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I tell you, fir, the bears me fair in hand.
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Hor. To fatisty you, fir, in what I faid,
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching.

Enter Bianca, and Lucentio.

Luc. Now, miftrefs, profit you in what you read?

Bian. What, mafter, read you? firft, refolve me that.

Luc. I read that I profefs, the art of love.

Bian. And may you prove, fir, mafter of your art !

Luc. While you, {weet dear, prove miftrefs of my heart.
Hor. Quick proceeders | marry | now tell me, I pray, you that

durft fivear that your miftrefs Bianca lov'd none in the world fo

well as Lucentio.
Tra. O defpiteful love! unconftant womankind !
I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful.
Hor. Miftake no more; I am not Licio,
Nor a mufician, as I feem to e
But one that fcorn to live in this difguife,
For {uch a one as leaves a gentleman,
And makes a god of fuch a cullion:
Know, fir, that I am call’d Hortenfio.
Tra. Signior Hortenfio, 1 have often heard
Of your entire 2ffe&ion to Bianca;
And fince mine eyes are witnels of her lightnefs,
I will with you, if you be fo contented,
Forfivear Bianca and her love for ever.
Hor. Sce how they kifs and court. Signior Lucentio,
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow
Never to woo her more, but do forfwear her
As one unworthy all the former favours
That I have fondly fAatter’d her withal.
Tra. And here T take the like unfeigned oath,

Never to marry her, though fhe entreat.
Fie on her! fee how beaftly fhe doth court him.
Hor. Would all the world, but he, had quite forfworn her!

For me, that I may furely keep mine oath,
I will

Vour. 1II. Qq




