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yery monfter in apparel, and not like a chriftian footboy, or
gentleman’s lackey.
Tra. *Tis fome odd humour pricks him to this fathion ;
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell’d.
Bap. 1 am glad he’s come, howfoever he comes.
Bion. Why, fir, he comes not.
Bap. Did{t thou not fay, he comes?
Bion. Who ? that Petruchio came ?
Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came.
Bion. No, fir; I fay, his horfe comes with him on his back.
Bap. Why, that’s all one. -
Bion. Nay, by faint Famy, 1 hold you a penny,

A horfe and a man is more than one, and yet not many.

SC:ENE 1V.

Enter Petruchio, and Grumio, Sfantaftically habited.

Pet. Come, where be thefe gallants? who is at home?
Bap. You're welcome, {ir. '
Pet. And yet I come not well.
Bap. And yet you halt not.
Tra. Not {o well "parell’d as 1 with you were.
Pet. Why, were it better, I thould rufh in thus.
But where is Kaze® where is my lovely bride ?
How does my father ? gentles, methinks, you frown:
And wherefore gaze this goodly company,
As if they {faw fome wondrous monument,

Some comet, or unufual prodigy-?

Bap. Why, fir, you know this is your wedding-day =
Firft, were we fad, fearing you would not come ;.
Now, fadder, that you come {o unprovided.
Fic| doff this habit, fhame to your eftate,
An eyefore to our {olemn feftival.
Tra. And tell us what occafion of import
Hath all {o long detain’d you from your wife,
And fent you hither {o unlike yourfelf ?




