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Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev’d as I?
But who comes here?

S GCiENE 1l

Epter Gremio, Lucentio 77 the habit of a mean man, Petruchio
with Hortenfio like a mufician, T ranio and Biondello
bearing a lute and books.

Gre. Good morrow, neighbour Baptifta.
Bap. Good morrow, neighbour Gremio : god fave you,
entlemen !
Pet. And you, good fir! pray, have you nota daughter call’d
Catharina, fair and virtuous ?
Bap. I have a daughter, fir, call’'d Catharina.
Gre. You are too blunt, go to it orderly.
Per. You wrong me, fignior Gremio; give me leave.
I am a gentleman of Verona, fir, :
That, hearing of her beauty, and her wit,
Her affability, and bathful modefty,
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour,
Am bold to thow myfelf a forward gueft
Within your houfe, to make mine eye the witnefs
Of that report, which I fo oft have heard.
And, for an entrance to my entertainment, | prefenting Hor:
I do prefent you with a man of mine,
Cunning in mufick, and the mathematicks,
To inftru& her fully in thofe {ciences,
Whereof, I know, fhe is not ignorant:
Accept of him, or elfe you do me wrong;
His name is Licio, born in Mantua.
Bap. Yare welcome, fir, and he, for your good fake.
But for my daughter Catharine, this I know,
She is not for your turn, the more’s my grief.
Pet. 1 fee, you do not mean to part with her,
Or elfe you like not of my company.

Bap. Miftake me not, I {fpeak but what I find.
Whence




