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Induction
Scene 1

Sly: You bitch! 
What? What do you want?
I'm not a tramp!
I'm not a drunkard!

Lord: That dirty, drunken bastard . How he lies there like a swine!
I'll fool around with that fellow.
What do you think – if we dressed him in expensive clothes and waited 
on him hand and foot, wouldn't the rogue lose his faith in himself?

Servant: Yes, my lord, that might well happen.

Lord: Then let's treat him to the most marvellous dream of his life.

Carry him away – wash him, scent him, and put him into my sharpest 
suit!

Servant: Hey you, wash him, scent him, and put him into the Lord's sharpest 
suit!

Lord: And that's how the beast turns into man.
And you will put on a pretty dress and a fitting wig, and play his wife – 
humble, obedient, affectionate, just like a dutiful wife has to be. That's 
going to be great fun! Place him as lord in my loge. I will play his 
servant. 

What do you play today?

Lucentio: What You Will.

Lord: Really? And As I Like It, too?

Baptista: The Taming of the Shrew is the name of our play, and first of all we 
should negotiate the fee.
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Lord: Oh, so I'm among merchants now, and I thought you were artists.

Lucentio: Yes, we are proper starving artists.

Katherina: Pay us well, because you know that we are the mirrors and abridged 
chronicles of the time.

Lucentio: You'd be better off with a bad epitaph after your death, than with our ill 
report while you live.

Lord: If you serve art well, you will be paid accordingly.
Young lady, your Ophelia was charming the last time. 
Absolutely breathtaking – or, as Hamlet put it: "Ophelia, shall I lie in 
your lap?"

Sofie: No, my prince.

Lord: I mean, my head upon your lap?

Sofie: Yes, my prince.

Lord: Do you think I have more uplifting things in mind?

Sofie: I think nothing, my prince.

Lord: That's a fair thought, to lie between the legs of a girl.

Sofie: You are funny, my prince.

Lord: I play pranks like no other, said Hamlet. 
Well then, gentlemen, your art will be of great help with the roguish 
trick I'm planning.

Hortensio: My lord, your costume.

Lord: The servant.
The drunkard will appear in my box now. I bet he he has never been to 
the theatre before. Play your comedy, and don't break character, in case 
the noble lord should behave boorishly.

Katherina: A noble lord should never behave boorishly!
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3. Scene

Lord: The servant. And the noble lord.

Sly: Get me another beer!

Lord: Would Your Honour like sparkling wine?
Or would your Grace like dried fruits?

Sly: I am Christopher Sly, don't call me Your Honour or Grace. I've never 
had no sparkling wine in my whole life. But if you have something 
dried, then bring me a herring!

Lord: Dear God, deliver our lord from these delusions!
Oh, that a powerful lord of such noble birth should be afflicted with 
such a critically ill mind!

Sly: What's all this nonsense? Are you trying to make me crazy?
I am Christopher Sly, son of old Sly of Zuffenhausen-East, by birth a 
foreigner, by a stroke of fate an orphan, by training scrounging around 
for returnable bottles! I'm not meshugge!

Lord: Oh noble lord, consider your lineage, call back your old self from exile, 
and banish instead these murky, beer-induced dreams.
Look how we all wait on you, everyone ready to do whatever you 
command.
Would you like some music? Listen, Apollo plays.
And twenty tamed nightingales sing.
Do you want to sleep? Here are silken cushions for your head.
Do you want to go for a stroll? We'll bestrew your way with petals.
And with our umbrellas we'll shield you against nasty raindrops.
Or would you prefer hunting? Your horses are at the ready. Isn't hunting
the most pleasing of all pastimes!
You are a lord, and nothing but a lord.
You have a wife, far more beautiful than any other woman in this 
declining age. 
And before the tears she cried for you cut like rivers through her face, 
she was the fairest creature in the world, and even now she has no 
equal.
Your wife.
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Sly: I’m a lord, and she's my wife?! No way... Do I dream? Or has 
everything until now been a dream? I don’t seem to be asleep: I can 
hear, I can see, I can speak, I can smell, I can feel! Holy shit, I'm a lord!
Get me a mug of beer!

Lord: Oh, noble lord, that you know who you are again! These past seven 
weeks you were as if in a dream!

Sly: Hallelujah, that's quite some nap! And I never spoke the whole time?

Lord: Oh yes, my lord, but only total nonsense.

Sly: I see! Well, thank God I’m cured, then!

Lord and Page: Amen.

Sly: My wife! Take a seat!

Page: My noble lord, what do you want from me?

Sly: It's my staff who should call me "lord", you can call me "darling".

Page: My husband and my lord, my lord and husband, I am your all-obedient 
wife.

Sly: I see. What's her name?

Lord: Madam.

Sly: Anna Madam or Hanna Madam?

Lord: Just "Madam", that's how lords address their ladies.

Sly: Madam wife, they say that I've been asleep and dreaming for a whole 
seven weeks.

Page: It seemed like seven years to me, having been banished from your bed 
for so long.

Sly: Too long, far too long! Guys, leave us alone. Madam, undress, and then 
off to bed.

Page: My noble lord, I beg you to excuse me for another night or two,
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because your doctors have expressly ordered me to stay away from your
bed, fearing your ailment might return.
That's how things stand, so please excuse me.

Sly: It stands in such a way that I can hardly wait that long. But nothing 
would be worse than if my dreams would return, right?

Lord: My lord, actors, hearing of your recovery, would like to perform a 
comedy for you.
Your doctors think it is appropriate, too, because too much sadness has 
congealed your blood – they advise you to watch this play and enjoy its 
jolly jokes, which banishes melancholia and lengthens life.

Sly: Bring it on, then. Let them play. A comonty –

Page: It's a kind of history.

Sly: Very well, let's watch it. Come, madam wife, sit by me side.
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Act 1
Scene 1

Lucentio: We've made it, we've arrived in Padua.
City of the arts and sciences.

Tranio: Where's the next tavern, I'm totally knackered!

Lucentio: Nursery of all arts, Padua!

Tranio: Never mind the arts, I'm thirsty!

Lucentio: Tell me your mind!
Didn't I leave Pisa and come to Padua, just as a man who leaves a 
shallow brook to cast himself into the torrent, to quench his thirst with 
satiation?

Tranio: Excuse me, young master, I’m in complete agreement with you about 
everything, and I hold that we should quench our thirst now!

Lucentio: Let us, now that we've arrived here, happily institute a course of 
learning and ingenious studies.
And therefore, Tranio, I'll study ethics and those areas of philosophy, 
that teach us how happiness is achieved only through virtue.

Tranio: Excuse me, young master – practise poetry and music to amuse 
yourselves, and dish up metaphysics and math whenever you feel 
hungry.
There’s nothing to be gained from things you don't learn with pleasure. 
In brief, sir, study what you love most.

Lucentio: Thanks, Tranio. That’s good advice!

Tranio: And if I may advise you further:
It greatly troubles me that we still haven't satisfied the appetites of the 
body!

Baptista: Now, will you stop rushing me, gentlemen!
You know what I have firmly decided on – Bianca, my youngest 
daughter, will not be wed
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until I have a husband for the elder one.
I know and appreciate you both. If either of you loves Katherina, you 
shall have my permission to court her freely.

Gremio: I'm losing my appetite, she's too rough for me.
There, Hortensio, wouldn't she be a wife for you?

Hortensio: No, thanks! Please, good Lord, keep that witch from me.

Katherina: I ask you, father, do you advertise me like a slow seller to these 
customers?

Hortensio: Customers, my child? No, you won't have any costumers, unless you 
were of a sweeter temper.

Katherina: Don't trouble your head about it, you're not on my list.
And even if you were, I would  part your hair with the rolling pin, give 
you a black eye and dress you up as a harlequin.

Hortensio: Dear Lord, save me from such devils!

Gremio: And me too, dear Lord!

Tranio: Things are really taking off here.
That devilish wench goes much too far!

Lucentio: But in the other's silence there's so much gentleness and womanly 
sensitivity.

Baptista: My dear Bianca, go inside and don't take it to heart.
I'll always love you, my girl.

Katherina: Yeah, right, the pretty girl! Daddy's favourite.
Go on, make yourself cry, and then off you go into the house.
Play your daddy's maid because he says so.

Bianca: Be happy in my unhappiness.
I will humbly obey your will, father. My books will keep me company. 
Reading and practicing my instruments is what I love most.
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Lucentio: Did you hear that, Tranio? She loves reading! What a being!

Baptista: Go inside, Bianca.
And because I know how fond you are of poetry, music, and 
instruments, I want to hire teachers to tutor you at home. Hortensio and 
Signor Gremio, if either of you knows someone suitable, send them to 
me. Money is no object when it comes to educating my children. 
Gentlemen, goodbye.
You may stay, Katherina, because I have things to discuss with Bianca.

Katherina: "You may stay, Katherina!"
Ha, I'll go whenever I want to go!

Gremio: You can go straight to the devil's grandmother!
Considering your endearing nature, no-one will want to keep you here.
Well! So much for love, Hortensio.
My brother in suffering, we can twiddle our thumbs together now. 
But still, out of love for my sweet Bianca I will look for a tutor to 
instruct her in the things she enjoys.

Hortensio: Me too, Signor Gremio.
The nature of things doesn't allow for a gentlemen's agreement between 
us, but listen: 
I propose that we set out to arrange one thing, which will enable us to 
regain access to our fair mistress, and to compete for Bianca's love.

Gremio: And that would be — ?

Hortensio: To find a husband for her sister, obviously.

Gremio: A husband? A Satan!

Hortensio: I say, a husband!

Gremio: I say, a Satan! Do you really think, Hortensio, that someone would be 
mad enough to marry into hell, however rich her father is?
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Hortensio: There are enough men who’d take her with all her faults, considering 
the money involved.

Gremio: Lots of money, but on bad conditions.

Hortensio: That's right. 
But let's maintain this association as long as this lockout makes us 
fellow sufferers – until, by helping Baptista's eldest daughter to a 
husband, we've set his youngest free for a husband.
And then a fight to the finish, again!
Sweet Bianca!

Gremio: Sweet Bianca! May the best man win!

Hortensio: He who rides fastest gets the ring.

Gremio: I’d give him the best horse in Padua who rides to our snappish 
Katherina and tames her ...

Hortensio: ... and rides on her, and rides away with her ...

Gremio: ... and thereby clears the way for us.

Lucentio: Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perish, Tranio, if I can't get hold of the modest 
thing!

Tranio: Come on, sir, is it possible that love should strike so suddenly? 

Lucentio: You see it is, so please help me!

Tranio: If love has touched you, all I can say is: ransom yourself from captivity 
at the lowest possible price.

Lucentio: Many thanks, man. Go on, it calms me down.

Tranio: You were completely spellbound in looking at her, sir, perhaps you 
missed the main point?

Lucentio: I saw beauty in her face, as only Aphrodite possessed.

Tranio: You didn't notice more? Not even how her sister made such a ruckus 
and bickered so thunderously?
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Lucentio: Tranio, I saw coral lips whisper, and I saw her breath perfume the air all
around. Blessed and sweet was everything I beheld.

Tranio: That's enough, I'll rouse him from his trance.
Wake up, sir! If you love the girl, then use your common sense. That's 
how things stand: her older sister is so brazen and bitchy, that until the 
father can sell her off, your sweetheart is locked up at home so no suitor
can molest her.

Lucentio: Oh, Tranio, what a cruel father he is.
But did you notice, too, how he is looking to hire tutors for her?

Tranio: Of course I have, master – and I'm already thinking of a plan.

Lucentio: Tranio, I've got it!

Tranio: I've got it too, master.
Your plan and mine are twin brothers.

Lucentio: Tell me yours first.

Tranio: You want to be the tutor, and teach the girl yourself – that's your plan.

Lucentio: Exactly! Would it work?

Tranio: Impossible. Who would play your part, and pretend to be Vincentio’s 
son in Padua?

Lucentio: Basta, don't worry, I have it all figured out.
We haven't yet been seen anywhere, nor can we be distinguished by our
faces for man or master.
You, Tranio, will therefore be master in my stead. I'll be someone else –
a Florentine, no, from Naples – or Pisa, why not.
That's how it will be done.
Tranio, let's exchange clothes right now. Here, put on my hat and cloak.

Tranio: Fair enough, sir. Since you like your idea that much, and since it is my 
duty to obey you, I give in to you and will be Lucentio.
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Lucentio: I will be the servant, to win this girl who has enthraled my wounded 
eye.
One more thing: you will become yet another member of this alliance of
suitors.
Don't ask why, I have my reasons.

Tranio: Ah! And the master shall obey his dog!

Interlude

Servant (Lord): My lord, you snore, don't you like the play?

Sly: No, no, of course I do, holy Mary mother of God, good story!
Will there be more of it?

Page: My lord, it has just begun.
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Scene   2  

Petruchio: Now, at long last, we've arrived in Padua.
How very much I'm looking forward to see Hortensio, the dearest, best 
beloved of my friends.
Ah – here, I think, is his house. 
Here, Grumio, lad – knock here!

Grumio: Knock, sir? Whom do you want me to knock?
Has anyone here insulted my master?

Petruchio: Idiot, go on, knock here, firmly!

Grumio: Knock you here, sir?
Who am I, sir, to knock you?

Petruchio: Idiot, I say, knock at this gate, and quickly!
Or I'll knock you on the ear.

Grumio: My master is asking for trouble.
You want me to knock you first, so that I will bear the blame in the end.

Petruchio: Knock right here, instantly, or you'll get a box round the ears!!

Grumio: Help, people, help!
My master is going mad!

Hortensio: Hello, hello, hello, now what's all this then? 
My old friend Grumio, and my good friend Petruchio!

Petruchio: Hortensio, old boy! Have you come to break up the fight? 
With all my heart I'm glad that we meet!

Hortensio: Welcome to our house, my most honoured Signor Petruchio!
Rise, Grumio, we'll settle this quarrel.

Grumio: He told me to knock him. Well, I ask you, is that any way for a servant 
to behave toward his master, even though he's clearly lost his marbles?
I should have given him a thrashing, instead of being beat by that 
madman.
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Petruchio: An impertinent fellow! Good Hortensio, I told him to knock at your 
gate.

Grumio: At the gate? Oh, for heaven's sake!
Didn’t you clearly say "Knave, knock me here?"
And now you say it was "Knock at the gate".

Petruchio: I advise you to shut up!

Hortensio: But tell me now, my friend, which favourable wind blew you to us, to 
Padua?

Petruchio: The wind that drives young men all through the world, to seek their 
fortunes some place other than home.
Dear Hortensio, to be brief, my dear father has died.

Hortensio: No!

Petruchio: Yes, he has.
I want to enjoy my freedom now. And maybe I'll find happiness, a rich 
wife for example.
How wicked would that be!

Hortensio: Petruchio, shall I recommend to you, quite bluntly, a nasty, baleful 
wife? You would hardly thank me such advice, but I can promise you 
that she is rich, very rich even.
However, you are my friend. I neither want nor can wish her on you.

Petruchio: My dear – old friends like us can get by on a few words. 
So, if you know a woman who is rich enough to be my wife – and may 
she be as ugly, quarrelsome and furious as Socrates' Xanthippe, or even 
worse – I say, I'll tame her, I'll make her soft and gentle and then marry 
the beast! The main thing is, that she is rich!

Grumio: There, you see, sir – at least towards you he plainly says what he wants.
Give him enough money and he will marry a puppet, a hallstand, a 
bedside carpet, an old hag with only a single tooth in her mouth.
As long as she’s got enough money, he'll take anything.
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Hortensio: I can, Petruchio, supply you with a wife who’s rich enough, and young 
and beautiful on top of that.
A young lady from the best of circles.
Her only flaw, although it counts for a hundred, is, that she is 
intolerably vitriolic, shrewish and defiant beyond all measure.
So that I, even if I were poor as a church mouse, wouldn't take her for a 
bar of gold.

Petruchio: Hortensio, peace! You don't know the power of gold!
Tell me her father's name, and be done with it.

Hortensio: Her father is Baptista Minola.

Petruchio: Minola! The Minola?

Hortensio: Said daughter is called Katherina, renowned in Padua for her sharp 
tongue.

Petruchio: I'll chat her up, this very day.
And therefore forgive me for leaving you like this at our first reunion, 
in case you won't accompany me there.

Grumio: Please, sir, let him go while the humour lasts.
Once he starts on that Katherina, he'll talk her right into the ground.

Hortensio: Petruchio, I will go with you. Minola, you see, is the keeper of my 
treasure. He looks after the jewel of my soul, beautiful Bianca, his 
youngest daughter.
He withholds her from me and many others, who are rivals in my love, 
because he thinks it is impossible that anyone will ever come courting 
Katherina.
That's why Minola made this arrangement – that no-one shall have 
access to Bianca, until Katherine the shrew finds a husband.

Petruchio: Katherine the shrew!

Hortensio: Now, my friend Petruchio, do me a favour and present me to Minola as 
an experienced teacher, disguised in plain robes, to instruct Bianca in 
music.
That's how a trick will enable me
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to show her my love and court her incognito.

Grumio: Now if that isn't quite some knavery!
Boy, oh boy, now both are mating and pretending.

Hortensio: Here comes my rival!

Gremio: Oh, very good! I went through the list.
And one more thing, I want them preciously bound. 
And only books about love, understood?
Nothing else will be read. You get my drift. 
Over and above what Signor Minola pays you, I'll pay you abundantly, 
too. Here's an advance payment.
And make sure all books are thoroughly perfumed.

G./Lucentio: I’ll plead your case, Signor Gremio, as faithfully as if you yourself 
stood there.
And perhaps with even more effective words, unless you are a scholar.

Gremio: O science! What a blessing you are!

Grumio: O woodcock! What an ass you are!

Hortensio: Signor Gremio, God speed you!

Gremio: And you, Signor Hortensio!
Guess what, you know I wanted to get hold of a teacher for the fair 
Bianca.
And by good fortune I met this young man, perfectly suited to her in 
learning and fine manners.
He reads – poets, books, and only good ones, I assure you!

Hortensio: How nice.
And I have met a gentleman who promised to help me find a good 
music tutor to instruct our mistress.
As you see, I won't fall behind in my devotion to beautiful Bianca, so 
ardently loved by me.
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Gremio: No, ardently loved by me, and my deeds shall prove it.

Grumio: His wallet shall prove it.

Hortensio: Gremio, now is not the time to argue.
Listen to me, and if you ask nicely you will learn what is equally good 
for both of us.
Here is a gentleman I met by chance, who is willing to woo wild 
Katherina.
And if her dowry is to his liking, he will marry her.

Gremio: A word! A man, that would be magnificent.
Does he know of all her faults?

Petruchio: I know that she's an abominable, brawling dragon.
If that is all, you masters, I hear no harm.

Gremio: No harm, my friend?

Petruchio:    Do you think, my ear bursts at every fart?

Sly: Fart!!

Petruchio:    Haven't I heard the noise of ordnance in the field,
and heaven's artillery thunder in the skies?

 The sound of trumpets, steeds neighing, the clamour of war?
  And you tell me of a woman's tongue, that doesn't even crack half as 

loud in the ear, as does a chestnut in the hot oven?

Gremio: I think there's good fortune ahead, both for us and yourself.

Hortensio: I promised we would contribute and cover all wooing expenses.

Gremio: Agreed – provided that he definitely takes her.

Grumio: I wish I could be as certain of a good meal.

Tranio/Luc.: God speed you, gentlemen.
If I may be so bold, please, show me the way to the house of Signor 
Baptista Minola.
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Gremio: To him who has the two beautiful daughters?
Tell me, do you mean him?

Tranio/Luc.: That's the one.

Gremio: Listen, dear friend, I hope you're not looking for her ...

Tranio/Luc.: Her or him! Who knows? What do you care?

Petruchio: Not the quarreller, I hope?

Tranio/Luc.: I'm not looking for quarrellers.

G./Lucentio: Well begun, Tranio.

Hortensio: Are you a suitor to the beautiful Bianca, yes or no?

Tranio/Luc.: And if I am, sir, would it be an offence?

Gremio: Not if you leave now, without talking more.

Tranio/Luc. Wait a second, sir, am I not entitled to the same rights in the street as 
you?

Gremio: Yes, but you're not entitled to her!

Tranio/Luc.: And why not?

Gremio: Because Signor Gremio has chosen her for himself.

Hortensio: And Signor Hortensio chose her, too.

Tranio/Luc.: Patience, my masters. If you are gentlemen, hear me out with patience.
Minola, I know, is a noble gentleman, to whom my father is not all 
unknown.
And were his daughter even fairer than she is, may she have many a 
suitor, and me among them – thousands loved the daughter of beautiful 
Leda, so let fair Bianca have one more.
So, in short, Lucentio will persist as suitor, even if Paris comes, hoping 
to drive him away.

Gremio: This gentleman will out-talk us all!

G. /Lucentio: The fastet horse at the starting post will grow weary before the finishing
post.
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Hortensio: Sir, forgive me for asking, but have you ever actually seen Minola's 
daughter?

Tranio/Luc.: No, but I have heard that he has two;
The one as famous for her sharp tongue as is the other for her beauteous
modesty.

Petruchio: The first is for me, let her be!

Gremio: Yea, leave that labour to Hercules.

Tranio/Luc.: Capito. 
You will take Katherina, then Bianca will be free.
And whoever captures her will not be an ungrateful penny-pincher.

Hortensio: Very well said, sir, and really understanding of you.
Now, since you play the competitor, show this gentleman your 
gratitude, as we already have, because we're all very much indebted to 
him.

Tranio/Luc.: Count me in, sir. 
Let's enjoy the afternoon and raise our glasses to our mistress' health, 
and do as adversaries do in law – fight in court, but drink as friends.

Grumio: Oh, an excellent suggestion. Fellows, let's go!

Hortensio: Yes, excellent indeed.
Let's feast!
Petruchio, you're our guest!

Interlude

Christopher: Yeah, let's feast!
Woman, get those guys something to booze!
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Act 2
Scene 1

Katherina: Which of your suitors do you like best? Tell me, and don’t lie! 

Bianca: Believe me, sister, among all men I haven't yet encountered a face so 
special that I would have liked it more than others.

Katherina: Darling, you lie. Is it not Hortensio?

Bianca: If you like him, I swear, I'll plead for you myself that you shall have 
him.

Katherina: I see, so you’re more in love with money.
You want Gremio, to bathe you in gold.

Bianca: Gremio?! You must be kidding if it is because of him that you envy me.
And now I see that you’ve been joking with me all the while.
Please, sister Kate, untie me!

Katherina: If that’s a joke, then everything was.

Baptista: Katherina, you dragon! Why this insolence?
Bianca, the poor girl, she weeps.
Fie, shame on you, you devilish spirit!
Why do you hurt her, who has never hurt you?
When has she spoken even one cross word to you?

Katherina: Her silence is nothing but mockery. I’ll get my revenge on her.

Baptista: Bianca, go inside!
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Katherina: She’s your treasure. She is to have a husband and I must dance barefoot
on her wedding day.
Because you love her I must take monkeys to hell!
Leave me alone, I'm sick of this place!

Baptista: Has any father ever had to put up with what I do?

Gremio: Good morning, my friend Baptista.

Baptista: My friend Gremio, good morning! Gentlemen, God greet you.

Petruchio: And you, good sir. Don't you have a daughter called Katherina, fair and 
virtuous?

Baptista: I have a daughter called Katherina.

Petruchio: I am a tradesman from Verona.
And I have, attracted by the reputation of your daughter’s beauty, taken 
the liberty of presenting myself as a guest at your house, to find out 
with my own eyes the truth of what I’ve heard so often.
And, as the price of admission for my visit, I here present you with my 
servant, adept in music and mathematics, to instruct her in these 
sciences thoroughly.
Don't refuse my offer, I'll be offended if you do.
His name is Licio, and he's from Mantua.

Baptista: You are welcome, and so is he, for your sake.
But I'm afraid my daughter Katherina isn't suited to you.

Petruchio: I see, you don't want to part with her.
Or maybe I don't appeal to you?

Baptista: Don't get me wrong, I just spoke my mind.
Where do you come from, Sir? What was your name?

Petruchio: Petruchio is my name, Antonio's son, a man well known throughout 
Italy.

Baptista: I know him too, so welcome, on his account!
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Gremio: Neighbour, I'm sure this attention is most welcome to you. 
To bestow the same courtesy on you, may I bring you this young 
scholar, who has long studied at Rheims, and is every way as adept in 
Greek, Latin, and other languages, as that other man is in music and 
mathematics. 
His name is Gambio. Please accept his services.

Baptista: A thousand thanks, Signor Gremio. Welcome, dear... ?

Tranio: Gambio.

Baptista: Gambio. 
And who are you?

Tranio: Forgive me, Signor, for being so bold that I, still a stranger in this city, 
seek to court your daughter, fair and virtuous Bianca.
For the education of your daughters I brought you this simple 
instrument. Please, accept it, and these books too, in Greek and Latin. 
They are highly valuable, if you don't refuse them.
Lucentio is my name!

Baptista: So, Lucentio is your name. And where are you from?

Tranio: From Pisa, noble Lord, Vincentio's son.

Baptista: A powerful man in Pisa, I know him well – by hearsay. Welcome, then, 
Lucentio!
You take the instrument, and you, the set of books. You will see your 
pupils right away.

Hey, servant! Take these gentlemen to my daughters, and tell them both
they are to be their teachers, and also to be courteous to them.

Let’s take a little walk in the garden, and then let's have dinner. You are
all most welcome, please make yourselves at home here.
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Petruchio: Signor Baptista, my business is urgent, I won't be able to come here as a
suitor every day.
So, tell me, if Katherina loves me, which dowry would the woman 
bring?

Baptista: Half my lands after my death, and twenty thousand crowns cash on the 
barrelhead.

Petruchio: If she survives me, she shall inherit all my lands and properties, as 
widow's allowance in return for the dowry.
Let’s draw this up in writing more explicitly, to ensure that both sides 
keep the contract.

Baptista: As soon as this one trivial matter is settled, which is her love.
Because that counts for everything.  

Petruchio: Oh, that’s nothing, because, I tell you, father, I’m as stubborn as she is 
impertinent.
I don’t woo like a little boy.

Baptista: Well may you woo, I wish you luck!

Hortensio: She has shown me the ropes.
I told her that she was using the wrong frets and bowed her hand to 
adjust her fingering.
And she yells, as if possessed by the devil: "'Frets' you call these? I'll 
give you frets!" And with these words she strikes me on the head so that
it goes right through the violin. 

Petruchio: Boy, oh boy, a sprightly child.

Baptista: Come, go with me, and don’t be so upset.
Continue your lessons with my youngest daughter.
She will be thankful for good advice, and she’s quick to learn.
Signor Petruchio, would you like to come with us?
If not, I'll send my daughter Kate to you.

Petruchio: Please, do that. I'll wait for her here.

Tranio: Then we'll eat in the garden?!
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Petruchio: If she rants, I'll tell her she sings as sweetly as a nightingale.
And if she remains silent, and doesn't say a single word ...

Lord: ... you'll praise her piercing eloquence?

Petruchio: Good morning, Cathy – for that's your name, I've heard.

Katherina: You must be mentally disturbed, if that's what you've heard.
Whoever speaks of me calls me Katherina.

Petruchio: You lie. They call you Cathy, or just Kate, giggling Kate, sometimes 
nagging Kate.
But Kate, prettiest Kate in Europe, ducat-Kate, Cathy-Katie-Kitty-Cat.
Now listen to me, Cathy darling, having heard that all the world praises 
your mildness and speaks of your virtue, calls you charming, though not
as charming as you deserve – I'm driven, I want you for my wife.

Katherina: “Driven?” Fair enough.
Let whatever drove you here drive you back again.
I had you figured for a prowler.

Petruchio: No, I prefer being settled, I love possessing things.

Katherina: You like being owned?

Petruchio: You're right – Come, sit on me.

Katherina: Asses are made for bearing, and so are you?

Petruchio: Women are made for bearing, and so are you.

Katherina: But no buggers, coarse and stupid such as you!

Petruchio: Cathy darling, I don't want to burden you. Young and carefree as you 
are ...

Katherina: ... I leave the bad eggs behind easily.
And hardly will I be caught so easily.
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Petruchio: Have I heard the sparrows chirp?

Katherina: Who listens to sparrows has a sparrow's brain.

Petruchio: O little worm, let me be your sparrow.

Katherina: Who eats worms is a filthy pig.

Petruchio: Come, come, you wasp, don't go too far!

Katherina: Wasp, you say? Beware of my sting!

Petruchio: I'll guard against it and pull it out.

Katherina: If only the ruffian knew where it sticks.

Petruchio: Who doesn't know where a wasp wears its sting? In the behind.

Katherina: In his tongue.

Petruchio: Whose tongue?

Katherina: Yours, because you slander people behind their backs. Therefore 
goodbye.

Petruchio: What, with my tongue in your behind?
No, good Kate, I'm a gentleman.

Katherina: That we shall see.

Petruchio: I'll beat you black and blue if you strike me again.

Katherina: If you strike me, you're not a gentleman. 
And because you're not a gentleman, you turn into a thug.

Petruchio: Hair-splitting! Do you want to make a fool of me?

Katherina: You make a fool of yourself with your cockscomb.

Petruchio: I heard you were rough, aloof and coarse, and now I see you're quite the
opposite.
Because you are extremely polite, cheerful, endearing – tight-lipped, 
maybe, but sweet as spring flowers. 
Why does the world insist that Kate limps? Libellous world! 
Let me see you walk – no, you don't limp!

Katherina: Do that to your servants, not to me!
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Petruchio: This gait! Only queens tread like this.

Katherina: How do you come up with all this drivel?

Petruchio: It is extempore, my mother wit.

Katherina: Without it the son would be wholly witless.                    

Petruchio: But to cut to the chase, finally – 
Your father has consented that you will be my wife.
The dowry appeals to me, and if you want it or not, we will marry.
No man but me will marry you. 
I was born to tame you, Kate.
To turn you from a wild cat into a domestic cat, purring like other 
household Kates.
Here comes your father. 
No answering back from you.

Baptista: Now, daughter Katherina? So distressed?

Katherina: You call me daughter? 
Now, I have to admit, you've really shown me a father’s loving care, by 
wanting to marry me off to that half lunatic, that swearing louse, that 
rowdy, who thinks he'll get his way by talking big.

Petruchio.: If she seems fierce, it is for policy,
because she isn't quarrelsome, no, but gentle as a dove.
In short, we get along so well that next Sunday will be our wedding 
day.

Katherina: I'd rather see you hanged next Sunday.

Petruchio: Give me your hand, Kate. I will go to Venice now, to buy clothes for 
the wedding.
Provide the feast, father, invite guests, I'm sure my Cathy will be a 
pretty bride.

Baptista: I don't know what to say – 
God give you joy, my son, it is a match!

Gremio & Tranio: Amen!

Petruchio: Farewell, then, father, bride and friends. Off to Venice now.
Now kiss me, Kate, on Sunday you'll be my wife.
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On Sunday she will be my wife.

Gremio: Was there ever a match put together so quickly?

Baptista: Gentlemen, now I know what a tradesman feels, who speculates with 
luck and uncertainty.

Tranio: But getting rid of a slow seller, that's very fortunate!

Baptista: If it actually works out!

Gremio: But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter – I am your neighbour, 
and was her first suitor.

Tranio: And I'm the one who loves Bianca more than words can witness, and 
more than you can dream of.

Gremio: You peacock, I love her more than you do.

Tranio: You stag on heat, she doesn't love you – let her be!

Baptista: Enough, gentlemen, I will settle this strife.
Only by deeds will you land prizes.
Whichever of you can provide the greatest dowry for Bianca shall have 
her love.
Now, Signor Gremio, what do you have to offer?

Gremio: First of all, you know that my town house is richly furnished with gold 
and silver plates.
My ivory cash boxes are stuffed with money,
At my estate there are ten dozen fat oxen in the stables, one hundred 
dairy cows just to provide cheese and butter.
I'm not that fresh anymore, I admit, and if I should die tomorrow, it's all
yours!

Tranio: I am my father's only son and heir.
If I get your daughter as wife, I'll give her three or four houses in 
prosperous Pisa, as beautiful as any one that Gremio has in Padua.
Besides, two thousands gold ducats per year that my land earns me, at 
her disposal.
Do you put your tail between your legs now, Signor Gremio?
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Gremio: Two thousand per year from his land?
She can get that from me, too.
On top of it a merchant ship that lies in Marseille right now.
Have I choked you with my merchant ship? 

Tranio: With a merchant ship? 
Everyone knows that my father has three.
And twelve galleys I'll make over, and twice as much of whatever you 
offer next.

Gremio: I won't offer any more, I have nothing else to offer.

Tranio: Then the girl is mine, by virtue of your word. 
Gremio is outbid.

Baptista: I must admit your offer is better.
And provided that your father will put it all down in writing, she's 
yours. 
Forgive me, but if you should die before your father,
there will be nothing left for my daughter.

Well then, gentlemen, I've made up my mind. 
Katherina's wedding will be next Sunday.
Then, the Sunday after, Bianca shall be your bride, 
if you obtain the certificate until then.
If not, Signor Gremio gets her.
And so I take my leave, and thank you both.

Gremio: Goodbye, good neighbour.
                                   You show-off, your father were a fool to give you all, and spend his 

declining years as a guest in your house. 
Nonsense!
An old fox is not that stupid, you badger.

Tranio: Curse you, impotent moneybags! 
I've played rather well, I guess. Only with a bad hand, unfortunately.
But just you wait, I'll checkmate you in the end.
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Act   3  
Scene   1  

Lucentio: Fiddler, stop it! You’re too insistent. 
Have you already forgot the kindness with which Katherina welcomed 
you here?

Hortensio: Pathetic bookworm! 
Divine music has always been the sovereign, so stay back and let me go
first.
And after we have spent an hour on music, your lecture shall have equal
leisure.

Lucentio: You ass, you've no idea to which end music was given us. Wasn't it to 
refresh the mind of man, after serious studies and the toils of labour? 
Therefore let me philosophise first, 
and when we pause you may make music.

Hortensio: I won't stand for this, lad!

Bianca: Gentlemen! 
You both offend me by arguing about things which only I dictate.
I'm not a schoolchild, that obeys its teacher.
I won't be tied to hours or appointed times,
I'll take my lessons only when it pleases me.
So stop arguing already.
You, take your instrument and play awhile, because we’ll be finished 
before you’ve even tuned up.

Hortensio: He'll be gone when I'm in tune?

Lucentio: That will never be the case. Just keep tuning your instrument.

Bianca: Where were we?

Lucentio: Here, madam:
Hic ibat Simois, hic est Sigeia tellus, [This way flowed river Simois; 
here is the Sigæan field,]
Hic steterat Priami regia celsa senis. [Here stood the lofty palace of old
Priam.]

Bianca: Would you like to translate that?
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Lucentio: Hic ibat – As I told you before, I am Lucentio, son of Vincentio in Pisa,
disguised this way to win your love.
Priami celsa senis– And that other Lucentio, who comes as your suitor, 
is my servant Tranio, wearing my clothes because ...

Hortensio: Madam, my instrument is in tune now.

Bianca: Let's hear it!
The overtones jar!

Lucentio: Roll up your sleeves, man, and tune again.

Bianca: Now let me see if I can translate it.
Hic ibat Simois – I don't know you, I don't trust you. Take care that he 
doesn't hear us. Don't presume, don't despair.

Hortensio: Madam, now it is in tune.

Lucentio: A and F are out of tune.

Hortensio: There's not much tune to you.

Bianca: Forget about it. Licio, it's your turn.

Hortensio: You may go and leave us alone.
Music for three voices isn't on the syllabus today.

Lucentio: Very well, sir, I can wait.

Hortensio: Mistress, before you take up the guitar, I must begin with the 
fundamentals, so you grasp the art of fingering and learn your scale 
quickly; in a stronger and more pleasant and effective way than any 
other tutor has ever taught you – Here it is written out for you, 
beautifully as well as comprehensibly.

Bianca: I know my scale by now!

Hortensio: But listen, how Hortensio constructs it.
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Bianca: Hortensio!?

C – Scale, the basis of all harmony,
D – I'm here to interpret Hortensio's ardent desires.
E – O Bianca, give him your hand,
G – Accept the two keys he offered you,
H – Your pity, or his death.

You call this a scale? I don’t like it, I like the old one better. 
Sacrificing the real thing for the sake of odd inventions, that's not for 
me.

Interlude

Sly: Oi, give me the guitar!

Servant: Mistress, your father wants you to leave your books, to help and dress 
your sister's chamber up. Because tomorrow is her wedding day!

Bianca: Farewell, dear teachers, I have to go. 

Lucentio: In that case, mistress, there’s no reason for me to stay.

Hortensio: But there's reason for me to look more closely at this pedant.
Judging by his looks, I think he is in love.
But, Bianca, if you cast your wandering eye on any servant, then run to 
whoever you want.
If you're that vulgar, I'll look for another woman. Yes, that's what I'll 
reply.

Interlude

Lord: My lord, the play continues! 
The wedding.
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Scene 2

Baptista: Where's my son-in-law?
What will people say? What a mockery at our expense! The priest is 
waiting, the bridegroom is missing.
What does Lucentio say to this shame of ours?

Katherina: Our shame? I'm the one who is put to shame!
I was forced to give my hand to that brute, that crazy ruffian.
I told you – he plays with me, he has his bitter fun at my expense. He 
doesn't even think of keeping his word.
Now everyone will point their fingers at me and say, "Look, there goes 
Petruchio's wife — if only he could be bothered to marry her."

Tranio: Patience, good Katherina, Petruchio means well, by my life, whatever 
keeps him from keeping his word.
He may be blunt, yes, but I know him as wise, as a gentleman. 
He may certainly be bold, but...

Katherina: Yeah, right, a gentleman – I spit on your honour!

Baptista: My girl, she cries. I can't blame her for it, because such dishonour 
would mortify a saint.

Interlude

Sly: Madam wife! The play is over. Let's go to bed.

31



Petruchio:                  Where are you, folks? No-one there? Hello there!

Baptista: It's good that you come, sir.

Petruchio: And yet I don't come good enough?

Baptista: Worse than you could.

Tranio: Not as well appareled as you should be.

Petruchio: Better this way than not at all, don't you think?
But where is Kate, my lovely bride?
How are you, daddy? Guys, what's the matter with you? What’s 
everyone staring at?

Baptista: As you know, sir, today is your wedding day.
First we feared you would not come, but now: fie! Your get-up is a 
disgrace!

Tranio: And tell us, which important event kept you away from your bride for 
so long, and then brought you here, so unlike yourself?

Petruchio: Enough, I'm here now to keep my word.
But where is Kate? I was away from her for too long!
It's late, we should be in church by now.

Tranio: Don't go to your bride in these clothes!

Petruchio: She'll be wed to me, not to my clothes.
Hello Kate, your bridegroom is here!

Baptista: I can't believe this is happening!

Lucentio: As soon as this wedding is consumated, nothing will stand in the way of
my marriage any more.
I know that sweet Bianca loves me!

Tranio: So what? Her father is only interested in money, not in love.
If you can't outbid Gremio, you can forget about your sweet Bianca.
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Lucentio: If my colleague, this musician, wouldn't watch her steps so closely, it 
would be easy to marry in secret.
And once it's done, let all the world say no – I'd hold my own, whatever
the rest of the world said. 

Tranio: I think it can be done.
We'll strike at the right moment and outwit Gremio, that old 
moneybags.

Tranio: Oh, Signor Gremio! Has the wedding happened already?

Gremio: He's a devil, this Satan!
The priest asked him if he would want Katherina as his wife.
"Goddamned, hell yes!", he screamed, and cursed.

Petruchio: Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your troubles.
I know you expect me to stay to dinner, and you have served up an 
enormous wedding feast.
But unfortunately, business calls me away from here, and that's 
why I have to take my leave from you now.

Baptista: Are you serious? You will be leaving tonight?

Petruchio: I have to leave during the day, before the evening.
Business, business, business.
Banquet with my father, drink to my health, because I have to go. God 
be with you all.

Tranio: Let us entreat you, stay until after dinner!

Petruchio: It cannot be.

Gremio: Let me entreat you!

Petruchio: It cannot be.

Baptista: Let me entreat you!

Petruchio: It cannot be.

Katherina: Let me entreat you.

Petruchio: Now, that's all right by me.
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Katherina: So it's all right with you to stay?

Petruchio: It's all right with me that you entreat me to stay.

Katherina: If you love me, stay.

Petruchio: Grumio, bring the dowry!

Grumio: Yes, sir!

Katherina: All right, then, do what you like. I won’t leave today, and not 
tomorrow, either. I won't leave before I want to.
The door is open, sir, there lies your way.
Lovely travel weather, don't miss it!

Petruchio: Calm down, Kate. Please, don't be angry.

Katherina: But I want to be angry! What do you care?

Baptista: Katherina!

Katherina; Father, be quiet, he will only leave when I say so.

Gremio: My friend, here we go!

Katherina: Gentlemen, let's go inside for the wedding feast.
I see, a woman is easily made a fool if she isn't brave enough to resist.

Petruchio: They shall go in, my child, at your command.
Obey the bride, because you're her retinue.
Sit down to feast, sing and jubilate, and drink to her maidenhood.
But you, Kate, will come with me. 
I will be master of what belongs to me.
She's my estate, my house and farm,
my household stuff, my field, my barn, 
my horse, my ox, my ass, in short: my everything.
Here she is, I dare you to touch her!
I'll defy anyone who stands in my way. 
Draw, Grumio, draw your sword, we're surrounded by thieves.
Rescue our mistress, if you're a man!
Kate, don't be afraid, they won't harm you. Even if it were millions, I'll 
protect you!

34



Baptista: Now the lovebirds are gone!

Gremio: It was high time, or else I would have died laughing!

Tranio: Such mad alliance has never been formed before!

Lucentio: Mistress, what do you think about your sister?

Baptista: Neighbours and friends, bride and bridegroom may not be here to take 
their seats at the table, but there is no lack of dishes on the table.
You shall take the bridegroom's place, Lucentio, and Bianca may be 
regarded as her sister.

Tranio: Shall Bianca practise how to be a little bride?

Baptista: She shall, friend Lucentio. Come inside.
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Act   4  
Scene   1  

Grumio: To hell with all mad masters and all crappy country roads! 
Was a man ever beaten as much as me? Was a man ever as dirty as me?
Was a man ever so tired?
They chase me on ahead to prepare the meal – am I the cook, or what? 
What else am I supposed to be?

Petruchio: Hey, no-one at the gate?
Giovanni, Giuseppe, Francesco, where are you?

Grumio: Giovanni, Giuseppe, Francesco...

Petruchio: What! No order? No respect?
Where is the foolish guy I sent?

Grumio: Here, sir! As foolish as I was before.

Petruchio: You damned peasant!
Weren't you supposed to meet us at the gate, and bring all these lazy 
rascals along with you?
Go and fetch the supper in!

Petruchio: Sit down, Kate, and welcome!
Food, food, food!
Get on with it! – Now, dear Kate, be merry! –
Off with my boots, you sod! Go on!

You filthy swine! You wrench my leg!
Be merry, Kate. – Where's my food?
You scoundrel! Did you have to let it fall?
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Katherina: Patience, please, it was a mistake!

Petruchio: A son of a bitch! A sheep-nosed dung-goat!
Come, Kate, sit down, you must be hungry.
Will you say grace, cutie, or shall I?–
What's this?

Grumio: Mutton.

Petruchio: Served by whom?

Grumio: Er, well...

Petruchio: It is burnt.
How dare you, villain, to serve up to me what I don't like?

Katherina: Please, don't be so angry.
The meat was good, had you only liked it.

Petruchio: No, Kate, it was dried out and burnt, and my doctor has expressly forbid
me such things, they affect the gallbladder and make me irritable. Better
for both of us to fast.
Come now, I'll take you to your bridal chamber.

I have begun my reign wisely and hope to rule happily ever after. My 
falcon is sharp now and exceedingly hungry. And until it is tame, it will
not be given enough to eat, or else it will never obey me. 
I keep her awake, like hawks are kept awake that flutter and flap and 
disobey. She had no food today and will have none; last night she got 
no sleep, and she won’t get any tonight. 
And in spite of everything I swear that it’s all out of tender care for her.
This is how to kill a woman with love, this way I'll break her torpid and 
obstinate will.
Would he who knows better how to tame a shrew, be so kind to tell me.
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Scene 2

Hortensio: If you want proof of what I told you, then pay attention to the way he 
instructs her.

Lucentio: Mistress, have you memorised what I taught you?

Bianca: What do you teach, master? Explain that to me first.

Lucentio: That which is my only profession: The Art of Love.

Bianca: May you prove to be a master in this art soon!

Lucentio: Grant me the favour to take me on as your apprentice!

Tranio: O snake in the grass! Faithless womanhood!
I tell you, Licio, this is incredible!

Hortensio: Enough of this masquerade – I am not Licio, but a man who regrets 
having disguised himself for this bitch, who leaves a gentleman to 
idolise such a knave.
Know, then, sir, that I am Hortensio.

Tranio: Signor Hortensio, I have often heard of your great passion for Bianca.
And because she has turned out to be such a slut, I will give up Bianca's
love and favour forever, together with you, if you agree.

Hortensio: Signor Lucentio, here is my hand. I solemnly swear never to court her 
again. No, I give her up, unworthy as she is, that snake in the grass.

 
Tranio: Receive my unfeigned oath, too:

I'll never marry her, not even if she begged me.
Yuck! 
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Hortensio: To keep my oath I will marry a wealthy widow within the next three 
days. She has been in love with me ever since I pursued that disdainful 
harlot.
And so farewell, Signor Lucentio.
Warm-heartedness, not beautiful looks, that's what matters.
And so I take my leave, and am determined to keep my vow.

Tranio: We have given you up! Both I and Hortensio!

Bianca: Tranio, you must be joking. Hortensio has given up?

Tranio: He has.

Lucentio: Then we are rid of him.
We've done it!
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Scene 3

Grumio: No, no, really, for my life, I don't dare!

Katherina: The more he tortures me, the more he mocks me.
Did he marry me to starve me?
Whenever a beggar enters my father's house, he is instantly given what 
he asks for.
But I, who have never known how to beg and never had to beg, die of 
starvation, and am dizzy with lack of sleep.
And what offends me even more than all this, is that he does it under 
the pretense of love, as if he thought for me to sleep and eat would 
bring on fatal illness or sudden death.
Please, go and get me something to eat, I don’t care what, as long as it 
is edible.

Grumio: What do you say to a calf’s foot?

Katherina: Oh, lovely, please, bring me some.

Grumio: I’m afraid veal will make you choleric.
What do you say to a piece of beef with mustard? 

Katherina: My favourite dish, I could live on it!

Grumio: Yes, but the mustard is a little too hot.

Katherina: Only the beef, then, and forget about the mustard.

Grumio: No, not like that. You’ll take the mustard, or you won't get the meat 
from Grumio.

Katherina: Then both, or one, however you like.

Grumio: The mustard without the beef, then.

Katherina: Go away, get out of here, you common slave!
To hell with you and the whole pack of you, who rejoice in my misery!
Go, I say! Off with you!
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Petruchio: How's it going, Kate? – Darling, why so melancholic?
I’ve prepared this meal for you myself.
Now, this kindness deserves thanks, doesn't it?
What, not a word?
Well then, you don't like it, and all my trouble was for nothing.
Grumio, take away the dish.

Katherina: No, leave it here!

Petruchio: We have the custom of begging for things politely and saying "thank 
you".

Katherina: I thank you and beg you.

Petruchio: Grumio, please.

Grumio: You're welcome.

Petruchio: Now, to your health, my honey love.
Let's travel back to your father, and there let's promenade around in 
silken dresses.
Now, have you eaten your fill? Grumio, please.
Here comes the tailor.
Come tailor! Let us see your magnificent things!

That's most charming!

Tailor: Creazione speziale.

Petruchio: Is this supposed to be a hat?

Tailor: Creazione tortellini.

Petruchio: A curd cheese, a doll's cap!
Away with it! A bigger one, I say.

Katherina: I don't want a bigger one. This is the fashion. Gentlewomen are wearing
caps like this right now.
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Petruchio: If you are gentle, you shall have one.

Katherina: Sir, don't I have the right to speak?
I will speak, I am not a child.
I've spoken my mind to wiser men than you, and if you can’t take it, 
then you’d better plug your ears.
My mouth must tell the anger of my heart, or else my heart would break
concealing it. And rather than have that happen, I’ll use my tongue 
freely and beyond all measure.

Petruchio: You’re right, it’s a shabby hat. I love you all the more for not liking it.

Katherina: Love me, or love me not, the hat is pretty, and none other than this one 
will suit me.

Petruchio: Oh God have mercy! What kind of fancy dress is this?
What do we have here? Sleeves? No, gun barrels!
Snip and snip and cut and slashed, as if pecked at by chicken.

Katherina: I never saw such a beautifully designed gown, so elegant and exquisite, 
of such pretty shape.
Do you want to make me into some sort of puppet?

Petruchio: Exactly! He wants to make you into some sort of puppet!

Tailor: Scusi, she said: you want to make her into some sort of puppet.

Petruchio: O monstrous arrogance! You lie, you thimble. You have ruined her 
gown.
Leave! Take it away with you, and not another word!

Petruchio: Kate, come! Let's visit your father, dressed as we are, in our simple 
clothes. Our purses shall be rich, our garments poor, because it is the 
mind that makes the body rich. And just as the sun shines through the 
darkest clouds, honour gleams even in the meanest habit.
Cloak!
But let's perk up now and head for your father's place, to feast and 
amuse ourselves. I think it's seven o'clock now, so we should get there 
easily by lunchtime.
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Katherina: Let me tell you it is almost two, and it will be suppertime before we get 
there.

Petruchio: She always has to contradict!
That's it, enough, I've had it! I don't want to go today, and before I do, it
shall be exactly whatever time I say it is.

Grumio: My master will command the sun one day.

Scene 4

Tranio: Gambio, you can change back to Lucentio again. I've arranged 
everything, old pastor Laurence at Saint Luke's church is willing to 
marry you.
Off we go! He's already waiting! And don't forget the bride! Bianca will
play along, won't she?

Lucentio: She will, why should I doubt it? However things may turn out, she has 
to! My heart trusts her.
Gambio, let's go. Secure the comely bride for yourself.

Tranio: Lucentio, let's go!

Scene 5

Petruchio: Good Lord, how bright and friendly the moon shines!

Katherina: The moon? The sun! There's no moon shining at this time of day!

Petruchio: I say it is the moon that shines so bright.
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Katherina: I know it is the sun that shines so bright.

Petruchio: I know it is the moon.
Objections, and nothing but objections!

Grumio: Say as he says, or we'll be stuck here.

Katherina: No, please, come on – now that we've come this far...
For all I care, sun, moon, whatever you say. 
And if you want to call it a firefly lamp, I swear it shall be one and the 
same for me.

Petruchio: I say, it is the moon.

Katherina: Of course it is the moon!

Petruchio: Now you're lying, it is the blessed sun!

Katherina: Dear God, yes, it is the blessed sun!
But it is not the sun when you say otherwise, and the moon changes 
according to your will. Whatever you want to call it, that’s what it is, 
and that’s what it shall be for Katherina.

Grumio: Petruchio, let her have it, you've won.

Petruchio: Onward, then!
That's how the world is perpendicular, instead of being upside down 
and defying the laws of nature.
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Act   5  
Scene   1  

Bianca: Forgive me, father!

Baptista: What do you want me to forgive?

Bianca: I love Lucentio.

Lucentio: And I am Lucentio, legitimate son of rich Vincentio in Pisa.
And while you were blinded by appearances, I married your daughter.

Gremio: With lies and deception we were tricked.

Baptista: So you're not Gambio?

Bianca: Gambio has changed into Lucentio.

Lucentio: Love brought about this miracle. 
Bianca's love made me exchange my state with Tranio, while he played 
my role here.
And now, at last, I've gladly arrived at the blissful haven of my 
happiness.

Baptista: So you have married my daughter without asking for my consent?

Lucentio: Don't worry, You'll come into your own in the end.
My father will arrive here in Padua tomorrow, and he will bring the 
contract, in which he signs over all his fortunes to me.

Tranio: Yes, tomorrow you'll get the contract, as sure as death.

Baptista: And who are you?

Tranio: I am Tranio, Lucentio's servant. Lucentio was Gambio, Bianca's 
teacher, because ….

Gremio: Love poems. Perfumed. You fraud! The advance payment! Give it to 
me!

Lucentio: Money ...
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Petruchio: Come inside.

Gremio: I'll come inside. As compensation for the woman at least give me wine.

Petruchio: Come here. Kiss me, Kate.

Katherina: "Kiss me, Kate"... Bullshit!!

Interlude

Lord: My lord is snoring again.
Carry him away and put him into his own clothes again!
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Scene 2

Lucentio: At last, though long, we’ve reconciled our differences.
Now that the raging war is over, it is time to smile at past dangers. My 
father will arrive tomorrow and bring said certificate to gold-plate our 
marriage.
Brother Petruchio, sister Katherina, and you, Hortensio, with your dear 
wife – indulge and regale yourselves. My house is yours.
The dessert here in our sunny courtyard is for closing up the stomach 
after our feasting. Please be seated.
Chatting is more pleasant when sitting down.

Petruchio: And all we do is sit and sit, and eat and eat.

Baptista: My son Petruchio, has your appetite been appeased so quickly?

Katherina: Oh, there won't be peace for a long time yet, don't you think, my 
darling?

Petruchio: At home she has been a tame cat for a long time.

Katherina: And hunters want to continue hunting!

Lucentio: I'll have a blissful life with my wife.

Katherina: Provided she has given in to you.

Bianca: Oh, Lucentio, you're the apple of my eye!

Lucentio: Oh, Bianca, I'm so fond of you!

Hortensio: Another sweetmeat for my sweet wife?

Widow: No, thank you, it's cheese that rounds off a meal.

Petruchio: Yes, nibbling isn't healthy for older ladies anyway.

Widow: And so is making out with younger ladies.

47



Petruchio: My good friend Hortensio, take care, or you'll be made into a 
henpecked husband!

Hortensio: I have nothing to fear, because I'm not married to a shrew.

Katherina: And if you were, it would surely be possible to tame her.

Lucentio: Here's to the witty women, raise your glasses!

Petruchio: Here's to the lively men, cheers!
We men are the clever hunters, women are the shy game before our 
shotguns.

Bianca: Am I a head of game? Then I'll rather change forests.
Now pull out your guns and pursue me.
Come, you women – when men are witty we'll swiftly leave the scene!

Petruchio: Take care, my dear brother-in-law, your sweet Bianca is already going 
sour.

Lucentio: I rather think you're looking sour because your ready wit weakens, and 
Katherina will not be tamed.

Baptista: Seriously, son Petruchio, I think you have the most unruly one of us all.

Petruchio: I don't think so. 
And as proof let’s each one send for his wife. Whichever’s is most 
obedient and comes first, when he calls for her, shall win the bet that 
we’ll propose.

Hortensio: Agreed. What's the bet?

Lucentio: Twenty crowns.

Petruchio: Twenty crowns? That’s a bet I’d make on my hound. But twenty times 
as much on my wife.

Lucentio: A hundred, then.
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Hortensio: Agreed.

Petruchio: Done, it's a bet!

Hortensio: Who begins?

Lucentio: I will. Grumio, go and tell my wife to come to me. 

Grumio: I go.

Interlude

Lord: Gentlemen, I join the bet – the shrew will never ever come!

Lucentio: Real money! You're on!

Grumio: Listen, your wife sends you word that she is busy and cannot come.

Petruchio: She's busy and cannot come!
Is that an answer?

Gremio: Yes, and a kind one at that. If your wife doesn’t send you a worse one.

Petruchio: I'm hoping for better.

Hortensio: Knave, go and entreat my wife to come to me at once.

Grumio: The knave goes.

Petruchio: O ho, entreat her! Then she'll have to come!

Hortensio: Yours will not grant a request in any case.

Hortensio: Now, where's my wife?
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Grumio: She says you should stop joking.
She will not come, she wants you to come to her.

Petruchio: Worse and worse! She will not come! What a shame! 
Lad, go to my wife and tell her I command her to come.

Grumio: The lad goes.

Hortensio: I know the answer!

Petruchio: Now?

Hortensio: She won't come.

Petruchio: The worse for me, and that's it.

Baptista: Now, holy Lord – look, here comes Katherina!

Katherina: What do you want, sir?

Petruchio: Where are Hortensio’s wife and your sister?

Katherina: In there. They are chatting by the parlour fire.

Petruchio: Go, bring them here. And if they refuse to come, drag them here by 
force.
Go, I said, and bring them here instantly.

Lucentio: This is a miracle.

Hortensio: It really is! I wonder what it means.

Petruchio: Well, it means peace and love and a quiet life.
Order and respect, legitimate rule.

Baptista: Best wishes, then, son Petruchio.
You've won the bet.
I'll lay out an extra twenty thousand, because she has changed 
completely.
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Petruchio: I want to win the bet even better, by demonstrating you more of her 
obedience, her newly acquired virtue and submission.

Petruchio: Look, here she comes and brings the forward wives.
That headdress doesn’t look good on you.
Off with that hat, and trample it under foot! 

Widow: Lord, don't let me end up like this!

Bianca: For shame! What a foolish kind of obedience!

Lucentio: I wish your obedience were as foolish. The wisdom of your obedience, 
fair Bianca, has cost me a hundred crowns since supper.

Bianca: A fool, who bets on my obedience.

Petruchio: Kate, I order you to lecture these headstrong women on what they owe 
to their lords and husbands.

Widow: What? You must be joking, we don't want a lecture!

Petruchio: Do it, I say, and begin with her.

Widow: She shall not.

Petruchio: I say, she shall. Begin with her.

Katherina: Fie, fie! Unknit this threatening brow, 
and don't shoot scornful arrows from those eyes 
to wound your king, your lord, your governor.
It blots your beauty the way frosts blight the field,
it mars your reputation as whirlwinds destroy blossoms. 
And never is it fitting or attractive.
An angry woman is like an agitated fountain – 
muddy and unclean, unpleasant, lacking in beauty.
And in this condition, no one — however thirsty he may be — will 
condescend to sip one drop of it.
Your husband is your lord, your breadwinner, your light, 
your head, your sovereign, he cares for you.
Tirelessly he conducts his business,
he travels to faraway countries, trades and speculates.
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Restlessly he stays awake for nights on end, 
while you lie warm and safe at home.
And in exchange he seeks no other pay from you 
but love, kind looks, and obedience —
too little payment for so great a debt.
A woman owes her husband the same loyalty a vassal owes his 
sovereign.
And when she is defiant, moody, cheerless and bitter,
and disobedient to his honest wishes,
what is she but a spiteful rebel, and a sinful traitor to her dear lord?
I'm ashamed that women are so foolish!
They declare war when they should kneel down for peace.
O that they want to rule, steer and defy,
when they are bound to serve, love, and obey.
Why are our bodies soft and weak and smooth,
unfit for toil and trouble in the world,
but that a delicate heart, a mild temper should, as tender guest, guard its
tender home?
Come on, you weak and stubborn worms!
My mind has been as proud as each of yours, 
my heart as big, my reason perhaps even better suited to beat word with
word, and rage with rage.
Now I see our lances are nothing but straw, and we ourselves are 
equally weak, weak like helpless infants,
so that we only seem to be what we are not at all.
Temper your defiance, then, and place your hand beneath your 
husband's foot, when he commands it.
As a token of my duty my hand doesn't refuse his orders. 

Petruchio: That's what I call a woman! Kiss me, my girl!

Lucentio:                   Good luck, my brother, you've overpowered your Kate!

Widow: Now he has tamed the shrew.

Bianca: It's a miracle that it ends like this.

Katherina: A miracle.
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