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KATHARINA 
The more my wrong, the more his spite appears: 
What, did he marry me to famish me? 
Beggars, that come unto my father's door, 
Upon entreaty have a present aims; 
If not, elsewhere they meet with charity: 
But I, who never knew how to entreat, 
Nor never needed that I should entreat, 
Am starved for meat, giddy for lack of sleep, 
With oath kept waking and with brawling fed: 
And that which spites me more than all these wants, 
He does it under name of perfect love; 
As who should say, if I should sleep or eat, 
'Twere deadly sickness or else present death. 
I prithee go and get me some repast; 
I care not what, so it be wholesome food. 
 
 
PETRUCHIO 
Thus have I politicly begun my reign, 
And 'tis my hope to end successfully. 
My falcon now is sharp and passing empty; 
And till she stoop she must not be full-gorged, 
For then she never looks upon her lure. 
Another way I have to man my haggard, 
To make her come and know her keeper's call, 
That is, to watch her, as we watch these kites 
That bate and beat and will not be obedient. 
She eat no meat to-day, nor none shall eat; 
Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall not; 
Ay, and amid this hurly I intend 
That all is done in reverend care of her; 
This is a way to kill a wife with kindness; 
And thus I'll curb her mad and headstrong humour. 
He that knows better how to tame a shrew, 
Now let him speak: 'tis charity to show. 
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BIANCA 

Good sister, wrong me not, nor wrong yourself, 
To make a bondmaid and a slave of me- 
That I disdain; but for these other gawds, 
Unbind my hands, I'll pull them off myself, 
Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat; 
Or what you will command me will I do, 
So well I know my duty to my elders. 
Believe me, sister, of all the men alive 
I never yet beheld that special face 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 
If you affect him, sister, here I swear 
I'll plead for you myself but you shall have him. 
Is it for him you do envy me so? 
Nay, then you jest; and now I well perceive 
You have but jested with me all this while. 
I prithee, sister Kate, untie my hands. 

 
 
 
LUCENTIO 

O Tranio, till I found it to be true, 
I never thought it possible or likely. 
But see! while idly I stood looking on, 
I found the effect of love in idleness; 
And now in plainness do confess to thee, 
That art to me as secret and as dear 
As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was- 
Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perish, Tranio, 
If I achieve not this young modest girl. 
Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst; 
Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 
Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move, 
And with her breath she did perfume the air; 
Sacred and sweet was all I saw in her. 
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GRUMIO 
 
Tell thou the tale. But hadst thou not cross'd me, thou 
shouldst have heard how her horse fell and she under her horse; 
thou shouldst have heard in how miry a place, how she was 
bemoil'd, how he left her with the horse upon her, how he beat me 
because her horse stumbled, how she waded through the dirt to 
pluck him off me, how he swore, how she pray'd that never pray'd 
before, how I cried, how the horses ran away, how her bridle was 
burst, how I lost my crupper- with many things of worthy memory, 
which now shall die in oblivion, and thou return unexperienc'd to 
thy grave. 
 
HORTENSIO 
Tush, Gremio! Though it pass your patience and mine to 
endure her loud alarums, why, man, there be good fellows in the 
world, an a man could light on them, would take her with all 
faults, and money enough. Faith, as you say, there's small choice in rotten apples. But, 
come; since this bar in law makes us friends, it shall be so far forth friendly maintain'd till 
by helping Baptista's eldest daughter to a husband we set his youngest free 
for a husband, and then have to't afresh. Sweet Bianca! Happy man be his dole! He that 
runs fastest gets the ring. How say you, Signior Gremio? 
 
BAPTISTA MINOLA 

Sir, pardon me in what I have to say. 
Your plainness and your shortness please me well. 
Right true it is your son Lucentio here 
Doth love my daughter, and she loveth him, 
Or both dissemble deeply their affections; 
And therefore, if you say no more than this, 
That like a father you will deal with him, 
And pass my daughter a sufficient dower, 
The match is made, and all is done- 
Your son shall have my daughter with consent. 
Cambio, hie you home, 
And bid Bianca make her ready straight; 
And, if you will, tell what hath happened- 
Lucentio's father is arriv'd in Padua, 
And how she's like to be Lucentio's wife.  


