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WeTT V. G E NE L
Petruchio’s Country-houfe.

Enter Catharina, and Grumio.

GRrUMIO.

0, no, forfooth, I dare not for my life.
Cath. The more my wrong, the more his {pite appears :
What, did he marry me to famifh me?
Beggars that come unto my father’s door,
Upon entreaty, have a prefent alms;
If not, elfewhere they meet with charity :
But I, who never knew how to entreat,
Nor never needed that 1 {hould entreat,
Am ftarv’d for meat, giddy for lack of fleep;
With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed ;
And that which {pites me more than all thefe wants,
He does it under name of perfe& love :
As who would fay, if I {hould fleep, or eat,
*Twere deadly ficknefs, or elfe prefent death.
I pr'ythee, go, and get me fome repaft;
I care not what, fo it be wholefome food.
Gru. What fay you to a neat’s foot ?
Cath. ’Tis pafling good ; I prythee, let me have it.
Gru. 1 fear, it 1s too phlegrﬁatick a meat :
How fay you to a fat tripe finely broil’d ?
Cath. 1 like it well; good Grumio, fetch it me.
Gyru. T cannot tell; I fear, it’s cholerick :
What fay you to a piece of beef and muftard ?
Cath.. A difh that I do love to feed upon. :
Gru. Ay, but the muftard is too hot a little.

Cath. Why, then the beef, and let the muftard reft.
: Gru.




