Or elfe you get no beef of Grumiio.
Cath. Then both, or one,
Gru. Why,

That feed’ft me with the very name of meat :
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you
That triumph thus upon my mifery !

Go, get thee gone, 1 {ay.
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Gru. Nay then, I will not you fhall have the muftard,

or any thing thou wilt,
then the muftard e’en without the beef,

Cath. Go, get thee gone, thou falfe deluding lave

y [beats him,

Enter Petruchio and Hortenfro with mens.

Per. How fares my Kate? what, fweeting, all amort?

Hor. Miftrefs, what cheer?
Cath. ’Faith, as cold as can be,

Pet. Pluck up thy fpirits; look cheerfully upon me;

Here, love, thou feeft how diligent I am,
To drefs thy meat myfelf, and bring it thee
I'm fure, {weet Kate, this kindnefs merits thanks.
What, nota word? nay ‘then, thou lov't it not:
And all my pains is forted to no proof,
‘Here, take away the difh.
Cath. Pray, let it ftand.
Pet. The pooreft fervice is repay’d with thanks,
And {o fhall mine before you touch the meat.
Cath. 1 thank you, fir.
Hor. Signior Petruchio, fiel you are to blame:
Come, miftrefs Kare, T’ll bear you company.

Per. Eat it up all, Hortenfio, if thou loveft me, —

Much good do it unto thy gentle heart |
Kate, eat apace: and now, my honey love,
Will we return unto thy father’s houfe,
And revel it as bravely as the beft,

With filken coats, and caps, and golden rings,

[afide.

With




