Part II (May performance)

(Bianca, Lucentio, Tranio, Hortensio) 

[Wedding party scene, drinking, music, dancing 

Music

Bianca with Lucentio dancing cheek to cheek while Tranio and Hortensio watch.]

(from IV.ii)

  TRANIO. Is 't possible, friend Licio, that Mistress Bianca

    Doth fancy any other but Lucentio? (points to himself)

. O despiteful love! unconstant womankind!

    I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful

HORTENSIO. See, how they kiss and court! Signior Lucentio,

    Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow

    Never to woo her more, but do forswear her, 

I will be married to a wealthy widow

    Ere three days pass, which hath as long lov'd me

    As I have lov'd this proud disdainful haggard.

    And so farewell, Signior Lucentio. [exit]

TRANIO (reporting to Lucentio and Bianca)

LUCENTIO. Then we are rid of Licio.

  TRANIO. I' faith, he'll have a lusty widow now,

    That shall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 

  BIANCA. God give him joy!

  TRANIO. Ay, and he'll tame her.

  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,

(From IV.i)

PETRUCHIO, KATHERINA, GRUMIO, CURTIS, 2-3 servants, (props: umbrella, car/horse, bellows, brooms, basin with ewer, towel, slippers, implements for eating, wine bottle etc., bedclothes)

PETRUCHIO'S country house

Enter GRUMIO

  GRUMIO. Fie, fie on all tired jades, on all mad masters, and all foul ways! Was ever man so beaten? Was ever man so weary? I am sent before to make a fire, and they

Are coming after to warm them. Holla, ho! Curtis!

                            Enter CURTIS

  CURTIS. Who is that calls so coldly?

  GRUMIO. A piece of ice. A fire, good Curtis.

  CURTIS. Is my master and his wife coming, Grumio? 

  GRUMIO. O, ay, Curtis, ay; and therefore fire, fire; cast on no

    water.

  CURTIS. Is she so hot a shrew as she's reported?

  GRUMIO. She was, good Curtis, before this frost; but thou

know'st winter tames man, woman, and beast; for it hath tam'd my old

  master, and my new mistress, and myself, fellow Curtis.

  CURTIS. There's fire ready; and therefore, good Grumio, the

news?

GRUMIO  Imprimis, we came down a foul hill, my master riding behind

my

    mistress- 

  CURTIS. Both of one horse?

  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; [Petruchio and Katherine mime what Grumio tells]  thou shouldst have heard in how miry a place, how she was bemoil'd, [thunderstorm noise, P. opens umbrella, K. gets wet]  how he left her with the horse upon her,[P. makes K. get under the car to repair it]  how he beat 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. 

CURTIS. By this reck'ning he is more shrew than she.

GRUMIO. Ay, and that thou shall Find when he comes home. But what talk I of this? Call forth

    Nathaniel, Joseph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter. Are they all ready?

CURTIS. They are.

GRUMIO Where's the cook? Is supper ready, the house trimm'd, and every officer his wedding-garment on? Be everything in order?

  CURTIS. All ready.

                     Enter two or three SERVINGMEN  (with brooms etc)

  NATHANIEL. Welcome home, Grumio!

  JOSEPH. What, Grumio!

  NICHOLAS. How now, old lad!

  GRUMIO. Welcome, you!- how now, you!- what, you!-

and thus much for greeting. Now, my spruce companions, is all

ready, and all things neat?

  NATHANIEL. All things is ready. How near is our master?

  GRUMIO. E'en at hand, I hear my master.

                     Enter PETRUCHIO and KATHERINA 

  PETRUCHIO. Where be these knaves? What, no man at door

    To hold my stirrup nor to take my horse!

    Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip?

  ALL SERVANTS. Here, here, sir; here, sir.

  PETRUCHIO. Here, sir! here, sir! here, sir! here, sir!

    You logger-headed and unpolish'd grooms!

    What, no attendance? no regard? no duty?

    Where is the foolish knave I sent before?

  GRUMIO. Here, sir; as foolish as I was before.

  PETRUCHIO. Go, rascals, go and fetch my supper in.

                                   Exeunt some of the SERVINGMEN

    Music and PETRUCHIO Sings along]  Where is the life that late I led?

             Where are those-

    Sit down, Kate, and welcome. La La La La!
                 Re-enter SERVANTS with supper

    Why, when, I say? Nay, good sweet Kate, be merry.

    Off with my boots, you rogues! you villains, when?

    [Sings]  It was the friar of orders grey, 

             As he forth walked on his way-

    Out, you rogue! you pluck my foot awry;

    Take that,                                                   [Strikes him]

    Be merry, Kate. Some water, here, what, ho!

                      Enter one with water  

    Where are my slippers? Shall I have some water?

    Come, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily.

    You whoreson villain! will you let it fall?    [Strikes him]

  KATHERINA. Patience, I pray you; 'twas a fault unwilling.

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

    Come, Kate, sit down; I know you have a stomach. [K. gets ready to eat]
    Will you give thanks, sweet Kate, or else shall I? [K. gives thanks]

    What's this? Mutton?

  FIRST SERVANT. Ay.

  PETRUCHIO. Who brought it?

  PETER. I.

  PETRUCHIO. 'Tis burnt; and so is all the meat.

    What dogs are these? Where is the rascal cook?

    How durst you villains bring it from the dresser

    And serve it thus to me that love it not?

    There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all;

                                [Servants take everything away]

    You heedless joltheads and unmanner'd slaves!

    What, do you grumble? I'll be with you straight.

                                                 Exeunt SERVANTS

  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,

    Be patient; to-morrow 't shall be mended.

    And for this night we'll fast for company.

    Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber.        

[Exeunt. P. lifts K. to take her to the bridal chamber. Servant prepares bed. K. starts to undress for wedding night. He makes her kneel and pray. When she tries to go to bed P. throws pillows, blankets in the air. K. tired goes to sleep on the floor]
SERVANTS [looking through the keyhole]

  NATHANIEL. Peter, didst ever see the like?

  PETER. He kills her in her own humour.

                       Re-enter PETRUCHIO 

  PETRUCHIO. Thus have I politicly begun my reign,

    And 'tis my hope to end successfully.

………………………………………………

    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 reverent 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 clamour keep her still awake.

    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.                Exit

IV.iii  PETRUCHIO, KATHERINA, GRUMIO, TAILOR, HABERDASHER

Props: food, dress, hat, scissors

Enter KATHERINA and GRUMIO (eating a sandwich, K. Begging)

  GRUMIO. No, no, forsooth; I dare not for my life.

  KATHERINA. The more my wrong, the more his spite appears.

    What, did he marry me to famish me?

    But I, who never knew how to entreat,

    Nor never needed that I should entreat,

    Am starv'd for meat, giddy for lack of sleep;

    I prithee go and get me some repast;

    I care not what, so it be wholesome food.

GRUMIO What say you to a piece of beef and mustard?

  KATHERINA. A dish that I do love to feed upon.

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

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

  GRUMIO. Nay, then I will not; you shall have the mustard,

    Or else you get no beef of Grumio.

  KATHERINA. Then both, or one, or anything thou wilt.

  GRUMIO. Why then the mustard without the beef.

  KATHERINA. Go, get thee gone, thou false deluding slave,

                                                     [Beats him]

               Enter PETRUCHIO, and HORTENSIO with meat

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

  HORTENSIO. Mistress, what cheer?

  KATHERINA. Faith, as cold as can be.

  PETRUCHIO. Pluck up thy spirits, look cheerfully upon me.

    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.

    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. [starts eating ravenously]

  PETRUCHIO.  

    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 ruffs and cuffs and farthingales and things,

    What, hast thou din'd? The tailor stays thy leisure,

    To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure.

                                                    Enter TAILOR

    Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments;

    Lay forth the gown.

                        Enter HABERDASHER

    What news with you, sir?

  HABERDASHER. Here is the cap your worship did bespeak.

  PETRUCHIO. Why, this was moulded on a porringer; 

    A velvet dish. Fie, fie! 'tis lewd and filthy;

    Why, 'tis a cockle or a walnut-shell,

    A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap.

    Away with it. Come, let me have a bigger.

  KATHERINA. I'll have no bigger; this doth fit the time,

    And gentlewomen wear such caps as these.

  PETRUCHIO. When you are gentle, you shall have one too,

    And not till then.

  HORTENSIO.  [Aside]  That will not be in haste.

  KATHERINA. Why, sir, I trust I may have leave to speak;

    And speak I will. 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.

  PETRUCHIO. Why, thou say'st true; it is a paltry cap,

    A custard-coffin, a bauble, a silken pie;

    I love thee well in that thou lik'st it not. 

  KATHERINA. Love me or love me not, I like the cap;

    And it I will have, or I will have none.    Exit HABERDASHER

  PETRUCHIO. Thy gown? Why, ay. Come, tailor, let us see't.

    O mercy, God! what masquing stuff is here?

    What's this? A sleeve? 'Tis like a demi-cannon.

    What, up and down, carv'd like an appletart?

    Here's snip and nip and cut and slish and slash,

    Like to a censer in a barber's shop.

    Why, what a devil's name, tailor, call'st thou this?

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

gown.

  TAILOR. You bid me make it orderly and well,

    According to the fashion and the time.

  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, nor more commendable;

    Belike you mean to make a puppet of me. 

  PETRUCHIO. Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for me.

    [Aside]  Hortensio, say thou wilt see the tailor

paid.-

    Go take it hence; be gone, and say no more.

  HORTENSIO. Tailor, I'll pay thee for thy gown to-morrow;

    Take no unkindness of his hasty words.

    Away, I say; commend me to thy master.           Exit TAILOR 

  PETRUCHIO. 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;

    Or is the adder better than the eel

    What, is the jay more precious than the lark

    O no, good Kate; neither art thou the worse

    For this poor furniture and mean array.

    If thou account'st it shame, lay it on me;

    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 you come there.

  PETRUCHIO. It shall be seven ere I go to horse.

    Look what I speak, or do, or think to do,

    You are still crossing it. Sirs, let 't alone;

    I will not go to-day; and ere I do,

    It shall be what o'clock I say it is.

  HORTENSIO. Why, so this gallant will command the sun.

                                                          Exeunt

Music

Meanwhile in Padua:  Tranio (as Lucentio) and a notary are signing contract and exchanging money with Baptista.

Behind their backs Lucentio (as Cambio) giving Bianca a lesson and exchanging kisses. Biondello signals to them they tiptoe out  and join priest who marries them. 

Music fadea

Enter PETRUCHIO, KATHERINA, HORTENSIO, and SERVANTS

  PETRUCHIO. Come on, a God's name; once more toward our

father's.

    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 ere I journey to your father's house.

    Go on and fetch our horses back again.

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

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

  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.

  KATHERINA. I know it is the moon. 

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

  KATHERINA. Then, God be bless'd, it is the blessed sun;

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

    And the moon changes even as your mind.

    What you will have it nam'd, even that it is,

    And so it shall be so for Katherine.

  HORTENSIO. Petruchio, go thy ways, the field is won.

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

    And not unluckily against the bias.

  HORTENSIO. Well, Petruchio, this has put me in heart.

    Have to my widow; and if she be froward,

    Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward.         Exit

PETRUCHIO, KATHERINA, arrive at Baptista’s house as  LUCENTIO and  BIANCA in bridal clothes come to pay their respects to  BAPTISTA

  LUCENTIO.  [Kneeling]  Pardon, sweet father.

  BIANCA. Pardon, dear father.

  BAPTISTA. How hast thou offended?

    Where is Lucentio?

  LUCENTIO. Here's Lucentio,

    Right son to the right Vincentio,

    That have by marriage made thy daughter mine, 

  BAPTISTA. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio?

  BIANCA. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio.

  LUCENTIO. Love wrought these miracles. Bianca's love

    Made me exchange my state with Tranio,

    While he did bear my countenance in the town;

    And happily I have arrived at the last

    Unto the wished haven of my bliss.

    What Tranio did, myself enforc'd him to;

    Then pardon him, sweet father, for my sake.

  BAPTISTA.  [To LUCENTIO]  But do you hear, sir? Have you

married my

    daughter without asking my good will?

 LUCENTIO . Fear not, Baptista; we will content you. 
  BAPTISTA. But  I must sound the depth of this knavery.       Exit 

  LUCENTIO. Look not pale, Bianca; thy father will not frown.

                                      Exeunt LUCENTIO and BIANCA

  KATHERINA. Husband, let's follow to see the end of this ado.

  PETRUCHIO. First kiss me, Kate, and we will.

  KATHERINA. What, in the midst of the street?

  PETRUCHIO. What, art thou asham'd of me?

  KATHERINA. No, sir; God forbid; but asham'd to kiss.

  PETRUCHIO. Why, then, let's home again. Come, sirrah, let's

away.

  KATHERINA. Nay, I will give thee a kiss; now pray thee, love,

stay.

  PETRUCHIO. Is not this well? Come, my sweet Kate:

    Better once than never, for never too late.           

As they kiss passionately re-enter all others with wonderment and applause. HORTENSIO and LUCENTIO congratulate PETRUCHIO

HORTENSIO Now go thy ways; thou hast tam'd a curst shrew.

 LUCENTIO. 'Tis a wonder, by your leave, she will be tam'd so.

Katherine comes to the fore with the other brides and winks to the audience. 

THE END
