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DRAMATIS PERSONAE 

WOMEN 
Librarian 
Katherina, Kath-er-EE-na 
Bianca, Bee-ON-ca 
Widow  
Curtis 

MEN 
Lucentio, Loo-CHEN-tio 
Tranio, TRAH-nio 
Petruchio, Peh-TROO-kio 
Grumio, GROO-mio 
Baptista, Bap-TEE-sta 
Hortensio, Hor-TENSE-io 

NOTES: 

In this script, when the characters are speaking in verse, the “ed” at the end of a 
word is pronounced as a separate syllable, whereas the “apostrophe d” is not. 

The Librarian is present onstage at all times, in a “cell” overlooking the action, and 
speaks directly to the audience. Her cell consists of a desk and shelves of books. 

The stage consists of four other cells, for, from stage right to stage left, Curtis, 
Bianca, Katherina, and Widow. The downstage center area is reserved for the 
men’s sports bar, which has a pool table and plenty of beer. 
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PROLOGUE 

Four Hillary Clintons stand expectantly in the spotlight. 

VOICEOVER 
Ladies and gentlemen, please join me in welcoming the next President of the 
United States of America— 

A storm of men in suits enter the space, tear pantsuits and wigs off of the Hillarys, 
toss the women over their shoulders, and carry them off to their cells. From this 
moment on, the women can only leave these cells in the arms of the men. The men, 
however, can come and go as they please. Over the course of Act I, the women 
gradually forget about their nearly achieved power and begin doing tasks dictated 
by the objects within each of their cells: Curtis lives in Petruchio’s house, where 
she polishes, dusts, and scrubs; Bianca, in her little girl’s bedroom, plays music on 
a toy piano and colors; and the Widow, in her dressing room, perpetually puts on 
and takes off make up. Katherina has nothing in her cell but a bed. She jumps on it, 
wraps herself in the sheets, and eats and throws bunches of grapes. 

The Librarian turns on her desk lamp, illuminating her in her cell. 

LIBRARIAN 
In 1964, Richard Hosley suggested the main source for the play The Taming of the 
Shrew may have been the anonymous ballad "A Merry Jeste of a Shrewde and 
Curst Wyfe, Lapped in Morrelles Skin, for Her Good Behauyour.” The ballad tells 
the story of a marriage in which the husband must tame his headstrong wife. Like 
Shrew, the story features a family with two sisters, the younger of whom is seen as 
mild and desirable. However, in “A Merry Jeste,” the older sister is obdurate not 
because it is simply her nature, but because she has been raised by her shrewish 
mother to seek mastery over men. Ultimately, the couple return to the family 
house, where the now tamed woman lectures her sister on the merits of being an 
obedient wife. The taming in this version is much more physical than in 
Shakespeare; the shrew is beaten with birch rods until she bleeds, and is also 
wrapped in the flesh of a plough horse, the Morrelle of the title. 
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ACT I 
SCENE I: THE MEN 

LUCENTIO 
Tranio, since for the great desire I had 
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts, 
I am arriv’d in fruitful Lombardy. 

LIBRARIAN 
Padua was not, and has never been, in Lombardy. 

PETRUCHIO 
Grumio, I take my leave of Verona,  
and come to wive it wealthily in Padua; 
If wealthily, then happily, in Padua. 

LUCENTIO 
And by my father’s love and leave am arm’d 
With his good will and thy good company— 
My trusty servant, well approv’d in all. 

PETRUCHIO 
And to see my friends in Padua, but of all 
My best-beloved and approved friend 
Hortensio—and I trow this is his street. 

Exeunt Petruchio and Grumio. 

LUCENTIO 
Here let us breathe and haply institute  
A course of learning and ingenious studies: 
Virtue and that part of philosophy 
Will I apply that treats of happiness 
By virtue specially to be achiev’d. 

TRANIO 
Mi perdonato, gentle master mine, 
I am in all affected as yourself, 
Glad that you thus continue your resolve 
To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy. 
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Only, good master, while we do admire  
This virtue and this moral discipline, 
Let’s be no stoics nor no stocks, I pray. 
No profit grows where is no pleasure ta’en: 
In brief, sir, study what you most affect. 

Tranio leads Lucentio into the sports bar. 

LUCENTIO 
Grammercies, Tranio, well dost thou advise. 
But stay awhile, what company is this? 

The men play pool and listen to the conversation happening around them. 
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SCENE II: THE WOMEN 

BAPTISTA 
Hortensio, importune me no farther, 
For how I firmly am resolv’d you know: 
That is, not to bestow my youngest daughter 
Before I have a husband for the elder. 
If perchance you come to love Katherina, 
Leave shall you have to court her at your pleasure. 

HORTENSIO 
To cart her, rather. She’s too rough for me. 

LIBRARIAN 
By “cart her,” Hortensio is referring to a practice wherein Katherina would be 
drawn through the streets either in or behind an open cart. Carting was a common 
punishment for scolds, convicted prostitutes, and witches. 

KATHERINA 
I pray you, sir, is it your will 
To make a stale of me before this mate? 

LIBRARIAN 
A stale is a lower-class prostitute, also a “chess” pun. 

HORTENSIO 
“Mate,” maid? How mean you that? No mate for you 
Unless you were of gentler, milder mould. 

BIANCA 
I’faith, sir, you shall never need to fear. 
I know it is not half-way to her heart— 

KATHERINA 
But if it were, doubt not her care should be 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg’d stool 
And paint your face and use you like a fool. 

HORTENSIO 
From all such devils, Lord deliver us! 
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BAPTISTA 
Good Hortensio, that I may soon make good 
What I have said—Bianca, get you in; 
And let it not displease thee, good Bianca,  
For I will love thee ne’er the less, my girl. 

BIANCA 
Sir, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe: 
My books and instruments shall be my company,  
On them to look and practice by myself. 

HORTENSIO 
Signor Baptista, will you be so strange, 
To mew her up for this fiend of hell, 
And make her bear the penance of her tongue? 

BAPTISTA 
Content ye: I am resolv’d. Go in, daughters. 

KATHERINA 
Shall I be appoint’d hours, as though, belike, 
I knew not what to take and what to leave? O! 

Katherina and Bianca retreat to the backs of their cells. 

BAPTISTA 
I know Bianca taketh most delight 
In music, instruments and poetry, 
Thus schoolmasters I’ll keep within my house.  
If you, Hortensio, know of any such, 
Prefer them hither; for to cunning men 
I will be very kind, and liberal 
To mine own children in good bringing up. 

Exit Baptista. 

HORTENSIO 
To audience. 
By helping Baptista’s eldest daughter to a husband, I set his youngest free for a 
husband. There be good fellows in the world, an a man could light on them, would 
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take her with all her faults, and money enough. And I would give him the best 
horse in Padua to begin his wooing that would thoroughly woo her, wed her, bed 
her, and rid the house of her. 

Exit Hortensio. 
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SCENE III: LOVE TAKES HOLD 

LUCENTIO 
I pray thou tell’st me, is it possible 
That love should of a sudden take such hold? 
’Twas not Bianca, but Minerva spoke. 

LIBRARIAN 
Minerva was the Roman Equivalent of Athena, the Goddess of Wisdom, Strategic 
Warfare, and, according to a footnote in the Arden Shakespeare, of “Some of the 
Arts.” Also, she may have invented the flute. 

TRANIO 
Bianca, Minerva, or whomever it was: she dids’t not say much. 

LUCENTIO 
But in the lady’s silence did I see 
Maids’ mild behavior and sobriety. 

TRANIO 
Well said, master. When they’re mum, 
You can gaze your fill. 

LUCENTIO 
Tranio, I burn, I pine; I perish, Tranio, 
If I achieve not this young modest girl. 
Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst; 
Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

TRANIO 
Master, you look’d so longly on the maid, 
Perhaps you mark’d not what’s the pith of all. 
Her elder sister is so curst and shrewd 
That till the father rid his hands of her, 
Master, your love must live a maid at home, 
And therefore has he closely mew’d her up 
So that she will not be annoy’d with suitors. 

LUCENTIO 
Art thou not advis’d he took some care 
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To get her cunning schoolmasters to instruct her? 

TRANIO 
Ay, marry am I, sir—and now ’tis plotted. 

LUCENTIO 
I have it, Tranio. 

LUCENTIO and TRANIO 
Tell me thine first. 

Simultaneously: 

TRANIO 
   You will be schoolmaster 
And undertake the teaching of the maid. 

LUCENTIO 
   I will be schoolmaster 
And undertake the teaching of the maid. 

TRANIO 
Not possible: for who shall bear your part  
And be in Padua here Vincentio’s son,  
Keep house and ply his book, welcome his friends, 
Visit his countrymen and…banquet them? 

LUCENTIO 
We have not yet been seen in any house, 
Nor can we be distinguish’d by our faces 
For man and master. Then it follows thus: 
Thou shalt be master, Tranio, in my stead. 
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SONG #1: FREEDOM 

Katherina, Bianca, Widow, and Curtis realize that all the men have left the stage. 

WOMEN 
To audience. 
Hey you, bring me that microphone! Please—I have something important I need to 
say, and I can’t say it without a microphone. Please! Just come up here and grab it.  

Once they receive the mics, they sing: 

WOMEN 
You can say anything you want  
You can say anything you want 
You can say anything you want  
But you’re dead wrong 
You can blame anyone you want 
You can blame anyone you want 
You can blame anyone you want 
But you’re dead wrong 

I know I’m dangerous  
With these words in my mouth 
Threat to the ground 
You stand upon  
I know they said never 
Trust a woman  
She’s unpredictable  
Can’t govern the kingdom 

You can say anything you want  
You can say anything you want 
You can say anything you want  
But you’re dead wrong 
You can blame anyone you want 
You can blame anyone you want 
You can blame anyone you want 
But you’re dead wrong 

I know I’m dangerous  
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With these words in my mouth 
Threat to the ground 
You stand upon  
I know they said never 
Trust a woman  
She’s unpredictable  
Can’t govern the kingdom 

Sink my teeth in 
Won’t let go  
Made of plastic  
Feast for crows  
Grow your hair  
Until you know  
You’re only here 
For him to sow  

At this point, Hortensio, Petruchio, and Baptista disrupt the women’s song, until 
only Katherina is left to finish it. 

Fear is always with us 
but we don't have time for it now 
I have always believed that  
women are not victims 
We are agents of change 
We are drivers of progress 
We are makers of peace 
All we need is a fighting chance. 
I suppose I could have stayed home 
 and baked cookies all alone 
But what I decided to do  
Was to pursue my profession 
You have just one life to live.  
It is yours. Own it, claim it, live it 
We need to be as fearless  
As the women whose stories 
We have applauded, as committed  
as the dissidents and the activists  
You’ve looked to when all seems lost. 
It is often when the night looks darkest,  
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it is often before the fever breaks  
that one senses the gathering for change,  
It is often when the night looks darkest,  
it is often before the fever breaks  
that one senses the gathering for change,  
To every little girl who dreams big:  
Yes, you can be anything you want 
To every little girl who dreams big:  
Yes, you can be anything you want  
 — even president. 
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SCENE IV: MARRY ME TO A PUPPET 

Grumio accompanies Petruchio, though he does not speak. He sets up the pool 
balls and opens beers for the two men. 

HORTENSIO 
My friend Petruchio! What happy gale  
Blows you to Padua here from old Verona? 

PETRUCHIO 
Such wind as scatters young men through the world 
To seek their fortunes farther than at home, 
Where small experience grows. But in a few, 
Antonio my father is deceas’d, 
And I have thrust myself into this maze, 
Haply to wive and thrive as best I may; 
Crowns in my purse I have and goods at home, 
And so am come abroad to see the world. 

HORTENSIO 
Petruchio, shall I then come roundly to thee 
And wish thee to a shrewd, ill-favor’d wife? 
Thoud’st thank me but a little for my counsel: 
And yet I’ll promise thee she shall be rich, 
And very rich. But thou’rt too much my friend, 
and I’ll not wish thee to her. 

PETRUCHIO 
Signor Hortensio, ‘twixt such friends as we 
Few words suffice; and therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio’s wife— 
As wealth is music of my wooing dance— 
Be she as foul as was Florentius’ love, 
As old as Sibyl, and as curst and shrewd 
As Socrates’ Xanthippe or a worse, 
She moves me not—or not removes at least 
Affection’s edge in me—were she as rough 
As are the swelling Adriatic seas. 
I come to wive it wealthily in Padua; 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 
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LIBRARIAN 
“Florentius’ love” refers to John Gower’s Confessio Amantis, wherein Florent, in 
order to save his life, agrees to marry an old hag, who is later transformed into a 
young beauty. Sibyl was an aged prophetess granted as many years of life as there 
are grains in a handful of sand. Xanthippe was Socrates’ notoriously bad-tempered 
wife. Socrates is quoted as saying: “None of your soft-mouthed, docile animals for 
me. The horse for me to own must show some spirit. If I can tolerate her spirit, I 
can with ease attach myself to every human being else.” 

Petruchio enters Librarian’s cell and shuts her up. 

PETRUCHIO 
Foul, old, curst, shrewd, rough as the swelling Adriatic seas: 
I come to wive it wealthily in Padua; 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua! 

HORTENSIO 
Petruchio, since we’re stepped thus far in, 
I will continue that I broach’d in jest. 
I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 
With wealth enough, and young and beauteous, 
Brought up as best becomes a gentlewoman. 
Her only fault—and that is faults enough— 
Is that she is intolerable curst, 
And shrewd and froward so beyond all measure 
That, were my state far worser than it is,  
I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

PETRUCHIO 
Hortensio, peace; thou knowst not gold’s effect. 
To audience.  
Give me gold enough and marry me to a puppet, or an old trot with ne’er a tooth in 
her head, though she have as many diseases as two and fifty horses, why, nothing 
comes amiss—so money comes withal. 
Sings. 
Have I not in my time heard lions roar? 
Have I not heard the sea, puff’d up with winds, 
Rage like an angry boar chaf’d with sweat? 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 
He is joined by Hortensio and Grumio. 
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Loud ‘larums, neighing steeds and trumpets’ clang? 
And do you tell me of a woman’s tongue, 
That gives not half so great a blow to hear 
As will a chestnut in a farmer’s fire? 
Tush, tush, fright boys with bugs.  
Tell me her father’s name and ’tis enough, 
For I will board her though she chide as loud 
As thunder when the clouds in autumn crack. 

LIBRARIAN 
Here the Arden Shakespeare has a useful note: “Petruchio’s catalog of fearsome 
noises deflates into comparing a woman’s chatter to a chestnut fizzling in the fire.” 

HORTENSIO 
Her father is Baptista Minola, 
An affable and courteous gentleman; 
Her name is Katherina Minola,  
Renown’d in Padua for her scolding tongue. 

PETRUCHIO 
I know her father, though I know not her, 
And he knew my deceased father well. 
I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her, 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you 
To give you over at this first encounter. 

HORTENSIO 
Tarry, Petruchio, I must go with thee, 
For in Baptista’s keep my treasure is. 
He hath the jewel of my life in hold, 
His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca, 
And her withholds from me and from all men, 
Supposing it a thing impossible, 
For those defects I have before rehears’d, 
That ever Katherina will be woo’d. 
Therefore this order hath Baptista ta’en: 
That none shall have access unto Bianca 
Till Katherine the Curst have got a husband. 
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PETRUCHIO 
Katherine the Curst— 
A title for a maid of all titles the worst. 

HORTENSIO 
Now shall my friend Petruchio do me grace 
And offer me disguis’d in sober robes 
To old Baptista as a schoolmaster 
Well seen in music, to instruct Bianca, 
That so I may by this device at least 
Have leave and leisure to make love to her 
And unsuspected court her by herself. 

Grumio gives Petruchio a shave; Hortensio disguises himself. 

LIBRARIAN 
Now might be a good time to mention that Hortensio has had a years-long, on-
again, off-again affair with the Widow, seen stage left perpetually getting ready for 
something, for anything, for a change. I’d like to be able to tell you her name, but 
she is mentioned in the Dramatis Personae solely by her defining title of Widow. 

WIDOW 
To audience. 
Why, sirs, I trust I may have leave to speak, 
And speak I shall. I am no child, no babe. 
Your betters have endur’d me say my mind, 
And if you cannot, best you stop your ears. 
My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 
Or else my heart, concealing it, will break, 
And, rather than it shall, I will be free 
Even to the uttermost, as I please, in words. 

The Widow is stopped, lovingly, by Hortensio. 
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SCENE V: THE FACE THAT LAUNCHED A THOUSAND SHIPS 

Tranio is disguised as Lucentio; Lucentio is disguised as Cambio. 

TRANIO 
Gentlemen, God save you. If I may be bold, tell me, I beseech you, the readiest 
way to the house of Signor Baptista Minola, he that has the two fair daughters. 

HORTENSIO 
Are you a suitor to one of the maids you talk of? 

TRANIO 
And if I be, sir, is it any offense? 

HORTENSIO 
No, if without more words you’ll get you hence. 

TRANIO 
Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as free 
For me as for you? 

HORTENSIO 
   But so is not she, 
For she’s the chosen of Signor Hortensio. 

TRANIO 
Fair Leda’s daughter had a thousand wooers, 
And well one more may fair Bianca have. 
And so she shall: Lucentio shall make one, 
Though Paris came in hope to speed alone. 

LIBRARIAN 
Leda’s daughter was Helen of Troy, “the face that launched a thousand ships.” 
Paris stole Helen from her husband Menelaus. My notes are unclear as to how 
Helen felt about this. I found the following evocative quotation on the Helen of 
Troy Wikepedia page: “Her legs were the best; her mouth the cutest.” Many 
famous men have written about her, including Aristophanes, Homer, and Virgil.  

HORTENSIO 
Did you ever see Baptista’s daughter? 
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TRANIO 
No, sir, but hear I do that he hath two; 
The one as famous for a scolding tongue 
As is the other for beauteous modesty. 

PETRUCHIO 
Sir, sir, the first’s for me; let her go by, 
And understand you this of me in sooth: 
The youngest daughter whom you hearken for 
Her father keeps from all access of suitors, 
And will not promise her to any man 
Until the elder sister first be wed. 

TRANIO 
If it be so, sir, that you are the man 
And if you break the ice and do this feat— 
Achieve the elder, set the younger free 
For our access—whose hap shall be to have her 
I’ll not so graceless be to be ingrate. 
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SCENE VI: THE DOWRY 

They throw stones at Baptista’s window. 

PETRUCHIO 
Good morrow, friend Baptista. 

BAPTISTA 
     Good morrow, friend.  
God save you, gentlemen. 

PETRUCHIO 
    And you, good sir.  
Pray, have you not a daughter 
Call’d Katherina, fair and virtuous? 

BAPTISTA 
I have a daughter, sir, call’d Katherina. 

PETRUCHIO 
I am a gentleman of Verona, sir, 
That hearing of her beauty and her wit, 
Her affability and bashful modesty, 
Her wondrous qualities and mild behavior, 
Am bold to show myself a forward guest 
Within your house to make mine eye the witness 
Of that report which I so oft have heard, 
And for an entrance to my entertainment 
I do present you with a man of mine,  
Cunning in music and the mathematics, 
To instruct your daughters fully in those sciences, 
Whereof I know they are not ignorant. 
Accept of him or else you do me wrong. 
His name is Licio,  

LIBRARIAN 
Garlic. 

PETRUCHIO 
    born in Mantua. 
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BAPTISTA 
You’re welcome, sir, and he for your good sake. 
But for my daughter Katherine, this I know: 
She is not for your turn—the more my grief. 

PETRUCHIO 
I see you do not mean to part with her, 
Or else you like not of my company. 

BAPTISTA 
Mistake me not, I speak but as I find. 
Whence are you, sir? What may I call your name? 

PETRUCHIO 
Signor Baptista, my business asketh haste, 
And every day I cannot come to woo. 
You knew my father well, and in him me, 
Left solely heir to all his lands and goods, 
Which I have better’d rather than decreas’d. 
Petruchio is my name, Antonio’s son, 
A man well known throughout all Italy. 

BAPTISTA 
I know him well. You’re very welcome, sir. 

TRANIO 
Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine own 
That being a stranger in this city here, 
Do make myself a suitor to your daughter, 
Unto Bianca, fair and virtuous; 
And toward the education of your daughters  
I freely give unto you this young scholar  
Just as cunning in Latin and Greek 
As the other is in music and mathematics.  
His name is Cambio. Pray accept his service. 

BAPTISTA 
What is your name and of whence have you come? 
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TRANIO 
Of Pisa, sir, my name Lucentio, 
And son I am unto Vincentio. 

BAPTISTA 
A mighty man of Pisa—by report 
I know him well. You are welcome, sir. 
Now go you to my daughters and tell them both 
You are their tutors. Bid them use you well. 

Hortensio and Lucentio climb up to Bianca, fighting over who gets there first. 

PETRUCHIO 
Now tell me, if I get your daughter’s love, 
What dowry shall I have with her to wife? 

BAPTISTA 
After my death, the one half of my lands, 
And in possession twenty thousand crowns. 

LIBRARIAN 
You may be missing the “joke” here, which is that 20,000 crowns is a whole heck 
of a lot of money. For context, 20,000 crowns is about 5,000 pounds, and the very 
best butchers of the time made about 5 pounds a year. So I guess in Shakespeare’s 
day, when you considered that Baptista would be paying 1,000 years’ worth of 
butchers’ salaries to get rid of his daughter, this line would have gotten a big laugh. 

PETRUCHIO 
And for that dowry I’ll assure her of 
Her widowhood, be it that she survive me, 
In all my lands and leases whatsoever. 
Let specialties be therefore drawn between us, 
That covenants may be kept on either hand. 

BAPTISTA 
Ay, when the special thing is well obtain’d— 
That is, her love, for that is all in all. 

LIBRARIAN 
Is it, though? 
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PETRUCHIO 
Why, that is nothing, for I tell you, father, 
I’m as peremptory as she proud-minded, 
And where two raging fires meet together 
They do consume the thing that feeds their fury. 
Though little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all: 
So I to her, and so she yields to me, 
For I am rough and woo not like a babe. 

LIBRARIAN 
Interesting to note that whereas at first, Petruchio likens himself and Katherina to 
two fires of equal “rage” factor, immediately thereafter he shrinks her into a small 
fire and expands himself into a great wind. 

BAPTISTA 
Well mayst thou woo, and happy be thy speed. 
But be thou arm’d for some unhappy words. 

PETRUCHIO 
As mountains are for winds, that shake not though  
They blow perpetually.  

LIBRARIAN 
The man is a walking mixed metaphor. I can’t keep up. 

Exit Baptista. 
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SCENE VII: RAGING FIRES 

PETRUCHIO 
To audience. 
I’ll attend her here, and woo her with some spirit. 
Say that she rail, why then I’ll tell her plain 
She sings as sweetly as a nightingale; 
Say that she frown, I’ll say she looks as clear 
As morning roses newly wash’d with dew; 
Say she be mute and will not speak a word, 
Then I’ll commend her volubility 
And say she uttereth piercing eloquence. 
If she do bid me pack, I’ll give her thanks 
As though she bid me stay by her a week; 
If she deny to wed, I’ll crave the day 
When I’ll ask the banns, and when be married. 

LIBRARIAN 
Wedding banns are the public announcement in a Christian church of an impending 
marriage between two specified persons. The purpose of banns is to enable anyone 
to raise impediment to the marriage. 

Petruchio enters Katherina’s cell and lifts up the blanket. 

PETRUCHIO 
Good morrow, Kate, for that’s your name, I hear. 

KATHERINA 
Well have you heard, but something hard of hearing: 
They call me Katherine that do talk of me. 

PETRUCHIO 
You lie, in faith, for you are call’d plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and sometimes “Kate the Curst”; 
But Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom. 
Kate of Kate Hall, my super dainty Kate, 
Hearing thy mildness prais’d in every town, 
Thy virtues spoke of and thy beauty sounded— 
Yet not so deeply as to thee belongs— 
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Myself am mov’d to woo thee for my wife. 

KATHERINA 
‘Mov’d.’ In good time, let him that mov’d you hither 
Re-move you hence. I knew you at the first 
You were a movable. 

PETRUCHIO 
Why, what’s a movable? 

KATHERINA 
A joint-stool. 

PETRUCHIO 
Thou hast hit it: come, sit on me. 

KATHERINA 
Asses are made to bear, and so are you. 

PETRUCHIO 
Women are made to bear, and so are you. 

KATHERINA 
No such jade as you, if me you mean. 

PETRUCHIO 
Alas, good Kate, I will not burden thee, 
For, knowing thee to be but young and light— 

KATHERINA 
Too light for such a swain as you to catch, 
And yet as heavy as my weight should be. 

LIBRARIAN 
According to the Arden Shakespeare, Katherina is here referring to women who are 
no longer virgins. I am unclear as to whether these fallen women are the light ones 
or the heavy ones. 

PETRUCHIO 
‘Should be?’ Should—buzz. 
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KATHERINA 
Well ta’en, and like a buzzard. 

PETRUCHIO 
Come, come, you wasp, i’faith you are too angry. 

KATHERINA 
If I be waspish, best beware my sting. 

PETRUCHIO 
My remedy is then to pluck it out. 

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

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

KATHERINA 
In his tongue. 

PETRUCHIO 
Whose tongue? 

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

PETRUCHIO 
What, with my tongue in your tail? 
Nay, come again, good Kate, I am a gentleman— 

KATHERINA 
That I’ll try.  

She strikes him. 

PETRUCHIO 
I swear I’ll cuff you if you strike again. 
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KATHERINA 
So may you lose your arms. 
If you strike me you are no gentleman,  
And if no gentleman, why then, no arms. 

PETRUCHIO 
A herald, Kate? O, put me in thy books. 

KATHERINA 
What is your crest—a coxcomb? 

PETRUCHIO 
A combless cock, so Kate will be my hen. 

KATHERINA 
No cock of mine: you crow too like a craven. 

PETRUCHIO 
Nay, come, Kate, come; you must not look so sour. 

KATHERINA 
It is my fashion when I see a crab. 

PETRUCHIO 
Why, here’s no crab, and therefore look not sour. 

KATHERINA 
There is, there is. 

PETRUCHIO 
Then show it me. 

KATHERINA 
Had I a glass, I would. 

PETRUCHIO 
You mean my face? 

KATHERINA 
Well aim’d of such a young one. 
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PETRUCHIO 
Now, by Saint George, I am too young for you. 

KATHERINA 
Yet you are wither’d. 

PETRUCHIO 
’Tis with cares. 

KATHERINA 
I care not. 

PETRUCHIO 
Nay, hear you, Kate. In sooth, you scape not so. 

KATHERINA 
I chafe you if I tarry. Let me go. 

PETRUCHIO 
No, not a whit; I find you passing gentle. 
’Twas told me you were rough and coy and sullen, 
And now I find report a very liar, 
For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous, 
And slow in speech, yet sweet as springtime flowers; 
Thou canst not frown, thou canst not look askance, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will, 
Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk; 
But thou with mildness entertain’st thy wooers 
With gentle conference, soft and affable. 
Why does the world report that Kate doth limp? 
O slanderous world! Kate like the hazel twig 
Is straight and slender, and as brown in hue 
As hazelnuts, and sweeter than the kernels. 
O, let me see thee walk. Thou dost not halt. 

KATHERINA 
Go, fool, and whom thou keep’st, command. 

PETRUCHIO 
Did ever Dian  
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LIBRARIAN 
(Roman goddess of hunting and chastity) 

PETRUCHIO 
  so become a grove 
As Kate this corner with her princely gait? 
O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate, 
And then let Kate be chaste and Dian sportful. 

KATHERINA 
Where did you study all this goodly speech? 

PETRUCHIO 
It is extempore, from my mother-wit. 

KATHERINA 
A witty mother, witless else her son. 

PETRUCHIO 
Am I not wise? 

KATHERINA 
Yes, keep you warm. 

PETRUCHIO 
Marry, so I mean, sweet Katherine, in thy bed. 
And therefore, setting all this chat aside, 
Thus in plain terms: your father hath consented 
That you shall be my wife, your dowry ‘greed on, 
And will you, nill you, I will marry you. 

PETRUCHIO 
Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn, 
For, by this light whereby I see thy beauty— 
Thou must be marri’d to no man but me, 
For I am he am born to tame you, Kate, 
And bring you from a wild Kate to a Kate 
Conformable as other household Kates. 
Here comes your father. Never make denial: 
I must and will have Katherine to my wife. 
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SCENE VIII: ’TIS A MATCH 

BAPTISTA 
Signor Petruchio, how speed you with my daughter? 

PETRUCHIO 
How but well, sir? How but well? 

BAPTISTA 
Why, how now, daughter Katherine, in your dumps? 

KATHERINA 
Call you me daughter? Now I promise you 
You’ve show’d a tender fatherly regard 
To wish me wed to one half lunatic, 
A madcap ruffian and a swearing Jack 
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 

BAPTISTA 
Why, how now, dame, whence grows this insolence? 
For shame, thou hilding of a devilish spirit, 

LIBRARIAN 
Baggage; good-for-nothing. 

BAPTISTA 
Go ply thy needle, meddle not with him. 

LIBRARIAN 
You’re only fit for sewing. 

PETRUCHIO 
Father, ’tis thus: yourself and all the world 
That talk’d of her have talk’d amiss of her. 
If she be curst, it is for policy, 

LIBRARIAN 
It’s strategy. 
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PETRUCHIO 
For she’s not froward, but modest as the dove; 
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn; 
For patience she will prove a second Grissel, 

LIBRARIAN: 
A model of wifely patience, 

PETRUCHIO 
And Roman Lucrece for her chastity; 

LIBRARIAN 
A model of wifely chastity who, after being raped by Tarquin, killed herself. 

PETRUCHIO 
And to conclude, we’ve ’greed so well together 
That upon Sunday is the wedding day. 

KATHERINA 
I’ll see thee hang’d on Sunday first. 

BAPTISTA 
Hark, Petruchio, she says she’ll see thee hang’d first. 

PETRUCHIO 
’Tis bargain’d ’twixt us twain, being alone,  
That she shall still be curst in company. 
I tell you, ’tis incredible to believe 
How much she loves me. O, the kindest Kate, 
She hung about my neck, and kiss on kiss 
She vied so fast, protesting oath on oath, 
That in a twink she won me to her love. 
Give me thy hand, Kate, I will unto Venice 
To buy apparel ’gainst the wedding day; 
Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests. 
I will be sure my Katherine shall be fine. 

BAPTISTA 
I know not what to say, but give me your hands. 
God send you joy, Petruchio, ’tis a match. 
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PETRUCHIO 
My Father, and my dearest wife, adieu. 
I will to Venice. Sunday comes apace. 
We will have rings, and things, and fine array, 
And kiss me, Kate, “We will be marri’d o’Sunday.” 

Exeunt Petruchio and Baptista. 

KATHERINA 
Sings. 
Sink my teeth in 
Won’t let go  
Made of plastic  
Feast for crows  
Grow your hair  
Until you know  
You’re only here 
For him to sow 
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SCENE IX: FIDDLER FORBEAR 

Hortensio plays music for Bianca. 

LUCENTIO 
Fiddler, forbear—you grow too forward, sir. 

HORTENSIO 
Please give me leave to have prerogative, 
And when in music we have spent an hour, 
Your lecture shall have leisure for as much. 

LUCENTIO 
Preposterous ass, that never read so far 
To know the cause why music was ordain’d! 
Was it not to refresh the mind of man 
After his studies or his usual pain? 
Then give me leave to read philosophy 
And, when I pause, serve in your harmony. 

HORTENSIO 
Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of thine. 

BIANCA 
Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong 
To strive for that which resteth in my choice. 
I am no breeching scholar in the schools: 
I’ll not be tied to hours nor ’pointed times 
But learn my lessons as I please myself. 

HORTENSIO 
But Cambio— 

BIANCA 
And to cut off all strife, here sit we down. 
Take you your instrument, play you the whiles; 
His lecture will be done ere you have tun’d. 

HORTENSIO 
You’ll leave his lecture when I am in tune? 
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LUCENTIO 
To Bianca.  
That will be never.  
To Hortensio.  
Tune your instrument. 

BIANCA 
Where left we last? 

LUCENTIO 
Here, Madam: 

Hic ibat Simois, hic est Sigeia tellus, 
Hic steterat Priami regia celsa senis. 

LIBRARIAN 
“Here flowed the Simois; this is the Sigeian land [Troy]; here stood the lofty palace 
of ancient Priam.” Surrounded by unwelcome suitors, Penelope, Odysseus’ faithful 
wife, writes this to her husband. 

LUCENTIO 
Hic ibat, as I told you before; Simois, I am Lucentio; hic est, son unto Vincentio of 
Pisa; Sigeia tellus, disguised thus to get your love; hic steterat, and that Lucentio 
that comes a-wooing; Priami, is my man Tranio; regia, bearing my port; celsa 
senis, that we might beguile the old pantaloon. 

LIBRARIAN 
“The old pantaloon” refers to a character, Gremio, who has, in this adaptation, been 
cut; so here, we encourage you to think of the line as meaning, “We will fool your 
father Baptista.” 

BIANCA 
Now let me see if I can construe it: 
Hic ibat Simois, I know you not, 
Hic est Sigeia tellus, I trust you not; 
Hic steterat Priami, take heed he hear us not, 
Regia, presume not, Celsa senis, despair not.
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HORTENSIO 
Madam, my instrument’s in tune. 

He strums. 

BIANCA 
Fie, the treble jars. 

HORTENSIO 
Yet hear the scale of Hortensio: 
Do, I plead Hortensio’s passion 
Re, Take him for thy lord 
Mi, That loves with all affection 
Fa, Show pity, or he dies 
Sew, A needle pulling thread— 

BIANCA 
Alas, good sirs, I pray you leave me be. 
You know tomorrow is the wedding day, 
And I must…figure out what to wear. 

LIBRARIAN 
A lazy rewrite on the part of the adaptor. 

LUCENTIO 
Farewell, sweet mistress, till another day. 

Exeunt Lucentio and Hortensio. 
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SONG #2: WEDDING SONG: 

Baptista laces Katherina up in her wedding dress, while she sings: 

KATHERINA 
Are you trying 
To start a war? 
I don’t know what 
I’ve been waiting for  
Pull the drawstrings  
Tighter I dare you  

I’ll only take up 
More space in  
This dingy room  
The sweet smell 
Of perfume  
Bears down on me 
Til I can’t move 

WOMEN 
I don’t know what 
I’ve been waiting for  
This imagined bliss 
Now you may kiss the bride  
Push me aside  
I’m your manly accolade  
Am I too loud? 
 I’ll take this outside 

KATHERINA 
I said I was done  
Gunning to get closer 
To where I’m supposed 
To come from  
But I keep my lips  
Sealed like an envelope 
And my words enclosed 
Post marked so they know 
That this idea was yours 
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This terrible idea was yours 
This idea was yours  

WOMEN 
Slipping away  
See my white flag wave  
Take my hand  
I promise I will stay  

Slipping away  
See my white flag wave  
Take my hand  
I promise I will stay  

KATHERINA 
Teach me how to be a good wife 
Teach me how to live a lonely life 
Teach me how to leave my dreams 
I’ll mend this if you rip the seams  

Teach me how to be a good wife 
Teach me how to live a lonely life 
Teach me how to leave my dreams 
I’ll mend this if you rip the seams 
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SCENE X: THE WEDDING 

All await an extremely late Petruchio. Finally he enters, dressed as a lion tamer, 
with Grumio, dressed as a priest. 

PETRUCHIO 
Come, where be these gallants? Who’s at home? 
How does my father? Gentles, methinks you frown, 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company 
As if they saw some wondrous monument, 
Some comet or unusual prodigy? 

BAPTISTA 
Why sir, you know this is your wedding day. 
First were we sad, fearing you would not come, 
Now sadder that you come so unprovided, 
An eyesore to our solemn festival. 

PETRUCHIO 
Where is Kate? I stay too long from her, 
The morning wears. I say, ’tis time to wed! 

LIBRARIAN 
If anyone can show any just cause why Katherina and Petruchio may not lawfully 
be joined together, let them now speak. 

Grumio binds together the hands of Petruchio and Katherina. They kiss. 

PETRUCHIO 
Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your pains. 
I know you think to dine with me today 
And have prepar’d great store of wedding cheer, 
But so it is my haste doth call me hence 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 

BAPTISTA 
Is’t possible you will away tonight? 

PETRUCHIO 
I must away today before night comes. 

!38



Make it no wonder: if you knew my business 
You would entreat me rather go than stay. 
And, honest company, I thank you all 
That have beheld me give myself away 
To this most patient, sweet and virtuous wife. 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me, 
For I must hence, and farewell to you all. 

BAPTISTA 
Let us entreat you stay till after dinner. 

PETRUCHIO 
It may not be. 

HORTENSIO 
Let me entreat you. 

PETRUCHIO 
It cannot be. 

KATHERINA 
Let me entreat you. 

PETRUCHIO 
I am content. 

KATHERINA  
Are you content to stay? 

PETRUCHIO 
I am content you shall entreat me stay— 
But yet not stay, entreat me how you can. 

KATHERINA 
Now if you love me, stay. 

PETRUCHIO 
Grumio, my horse. 
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LIBRARIAN 
We definitely did not have the budget for a horse. 

KATHERINA 
The door is open, sir, there lies your way. 
But do what thou canst, I will not go today, 
No, nor tomorrow—not till I please myself. 

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

KATHERINA 
I will be angry, whatever thou shalt do. 
Father, be quiet; he shall stay my leisure. 
Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner. 
I see a woman may be made a fool 
If she had not a spirit to resist. 

PETRUCHIO 
Obey the bride, you that attend on her. 
Go to the feast, revel and domineer, 
Carouse full measure to her maidenhead, 
Be mad and merry, or go hang yourselves; 
But for my bonny Kate, she must with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor fret, 
I will be master of what is mine own. 
She is my goods, my chattels; she is my house, 
My household-stuff, my field, my barn, 
My horse, my ox, my ass, my anything, 
And here she stands. Touch her whoever dare, 
I’ll bring mine action on the proudest he 
That stops my way in Padua. Grumio,  
Draw forth thy weapon,  

Grumio grabs a broom from Curtis’ platform and starts sweeping at the guests. 

    we are beset with thieves; 
Rescue thy mistress, if thou be a man. 
Fear not, sweet wench, they shall not touch thee, Kate; 
I’ll buckler thee against a million. 
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Exeunt Grumio and Petruchio, with Katherina in his arms. 

LUCENTIO 
Mistress, what’s your opinion of your sister? 

BIANCA 
That being mad herself, she’s madly mated. 

LUCENTIO 
I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 

LIBRARIAN 
Has caught the disease of “the Kate.” 

BAPTISTA 
Neighbors and friends, though bride and bridegroom wants 
For to supply the places at the table, 
You know there wants no sweetmeats at the feast. 
Lucentio, you shall supply bridegroom, 
And let Bianca take her sister’s place. 

TRANIO 
Shall sweet Bianca practice how to bride it? 

BAPTISTA 
She shall, Lucentio. Come gentlemen, let’s go. 

Exeunt Baptista, Lucentio, Tranio, and Hortensio. 
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SONG #3: NICE GIRL: 

BIANCA 
I wonder what it’s like to be a nice girl 
Keep your voice down while the bombs drop  
Don’t trouble me with all your sweet talk 
I wonder what it’s like to be a nice girl 

I wonder what it’s like to be a nice girl  
Standing there in your short dress  
He won’t listen if you wear the pants 
But he’s your Mr. President  

BIANCA, WIDOW  
Nice girl 
Cast your vote 
Watch me choke 
Nice girl 

Nice girl 
Cast your vote 
Watch me choke 
Hey, oh, oh, oh 

WIDOW 
I wonder what it’s like to be a nice girl 
Keep your voice down while the bombs drop  
Don’t trouble me with all your sweet talk 
I wonder what it’s like to be a nice girl 

I wonder what it’s like to be a nice girl 
Thinking that he’s all there is  
While he profits off your ignorance  
I wonder what it’s like to be a nice girl 

BIANCA, WIDOW 
Nice girl 
Cast your vote 
Watch me choke 
Hey nice girl 
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Nice girl 
Cast your vote 
Watch me choke 
Hey 

*INTERMISSION* 
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ACT II 
SCENE I: OUT OF THE SADDLE, INTO THE DIRT 

GRUMIO 
Fie, fie on all tired horses, on all mad masters, and on all foul ways! Was ever man 
so beaten? Was ever man so drenched? Was ever man so weary? I am sent before 
to make a fire, and they are coming after to warm them. Now were not I a little pot 
and soon hot, my very lips might freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the roof of my 
mouth, my heart in my belly, ere I should come by a fire to thaw me. Holla, ho, 
Curtis! 

CURTIS 
Who is’t that calls so coldly? 

GRUMIO 
A piece of ice. If thou doubt it, thou mayst slide from my shoulder to my heel with 
no greater a run but my head and neck. A fire, good Curtis. 

CURTIS 
Are my master and his wife coming, Grumio? 

GRUMIO 
Ay, Curtis, ay—and therefore fire! 

CURTIS 
Is she so hot a shrew as she’s reported? 

GRUMIO 
She was, good Curtis, before this frost; but thou knowst winter tames man, woman 
and beast, for it hath tamed my old master, and my new mistress, and myself, 
fellow Curtis. 

CURTIS 
Away, you three-inch fool, I am no beast. 

GRUMIO 
Am I but three inches? Why, thy horn is a foot, and so long am I at the least.  

!44



LIBRARIAN 
Curtis begins with a jibe at Grumio’s height, which Grumio then chooses to 
interpret as a phallic slur. In this librarian’s humble opinion, the joke doesn’t work, 
since the adaptor has chosen to make Curtis a woman, and references to her “horn” 
are confusing. 

GRUMIO 
But wilt thou make a fire, or shall I complain on thee to our master, whose hand 
thou shalt soon feel, to thy cold comfort, for being slow in thy hot office? 

CURTIS 
I prithee, good Grumio, tell me, how goes the world? 

GRUMIO 
A cold world, Curtis, in every office but thine—and therefore fire. 

CURTIS 
There’s fire ready already—and therefore news! 

GRUMIO 
Why, therefore, fire, for I have caught extreme cold. Where’s the cook, is supper 
ready, the house trimmed, cobwebs swept, the servingmen dressed? The Jacks fair 
within, the Jills fair without, the carpets laid, and everything in order? 

CURTIS 
All ready, and therefore, I pray thee, news. 

GRUMIO 
First, know my horse is tired, my master and mistress fallen out— 

CURTIS 
How? 

GRUMIO 
Out of their saddles. Into the dirt. And thereby hangs a tale… 

LIBRARIAN 
And the title of this adaptation! 
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CURTIS 
Let’s ha’t, good Grumio. 

GRUMIO 
Lend thine ear. 

CURTIS 
Here. 

GRUMIO 
Flicks her ear. 
There. 

CURTIS 
This ’tis to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

GRUMIO 
That flick was but to ring at your ear and beseech listening. Now I begin. Inprimis, 
we came down a foul hill, my master riding behind my mistress— 

CURTIS 
Both of one horse? 

GRUMIO 
What’s that to thee? 

CURTIS 
Why, a horse. 

GRUMIO 
Tell thou the tale! But, hadst thou not crossed me, thou shouldst have heard how 
her horse fell, and she under her horse; thou shouldst have heard how she was 
bemoiled, 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 prayed that never prayed before, how I cried, how the horses ran 
away, how her bridle burst, how I lost my crupper— 

LIBRARIAN 
Leather saddle strap. 
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GRUMIO 
—with many things of worthy memory which now shall die in oblivion, and thou 
return unexperienced to thy grave.  

CURTIS 
By this reckoning he is more shrew than she. 

GRUMIO 
Ay, and that thou and the proudest of you all shall find when he comes home. But 
what talk I of this? Call forth Nathaniel, Adam, Gregory, Rafe, Nicholas, Peter, 
Philip, Walter, Sugarsop, and the rest.  

CURTIS 
Do you hear, ho? You must meet my master to countenance my mistress. 

GRUMIO 
Why, she hath a face of her own. 

CURTIS 
Who knows not that? 

GRUMIO 
Thou, it seems, that calls for company to countenance her. 

CURTIS 
I call them forth to credit her. 

GRUMIO 
Why, she comes to borrow nothing of them. 

PETRUCHIO 
What ho, Grumio! 

GRUMIO 
Silence! I hear my master. 
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SCENE II: TILL SHE STOOP 

Enter Petruchio and Katherina, riding the broomstick. 

PETRUCHIO 
Where be these knaves? What, no one at door 
To hold my stirrup nor to take my horse? 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Peter? 

CURTIS 
Here, here sir, here sir. 

LIBRARIAN 
Now in this scene, the adaptor has chosen to have one actress, [Name of actress 
playing Curtis], play all of Petruchio’s servants. I believe that the adaptor is 
making a statement by casting a single woman as Curtis, Nathaniel, Adam, 
Gregory, Rafe, Nicholas, Peter, Philip, Walter, and Sugarsop, but I am not sure 
what that statement is. 

PETRUCHIO 
You peasant swain, you whoreson malthorse drudge, 
Did I not bid thee meet me in the park 
And bring along these rascal knaves with thee? 

GRUMIO 
Nathaniel’s coat, sir, was not fully made,  
And Gregory’s pumps were all unpink’d i’th’heel; 
There was no link to color Peter’s hat,  
And Walter’s dagger was not come from sheathing; 
There were none fine but Adam, Rafe and Sugarsop, 
The rest were ragged, old and beggarly. 
Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you. 

PETRUCHIO 
Go, rascals, go, and fetch my supper in. 
Sings: 
  Needles and pins, needles and pins, 
 When a man marries, his trouble begins. 
Sit down, Kate, and welcome.  
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Curtis brings supper. 
Why, when, I say? Nay, good sweet Kate, be merry. 
Off with my boots, you rogue, you villain: when? 
Out, you rogue, you pluck my foot awry. 
Take that, and mend the plucking off the other. 
Be merry, Kate. Some water here. What ho! 
Where’s my spaniel Troilus? Where are my slippers?  

Curtis brings water. Grumio brings slippers. 

Come, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily. 
You whoreson villain, will you let it fall? 

KATHERINA 
Patience, I pray you, ’twas a fault unwilling. 

PETRUCHIO 
A whoreson beetle-headed, flap-ear’d knave. 

LIBRARIAN 
Thick-headed, with pendulous, floppy ears. 

PETRUCHIO 
Come, Kate, sit down, I know you have a stomach. 
Will you give thanks, sweet Kate, or else shall I? 
What’s this—mutton? 

CURTIS 
Ay. 

PETRUCHIO 
Who brought it? 

CURTIS 
I. 

PETRUCHIO 
’Tis burnt, and so is all the meat. 
What dog is this? Where is the rascal cook? 
How durst you villain bring it to the table 
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And serve it thus to me that love it not? 
There, take it to you, trenchers, food, and all; 
You heedless jolt-head and unmanner’d slave. 

Grumio exits with the dishes. 

KATHERINA 
I pray you, husband, be not so disquiet. 
The meat was well, if you were so contented. 

PETRUCHIO 
I tell thee, Kate, ’twas burnt and dried away, 
And you expressly are forbid to touch it; 
For it engenders choler, planteth anger, 
And better ‘twere that both of us did fast, 
Since, of ourselves, ourselves are choleric, 
Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh. 
Be patient, tomorrow’t shall be mended, 
And for this night we’ll fast for company. 
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. 
To audience. 
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-gorg’d, 
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. 

LIBRARIAN 
Interrupting Petruchio. 
Petruchio here divulges his wooing strategy. His plan to “man” Kate exactly 
parallels how a falconer “mans” a hawk. Such strategies were a means not just of 
dominating a wild, rebellious creature (invariably identified as feminine) but also 
of distinguishing oneself from other men. Elaborately detailed instructions in early 
modern falconry manuals, such as Latham’s Falconry— 

Petruchio enters the Librarian’s cell and places a hand over her mouth. 
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PETRUCHIO 
She ate no meat today, nor none shall eat;  
Last night she slept not, nor tonight she shall not. 
As with the meat, some undeserved fault 
I’ll find about the making of the bed, 
And here I’ll fling the pillow, there the bolster, 
This way the coverlet, another way the sheets. 
Ay, and amid this hurly I intend 
That all is done in reverend care of her; 
And in conclusion she shall watch all night, 
And if she chance to nod I’ll rail and brawl 
And with the clamor keep her still awake. 

The women start to scream. 
  
This is a way to kill a wife with kindness, 
And thus I’ll curb her mad and headstrong humor. 

Curtis claps a hand over Katherina’s mouth, Lucentio over Bianca’s, and 
Hortensio over Widow’s. 

He that knows better how to tame a shrew, 
Now let him speak; ’tis charity to show. 

During the following song, Lucentio and Bianca slow dance, Hortensio gives the 
Widow a necklace, and Petruchio plays pool. 
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SONG #4: HUNGRY 

KATHERINA 
Wasting away, got nothing to eat  
My mind is playing tricks on me 
Starve the women ’till they can’t speak 
Otherwise we’ll take to the streets 

KATHERINA, CURTIS 
Oh, tell me, tell me, tell me, tell me  
Why I’m seeing double 
Tell me, tell me, tell me, tell me  
Will you make it stop? 
Oh, baby, baby, baby, baby 
What’s in it for me? 
Hungry, hungry, hungry, hungry 
Don’t know what I want  

CURTIS 
Can’t build a home with these brittle bones 
But I keep picking up the phone  
Killing me slowly, can’t do this alone 
So I keep on going back for more  

KATHERINA, CURTIS 
Oh, tell me, tell me, tell me, tell me  
Why I’m seeing double 
Tell me, tell me, tell me, tell me  
Will you make it stop? 
Oh, baby, baby, baby, baby 
What’s in it for me? 
Hungry, hungry, hungry, hungry 
I can’t get out now 

Wasting away, got nothing to eat  
My mind is playing tricks on me 
Starve the women ‘till they can’t speak 
Otherwise we’ll take to the streets 
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SCENE III: KINDNESS IN WOMEN 

TRANIO 
Is’t possible, friend Licio, that mistress Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio? 
I tell you, sir, she bears me fair in hand. 

HORTENSIO 
Sir, to satisfy you in what I’ve said, 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 

LUCENTIO 
Now, mistress, profit you in what you read? 

BIANCA 
What master read you? First resolve me that. 

LUCENTIO 
I read that I profess, The Art to Love.  

LIBRARIAN 
Ars Amatoria, written by Ovid. 

BIANCA 
And may you prove, sir, master of your art. 

LUCENTIO 
While you, sweet dear, prove mistress of my heart. 

HORTENSIO 
Now tell me, you that swore your mistress Bianca 
Lov’d none in the world so well as Lucentio— 

TRANIO 
O spiteful love, unconstant womankind! 
I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

LIBRARIAN 
To be wondered at. Not “wonderful” as in “awesome.” 
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HORTENSIO 
Mistake no more, I am not Licio, 
Nor a musician, as I seem to be. 
Know, sir, that I am called Hortensio. 

TRANIO 
Signor Hortensio, I have often heard 
Of your entire affection to Bianca; 
And since mine eyes are witness of her lightness 
I will with you, if you be so contented, 
Forswear Bianca and her love forever. 

LIBRARIAN 
Her lightness: remember earlier in the play, when I wondered if fallen women were 
heavy or light? I think we have our answer. 

HORTENSIO 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow 
Never to woo her more, but to forswear her 
As one unworthy all the former favors 
That I have fondly flattered her withal. 
I will be married to the wealthy widow 
Ere three days pass, which hath as long lov’d me 
As I have lov’d this proud disdainful haggard. 

LIBRARIAN 
Remember the Widow? Here she is at last, a part of the story. Welcome Widow!  

WIDOW 
To audience. 
“Life” in this “society” being, at best, an utter bore, and no aspect of “society” 
being at all relevant to women, there remains to civic-minded, responsible, thrill-
seeking females only to overthrow the government, eliminate the money system, 
institute complete automation and eliminate the male sex. 

The Widow is stopped, lovingly, by Hortensio. 

HORTENSIO 
But first I’ll off to good Petruchio’s 
To see how fares he with our shrewish Kate. 
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And so farewell, Signor Lucentio. 
Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks, 
Shall win my love; and so I take my leave. 

Exit Hortensio. 

TRANIO 
Mistress Bianca, Master Lucentio, 
I have forsworn you with Hortensio. 
I’faith, he’ll have the lusty widow now 
That shall be wooed and wedded in a day. 

LIBRARIAN 
Widows, especially as represented in drama and popular pamphlets, were linked 
with a lusty sexual appetite and thought apt for quick courtship and marriage. 
Thomas Becon in 1560 advises remarriage to prevent unchaste behavior, “For how 
light, vain, trifling, unhonest, and unhousewife-like, young widows have always 
been.” 

LUCENTIO 
Then we at last are rid of “Licio.” 

BIANCA 
God give him joy. 

TRANIO 
Ay, for he’ll tame her, too. 

BIANCA 
He says so, Tranio? 

TRANIO 
Faith, he is gone unto the taming school. 

BIANCA 
The taming school? What, is there such a place? 

TRANIO 
Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the master 
Of taming shrews and charming their chatt’ring tongues. 
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LUCENTIO 
Let’s to your father and make the matter good 
To pass assurance of a dower in marriage, 
And to reveal to him the real Lucentio. 

Exeunt Lucentio and Tranio. 
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SCENE IV: TOO CHOLERIC A MEAT 

KATHERINA 
I prithee, go and get me some repast— 
I care not what, so it be wholesome food. 

CURTIS 
What say you to a neat’s foot? 

KATHERINA 
’Tis passing good; I prithee, let me have it. 

CURTIS 
I fear it is too choleric a meat. 
How say you to a fat tripe finely broiled? 

KATHERINA 
I like it well; dear Curtis, fetch it me. 

CURTIS 
I cannot tell, I fear ’tis choleric. 
What say you to a piece of beef and mustard? 

KATHERINA 
A dish that I do love to feed upon. 

CURTIS 
Ay, but the mustard is too hot a little. 

KATHERINA 
Why then, the beef, and let the mustard rest. 

CURTIS 
Nay then, I will not: you shall have the mustard 
Or else you get no beef of your Curtis. 

KATHERINA 
Then both, or one, or anything thou wilt. 
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CURTIS 
Why then, the mustard without the beef. 

KATHERINA 
Go, get thee gone, thou false deluding slave 
That feed’st me with the very name of meat. 
Sorrow on thee  
To audience. 
       and all the pack of you 
That triumph thus upon my misery. 
Go, get thee gone, I say. 
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SCENE V: PLUCK UP THY SPIRITS 

PETRUCHIO 
How fares my Kate? What, sweeting, all amort? 

LIBRARIAN 
Sweetheart, sick to death? 

HORTENSIO 
Mistress, what cheer? 

KATHERINA 
Faith, as cold as can be. 

PETRUCHIO 
Pluck up thy spirits, look cheerfully upon me. 
He reveals a platter of meat. 
Here, love, thou seest how diligent I am 
To dress thy meat myself and bring it thee. 
I am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness merits thanks. 
What, not a word? Nay then, thou lov’st it not, 
And all my pains is sorted to no proof. 
To audience. 
Here, take away this dish. 

KATHERINA 
I pray you, let it stand. 

PETRUCHIO 
The poorest service is repaid with thanks, 
And so shall mine before you touch the meat. 

KATHERINA 
I thank you, sir. 

HORTENSIO 
Come, Mistress Kate, I’ll bear you company. 

PETRUCHIO 
Eat it up all, Hortensio, if thou lovest me. 
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Kate, eat apace; and now, my honey love, 
Will we return unto thy father’s house 
And revel it as bravely as the best, 
With silken coats and caps, and golden rings, 
With scarves and fans, and double change of bravery, 
With amber bracelets, beads and all this knavery. 

Exit Petruchio and Hortensio with all the food. 

CURTIS 
Sings. 
Oh, tell me, tell me, tell me, tell me  
Why I’m seeing double 
Tell me, tell me, tell me, tell me  
Will you make it stop? 
Oh, baby, baby, baby, baby 
What’s in it for me? 
Hungry, hungry, hungry, hungry 
I can’t get out now 
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SCENE VI: TO MAKE A PUPPET 

Enter Petruchio holding Katherina’s Hillary jacket and wig. 

PETRUCHIO 
Curtis: this dress you made, ’tis lewd and filthy: 
The cap: a toy, a trick, a walnut shell. 

CURTIS 
You bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the fashion and the time. 

PETRUCHIO 
Marry, and did; but if you be remember’d, 
I did not bid you mar it to the time. 

CURTIS 
Your worship is deceiv’d; the gown is made 
Just as my master had direction. 

PETRUCHIO 
I’ll none of it. Hence, make your best of it. 

KATHERINA 
I never saw a better-fashion’d gown, 
More quaint, more pleasing, more commendable. 
Belike you mean to make a puppet of me. 

LIBRARIAN 
A puppet: a stringed mechanism whose movements are controlled by a puppet-
master, who pulls the strings; a child’s doll. 

PETRUCHIO 
Why true, she means to make a puppet of thee. 

CURTIS 
She says your worship means to make a puppet of her. 

PETRUCHIO 
O monstrous arrogance! Thou liest, thou thread, thou thimble, 
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Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail, 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter-cricket, thou! 
Brav’d in mine own house with a skein of thread? 
Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant. 
I tell thee, I, that thou hast marr’d her gown. 
To Katherina. 
Well, come, my Kate, we will unto your father’s, 
Even in these honest mean habiliments: 
Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor, 
For ’tis the mind that makes the body rich. 
And therefore frolic: we will hence forthwith 
To feast and sport us at thy father’s house. 
Let’s see, I think ’tis now some seven o’clock, 
And well we may come there by dinner time. 

KATHERINA 
I dare assure you, sir, ’tis almost two,  
And ’twill be supper-time ere we arrive. 

PETRUCHIO 
Look what I speak, or do, or think to do, 
You are still crossing it. Well, let’t alone. 
I will not go today, or ere I do, 
It shall be what o’clock I say it is. 
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SCENE VII: LOVE’S MIRACLES 

BAPTISTA 
So Cambio is chang’d to Lucentio. 

LUCENTIO 
Love wrought these miracles. Bianca’s love 
Made me exchange my state with Tranio 
While he did bear my countenance in town, 
And happily have I arriv’d at last 
Unto the wish’d for heaven of my bliss. 

BAPTISTA 
Right true it is that you Lucentio here 
Doth love my daughter, and she loveth you 
And therefore if you do no more than this, 
To pass my daughter a sufficient dower, 
You’ll have Bianca with my full consent. 

LUCENTIO 
Sir, I thank you. At my lodging shall 
We pass the business privately and well, 
And after documents have been drawn up, 
I’ll to Saint Luke’s to bid the priest be ready 
To marry us without further ado. 

Exeunt. 

LIBRARIAN 
Here, the adaptor has cut the following impenetrable line: “I knew a wench 
married in an afternoon as she went to the garden for parsley to stuff a rabbit.” 
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SCENE VIII: EVERMORE CROSSED 

PETRUCHIO 
Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the moon! 

KATHERINA 
The moon? The sun; it is not moonlight now. 

PETRUCHIO 
I say it is the moon that shines so bright. 

KATHERINA 
I know it is the sun that shines so bright. 

PETRUCHIO 
Now by my mother’s son—and that’s myself— 
It shall be moon or star or what I list 
Or e’er I journey to your father’s house. 
To Grumio.  
Go on and fetch our horses back again. 

LIBRARIAN 
Again, horses were not in the budget. 

PETRUCHIO 
Evermore cross’d and cross’d, nothing but cross’d. 

GRUMIO 
Say as he says, or we shall never go. 

KATHERINA 
Forward, I pray, since we have come so far, 
And be it moon or sun or what you please, 
And if you please to call it a rush-candle, 
Henceforth I vow it shall be so for me. 

PETRUCHIO 
I say it is the moon. 
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KATHERINA 
I know it is the moon. 

PETRUCHIO 
Nay then, you lie; it is the blessed sun. 

KATHERINA 
Then God be blest, it is the blessed sun, 
But sun it is not, when you say it’s not, 
And the moon changes even as your mind. 
What you will have it nam’d, even that it is, 
And thus it shall be so for Katherine. 
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SCENE IX: UNTOWARD 

Enter Baptista. 

PETRUCHIO 
But soft, what company is coming here? 
Good morrow, gentle mistress, where away? 
Tell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 
Hast thou beheld a fresher gentlewoman, 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks? 
As those two eyes become that heavenly face? 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee. 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty’s sake. 

KATHERINA 
Young budding virgin, fair, and fresh, and sweet, 
Whither away, or where is thy abode? 
Happy the parents of so fair a child;  
Happier the man whom favorable stars 
Allots thee for his lovely bedfellow. 

PETRUCHIO 
Why, how now, Kate, I hope thou art not mad. 
This is a man—old, wrinkled, faded, withered— 
And not a maiden, as thou sayst he is. 

KATHERINA 
Pardon, dear father, my mistaking eyes 
That have been so bedazzled with the sun 
That everything I look on seemeth green. 
Now I perceive thou art my reverend father. 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad mistake. 

GRUMIO 
Petruchio, go thy ways, the field is won. 
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SCENE X: THE WAGER 

All gather in the sports bar. 

LUCENTIO 
At last, though long, our jarring notes agree, 
And time it is when raging war is done 
To smile at scapes and perils overblown. 
My fair Bianca, and my newfound father. 
Brother Petruchio, sister Katherina, 
And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow, 
Feast with the best, and welcome to my house. 
My banquet is to close our stomachs up 
After our great good cheer. Pray you, sit down, 
For now we sit to chat as well as eat. 

All sit and eat pizza. Bianca snuggles in Lucentio’s lap. 

PETRUCHIO 
Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat. 

BAPTISTA 
Padua affords this kindness, son Petruchio. 

PETRUCHIO 
Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 

HORTENSIO 
For both our sakes I would that word were true. 

PETRUCHIO 
Now, for my life, Hortensio fears his widow. 

LIBRARIAN 
Shall we just give her a name? How about [Name of actress playing Widow]. 

WIDOW 
Then never trust me if I be afeard. 
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PETRUCHIO 
You are very sensible, and yet you miss my sense: 
I mean Hortensio is afeard of you. 

WIDOW 
He that is giddy thinks the world turns round. 

KATHERINA 
Mistress, how mean you that? 

WIDOW 
Your husband, being troubled with a shrew, 
Measures my husband’s sorrow by his woe: 
And now you know my meaning. 

KATHERINA 
A very mean meaning. 

WIDOW 
Right, I mean you. 

KATHERINA 
And I am mean indeed, respecting you. 

PETRUCHIO 
To her, Kate! 

HORTENSIO 
To her, Widow! 

LIBRARIAN 
[Name of actress.] 

Katherina chases Widow. Widow escapes to her cell, where she goes back to 
putting on make up or writing in her journal. Katherina realizes this is the first 
time she’s been free to move about the space, rather than being carried by 
Petruchio. She hides underneath the Widow’s cell. Bianca startles. 

LUCENTIO 
Ay, mistress bride, hath that awakened you? 
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BIANCA 
Ay, but not frighted me; therefore I’ll sleep again. 

LUCENTIO 
Nay, that you shall not. Since you have begun,  
Have at you for a better jest or two. 

Lucentio chases Bianca to her cell, where she curls up and goes to sleep. 

PETRUCHIO 
A hundred marks my Kate does put her down. 

HORTENSIO 
That’s my office. 

PETRUCHIO 
Spoke like an officer. Here’s to thee, lad. 

They drink. Lucentio returns. 

Let’s each one send unto his wife, 
And he whose wife is most obedient 
To come at first when he doth send for her 
Shall win the wager which we will propose. 

HORTENSIO 
Content. What’s the wager? 

LUCENTIO 
Twenty crowns. 

PETRUCHIO 
Twenty crowns! 
I’ll venture so much of my hawk or hound, 
But twenty times so much upon my wife. 

LUCENTIO 
A hundred, then. 
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HORTENSIO 
Content. 

PETRUCHIO 
A match—’tis done. 

HORTENSIO 
Who shall begin? 

LUCENTIO 
That will I.  
Go, Tranio, and bid your mistress come to me. 

TRANIO 
I go. 

Exit Tranio. 

BAPTISTA 
Son, I’ll be your half Bianca comes. 

LUCENTIO 
I’ll have no halves; I’ll bear it all myself. 

Enter Tranio. 

How now, what news? 

TRANIO 
She sends you word she’s busy and cannot come. 

PETRUCHIO 
How? “She’s busy and she cannot come?” 
Is that an answer? 

BAPTISTA 
Ay, and a kind one too: 
Pray God, sir, your wife send you not a worse. 
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PETRUCHIO 
I hope better. 

HORTENSIO 
To Grumio. 
Go and entreat my Widow come forthwith. 

LIBRARIAN 
[Name of actress.] 

Exit Grumio. 

PETRUCHIO 
Oh ho, ‘entreat’ her—nay then, she must needs come. 

HORTENSIO 
I am afraid sir, do what you can, 
Yours will not be entreated.  

Enter Grumio. 

Now, where’s my wife? 

GRUMIO 
She says you have some goodly jest in hand. 
She will not come; she bids you come to her. 

PETRUCHIO 
Worse and worse: “She will not come”—O vile, 
Intolerable, not to be endur’d. 
Now Grumio, go unto your mistress; 
Say I command her come to me. 

HORTENSIO 
I know her answer. 

PETRUCHIO 
What? 

!71



HORTENSIO 
She will not. 

Grumio goes to find Katherina. Katherina makes a run for it, dashing through the 
audience and pounding on the door to the theater. 

KATHERINA 
Let me out! Let me out! 

Grumio taps Katherina on the shoulder. When she looks back at the stage, there 
stands Petruchio in the spotlight, holding up her Hillary blazer invitingly. 

VOICEOVER 
Ladies and gentlemen, please join me in welcoming the next President of the 
United States of America— 

Thrilled, Katherina allows Grumio to lead her to the spotlight. Petruchio dresses 
her in the blazer. 

PETRUCHIO 
Katherine, I charge thee tell these headstrong women 
What duty they do owe their lords and husbands. 

Petruchio hands her a speech. 

KATHERINA 
Women, unknit those threat’ning unkind brows, 
And dart not scornful glances from those eyes 
To wound your lords, your kings, your governors. 
It blots your beauty as frosts do bite the meads, 
Confounds your fame as whirlwinds shake fair buds 
And in no sense is meet or amiable. 
A woman mov’d is like a fountain troubl’d, 
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty 
And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip or touch one drop of it. 
Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
And for thy maintenance, commits his body 
To painful labor both by land and sea, 
Whilst thou liest warm at home, secure and safe, 

!72



And craves no other tribute at thy hands 
But love, fair looks and true obedience— 
Too little payment for so great a debt. 
Such duty as the subject owes the prince, 
Even such a woman oweth to her husband; 
And when she is froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 
What is she but a foul contending rebel 
And graceless traitor to her loving lord? 
I am asham’d that women are so simple 
To offer war where they should kneel for peace, 
Or seek for rule, supremacy and sway 
When they are bound to serve, love and obey. 
Why are our bodies soft, and weak, and smooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 
But that our soft conditions and our hearts 
Should well agree with our external parts? 
Come, come, you froward and unable worms, 
My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 
My heart as great, my reason haply more, 
To bandy word for word and frown for frown. 
But now I see our lances are but straws, 
Our strength as weak, our weakness past compare, 
That seeming to be most which we indeed least are. 
Then vail your stomachs, for it is no boot, 
And place your hands below your husband’s foot: 
In token of which duty, if he please, 
My hand is ready, may it do him ease. 

PETRUCHIO 
Why, there’s a wench. Come on, and kiss me, Kate. 

Katherina kisses Petruchio, who lifts her and carries her offstage. The women go 
back to doing their domestic tasks within their cells. The men leave the women to 
play pool and drink beer. Grumio wanders into Curtis’s cell, where the two sit 
companionably together. 

LIBRARIAN 
When a subject is highly controversial—and any question about sex is that—one 
cannot hope to tell the truth. One can only show how one came to hold whatever 
opinion one does hold. One can only give one’s audience the chance of drawing 
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their own conclusions as they observe the limitations, the prejudices, the 
idiosyncrasies of the speaker. —Virginia Woolf, A Room of One’s Own 

She turns out the light.  

*THE END*
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