pqmmsh Tife,
Is-that-my full eyes-pity-there's-my-mourning.
PETRONIUS Dost thou not shame?
MARIA Ido, and even to water,
To think what this man was; to think how
simple
How far below a man, how far from reason,
From common understanding, and all gentry,
While he was living here, he walked amongst
us.
He had a happy turn, he died! Il tell ye.
These are the wants.l.weep for,-not-his person;
The memory.of thisman -had he lived
-But-two years longer, had begot more-follies,
Than wealthy Autumn flies. But let him rest,
He was a.fool, and farewell hel not-pitied,
I mean in way oflife, or action,
By-any-understanding man-that's-henest,
Butonly i his posterity, which I,
Out-ofthefear his ruins might out-live him
In some-bad-issue, like a carefiil woman,
Like one indeed-born-onlyto preserve him,
Denied-him-means-to raise.
PETRUCHIO (Rising) Unbutton me!
By Heaven, I die indeed else! - Oh, Maria,
Oh, my unhappiness, my misery!
PETROMIUS Go tohim, whore! By Heaven, if he
periZh, ;
I'll see thee hang'd myself!
PETRUGCHIO Why, why, Maria -
MARIA I have done my worst, and have my end:
Forgive me!
From this hour make me what you please: I
have tamed you,
And am now vow'd your servant. Look not
strangely,
Nor fear what I say to you. Dare you kiss me?
Thus I begin my new love. (They kiss.)
PETRUCHIO Once again!
MARIA With all my heart.
PETRUCHIO Once again, Maria! -
Qh, gentlemenIknow-not where I am.
SQPHQCLES Get ye to bed then; there you'll
quickly know, sir.
PETRUCHIO Never no more your old tricks?
MARIA Never, sir.
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PETRUCHIO You shall not need; for, as I have a
faith,

No cause shall give occasion.

MARIA As I am honest,

And as I am a maid yet, all my life

From this hour, since you make so free

profession,

I dedicate in service to your pleasure.
SOPHOCLES Ay, marry, this goes roundly off!
PETRUCHIO Go, Jaques,

Get all the best meat may be bought for money,

And-letthe-hogsireadsbloed. | am born again!

Well, little England, when 1 see a husband

Of any other nation, stern or jealous,

I'll wish him but a woman of thy breeding;

Till-histeetirbteed; P mever-trostmy-travel.

(Enter ROWLAND, LIVIA, BIANCA, and TRANIO.)

PETRONIUS What have we here?
ROWLAND Another morris, sir,
That you must pipe to.
TRANIO A poor married couple
Desire an offering, sir.
BIANCA Never frown at it;
You cannot mend it now: There’s your own
hand,
And yours, Moroso, to confirm the bargain.
PETRONIUS My hand?
MOROSO Or mine?
BIANCA You'll find it so.
PETRONIUS A trick,
By Heaven, a trick!
BIANCA Yes, sir, we trick'd you.
BIViA—Fathrer -
PETRONTIUS Hast thou laimr-with-him?-Speak!
LIVIA—YES, truly, Sit.
PETRONIUS And hast thotudonethedeed, boy?
ROWEAND—Thave dotme; sir-
That.thatwill.serve-the-turmFthink—.

PETRUCHIO A match then!
T'll be the maker-up of this. - Moroso,
There’s now no remedy, you see: Be willing;
For be, or be not, he must have the wench.
MOROSO Since I am over-reach'd, let's in to
dinner;
And, if I can, I'll drink’'t away.
TRANIO That's well said!
PETRONIUS Well, sirrah, you have play'd a trick:
Look to't,
And let me be a grandsire within this twelve-
month,
Or, by this hand, I'll curtail half your fortunes!
ROWLAND There shall not want my labour, sir.
Your money
~Hereisore Tas udertaen.
TRANIO Well, I'll trust her;
And glad I have so good a pawn.
ROWLAND TI'll watch you.
PETRUCHIO Let's in, and drink of all hands, and
be jovial!
I have my colt again, and now she carries:
And, gentlemen, whoever marries next,
Let him be sure he keep him to his text.

(Exeunt.)
~sgagy— A AR A

THE Tamer's Tamed; but so, as nor the men
Can find one just cause to complain of, when
They fitly do consider, in their lives

They should not reign as tyrants o’er their wives:
Nor can the women, from this precedent,

Insult, or triumph; it being aptly meant,

To teach both sexes due equality,

And, as they stand bound, to love mutually.

If this effect, arising from a cause

Well laid and grounded, may deserve applause,
We something more than hope, our honest ends
Will keep the men, and women too, our friends.
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