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The Taming of the Shrew 
Act 2, sc. 1 (line 349 - Verse) 

Gremio 
Be patient, gentlemen; I choose her for myself: 

If she and I be pleased, what's that to you? 

'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. 

O, you are novices! 'tis a world to see, 

How tame, when men and women are alone, 

A meacock wretch can make the curstest shrew. 

Give me thy hand, Kate: I will unto Venice, 

To buy apparel 'gainst the wedding-day. 

Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests; 

First, as you know, my house within the city 

Is richly furnished with plate and gold; 

Basins and ewers to lave her dainty hands; 

My hangings all of Tyrian tapestry; 

In ivory coffers I have stuff'd my crowns; 

In cypress chests my arras counterpoints, 

Costly apparel, tents, and canopies, 

Fine linen, Turkey cushions boss'd with pearl, 
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Valance of Venice gold in needlework, 

Pewter and brass and all things that belong 

To house or housekeeping: then, at my farm 

I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail, 

Sixscore fat oxen standing in my stalls, 

And all things answerable to this portion. 

Myself am struck in years, I must confess; 

And if I die to-morrow, this is hers, 

If whilst I live she will be only mine. 

 


