
Please choose one of the following sides to prepare. No need to memorize—just 
familiarize yourself with the text and come in ready to play! After you have read your 
chosen side, I may ask you to read something else (in particular those reading for 
Kate, Petruchio, or Lucentio should be prepared to do a cold reading of the other side 
for their character). I’m excited to see your audition! 

KATE option 1: 

No shame but mine; I must, forsooth, be forc'd 
To give my hand, oppos'd against my heart, 
Unto a mad-brain rudesby, full of spleen, 
Who woo'd in haste and means to wed at leisure. 
I told you, I, he was a frantic fool, 
Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour; 
And, to be noted for a merry man, 
He'll woo a thousand, 'point the day of marriage, 
Make friends invited, and proclaim the banns; 
Yet never means to wed where he hath woo'd. 
Now must the world point at poor Katherine, 
And say 'Lo, there is mad Petruchio's wife, 
If it would please him come and marry her!’ 



KATE option 2 
Fie, fie! unknit that threatening unkind brow, 
And dart not scornful glances from those eyes  
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor. 
It blots thy beauty as frosts do bite the meads, 
Confounds thy fame as whirlwinds shake fair buds, 
And in no sense is meet or amiable. 
A woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled- 
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty; 
And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip or touch one drop of it. 
Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy sovereign; one that cares for thee,  
And for thy maintenance commits his body 
To painful labour both by sea and land, 
To watch the night in storms, the day in cold, 
Whilst thou liest warm at home, secure and safe; 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands 
But love, fair looks, and true obedience- 
Too little payment for so great a debt. 
Such duty as the subject owes the prince, 
Even such a woman oweth to her husband; 
And when she is froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 
And not obedient to his honest will, 
What is she but a foul contending rebel 
And graceless traitor to her loving lord? 
I am asham'd that women are so simple 
To offer war where they should kneel for peace; 
Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway, 
When they are bound to serve, love, and obey. 
Why are our bodies soft and weak and smooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 
But that our soft conditions and our hearts 
Should well agree with our external parts? 
Come, come, you forward and unable worms! 
My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 
My heart as great, my reason haply more, 
To bandy word for word and frown for frown;  
But now I see our lances are but straws, 
Our strength as weak, our weakness past compare, 
That seeming to be most which we indeed least are. 
Then vail your stomachs, for it is no boot, 
And place your hands below your husband's foot; 
In token of which duty, if he please, 
My hand is ready, may it do him ease.  



PETRUCHIO option 1 
No, not a whit; I find you passing gentle. 
'Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and sullen, 
And now I find report a very liar; 
For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous, 
But slow in speech, yet sweet as springtime flowers. 
Thou canst not frown, thou canst not look askance, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will, 
Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk; 
But thou with mildness entertain'st thy wooers; 
With gentle conference, soft and affable. 
Why does the world report that Kate doth limp? 
O sland'rous world! Kate like the hazel-twig 
Is straight and slender, and as brown in hue 
As hazel-nuts, and sweeter than the kernels.  
O, let me see thee walk. Thou dost not halt 

PETRUCHIO option 2 

Thus have I politicly begun my reign, 
And 'tis my hope to end successfully.  
My falcon now is sharp and passing empty. 
And till she stoop she must not be full-gorg'd, 
For then she never looks upon her lure. 
Another way I have to man my haggard, 
To make her come, and know her keeper's call, 
That is, to watch her, as we watch these kites 
That bate and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She eat no meat to-day, nor none shall eat; 
Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall not; 
As with the meat, some undeserved fault  
I'll find about the making of the bed; 
And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolster, 
This way the coverlet, another way the sheets; 
Ay, and amid this hurly I intend 
That all is done in reverend care of her- 
And, in conclusion, she shall watch all night; 
And if she chance to nod I'll rail and brawl 
And with the clamour keep her still awake. 
This is a way to kill a wife with kindness, 
And thus I'll curb her mad and headstrong humour. 
He that knows better how to tame a shrew, 
Now let him speak; 'tis charity to show. 



TRANIO 

Mi perdonato, gentle master mine; 
I am in all affected as yourself; 
Glad that you thus continue your resolve 
To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy. 
Only, good master, while we do admire 
This virtue and this moral discipline, 
Let's be no Stoics nor no stocks, I pray, 
Or so devote to Aristotle's checks  
As Ovid be an outcast quite abjur'd. 
Balk logic with acquaintance that you have, 
And practise rhetoric in your common talk; 
Music and poesy use to quicken you; 
The mathematics and the metaphysics,  
Fall to them as you find your stomach serves you. 
No profit grows where is no pleasure ta'en; 
In brief, sir, study what you most affect 



GRUMIO 

Petruchio: Verona, for a while I take my leave, 
To see my friends in Padua, but of all 
My best beloved and approved friend, 
Hortensio; and I trow this is his house. 
Here, sirrah Grumio; knock, I say. 

Grumio: Knock, sir! whom should I knock? is there man has 
rebused your worship? 

Petruchio: Villain, I say, knock me here soundly. 

Grumio: Knock you here, sir! why, sir, what am I, sir, that 
I should knock you here, sir? 

Petruchio: Villain, I say, knock me at this gate 
And rap me well, or I'll knock your knave's pate. 

Grumio: My master is grown quarrelsome. I should knock 
you first, 
And then I know after who comes by the worst. 

Petruchio: Will it not be? 
Faith, sirrah, an you'll not knock, I'll ring it; 
I'll try how you can sol, fa, and sing it. 
He wrings him by the ears 

Grumio: Help, masters, help! my master is mad. 

Petruchio: Now, knock when I bid you, sirrah villain! 



BIANCA 
Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong  
To strive for that which resteth in my choice.  
I am no breeching scholar in the schools,  
I'll not be tied to hours nor 'pointed times,  
But learn my lessons as I please myself.  
And to cut off all strife: here sit we down;  
Take you your instrument, play you the whiles!  
His lecture will be done ere you have tun’d. 

LUCENTIO option 1 
O Tranio, till I found it to be true,  
I never thought it possible or likely. 
But see! while idly I stood looking on,  
I found the effect of love in idleness;  
And now in plainness do confess to thee,  
That art to me as secret and as dear  
As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was- 
Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perish, Tranio,  
If I achieve not this young modest girl.  
Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst;  
Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 



LUCENTIO option 2 
Tranio, since for the great desire I had 
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts, 
I am arriv'd for fruitful Lombardy, 
The pleasant garden of great Italy, 
And by my father's love and leave am arm'd 
With his good will and thy good company, 
My trusty servant well approv'd in all,  
Here let us breathe, and haply institute 
A course of learning and ingenious studies. 
Pisa, renowned for grave citizens, 
Gave me my being and my father first, 
A merchant of great traffic through the world, 
Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii; 
Vincentio's son, brought up in Florence, 
It shall become to serve all hopes conceiv'd, 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds. 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I study, 
Virtue and that part of philosophy 
Will I apply that treats of happiness 
By virtue specially to be achiev'd. 
Tell me thy mind; for I have Pisa left 
And am to Padua come as he that leaves  
A shallow plash to plunge him in the deep, 
And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst 

BAPTISTA 
Gentlemen, content ye; I am resolv'd.  
Go in, Bianca. Exit BIANCA  
And for I know she taketh most delight  
In music, instruments, and poetry, 
Schoolmasters will I keep within my house  
Fit to instruct her youth. If you, Hortensio,  
Or, Signior Gremio, you, know any such,  
Prefer them hither; for to cunning men  
I will be very kind, and liberal 
To mine own children in good bringing-up;  
And so, farewell. Katherina, you may stay;  
For I have more to commune with Bianca.


