280 PHE TAMING OF THE SHREW,.
Bap. Well may’ft thou woo, and happy be thy fpeed |

But be thou arm’d for fome unhappy words.
Per. Ay, to the proof, as mountains are for winds,

That fhake not, though they blow perpetually.
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Enter Hortenlio, with his head broke.

Bap. How now, my friend, why doft thou look fo pale?
Hor. For fear, 1 promife you, if I look pale.
Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good mufician ?
Hor. I think, fhe’ll fooner prove a {foldier;
Iron may hold with her, but never lutes.
Bap. Why, then thou canft not break her to the lute?
Hor. Why, no; for fhe hath broke the lute on me,
I did but tell her, fhe miftook her frets,
And bow’d her hand to teach her fingering,
When, with a moft impatient devilith {pirit,
Frets call you them? quoth fhe: T'll fume with them :
And with that word fhe ftruck me on the head,
And through the inftrument my pate made way ;
And there I ftood amazed for a while,
As on a pillory, looking through the lute
While the did call me rafcal, fidler,
And twangling jack, with twenty fuch vile terms,
As fhe had ftudied to mifufe me fo.
Per. Now, by the world, it is a lufty wench ;
I love her ten times more than e’er I did:
O, how I long to have fome chat with her!
Bap. Well, go with me, and be not fo difcomfited.
Proceed in praice with my younger daughter ;
She’s apt to learn, and thankful for good turns.
Signior Petruchio, will you go with us,
Or fhall I fend my daughter Kaze to you?
Pet, 1 pray you, do. I will attend her here,

[ Exit Bap. with Gre. Hor. and Tranio(i
s An




