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  Introduction




  If there is one Shakespeare play that really should be read before being seen on stage, it is The Taming of the Shrew. This extraordinary and enduring drama has been

  more mangled and traduced in performance than any other in the canon.




  ‘Shakespeare’s problematic domestic violence comedy’ is how a London critic summed up the story in a review of a major production at the Globe Theatre in 2012. The play has

  been variously described as brutal, misogynist, nasty, and worse. One Royal Shakespeare Company director said of his own recent production at Stratford-upon-Avon that it had ‘followed the

  text through to its bitterest conclusion. Look at what Shakespeare has written: Kate is starved of sleep, beaten, refused food’ in a play he summarised as ‘theatre of

  cruelty.’




  But this director objects too much. Kate’s husband Petruchio does deprive her of sleep and food, but he does not beat her. The blows he strikes in what Shakespeare has written fall not on

  his bride but, admittedly outrageously, on the priest who performs their wedding ceremony, and on a servant. Petruchio never lays a finger on Kate. As the reader will discover from the text, he

  isn’t that kind of man. Kate, on the other hand, strikes Petruchio within minutes of their first meeting.




  His reputation has been defended in some unexpected quarters. Kate is fortunate, says women’s liberationist Germaine Greer in The Female Eunuch, ‘to find Petruchio who is

  man enough to know what he wants and how to get it. He wants her spirit and her energy because he wants a wife worth keeping.’ And she adds ‘Petruchio is both gentle and strong (it is a

  vile distortion of the play to have him strike her ever).’




  Controversial and sexually charged, it is little wonder the play is so popular. It has been good box office for four centuries, and latterly adapted into the much-garlanded Cole Porter musical

  Kiss Me, Kate. It has been filmed for cinema and television, in a bizarre variety of interpretations and settings, more than fifty times.




  Shakespeare’s original intentions have kept scholars guessing. The play is certainly among his earliest, and possibly his first, if the date of 1589 sometimes claimed for it is correct.

  The first quarto (a printed edition formed in four-page sections from twice-folded single sheets) was entered on the Stationers’ Register in 1594 under the title The Taming of the

  Shrew. In the same year, another quarto, entitled The Taming of a Shrew, was also entered. The latter is said by the British Library to be a ‘memorial reconstruction’

  written by actors in 1592, in other words, a rip-off from a performance of the original work they had played in at some earlier time. Their motive would simply have been to make some money.




  There is no record of any performance of the play during Shakespeare’s lifetime. The first mention of a production was made by Sir Henry Herbert, Master of the Revels (the courtier in

  charge of royal festivities), who organised a staging at St James’s Palace on 26 November 1633 in front of King Charles I and his Queen, Henrietta Maria. Two days later, the Court was

  entertained to a performance of the sequel written by Shakespeare’s one-time collaborator, John Fletcher, The Tamer Tamed.




  The First Folio of Shakespeare, the defining collection of 36 of the plays (Pericles excluded), had been published ten years previously, and it is from this edition that the present

  version of The Taming of the Shrew derives. It was taken from what are known as the ‘foul papers’, a heavily annotated transcript of what might have been a manuscript in

  Shakespeare’s hand. In the Folio edition, the framing device of the ‘induction’ (introduction) in which the drunken tinker Christopher Sly is shanghaied as the audience for the

  main action of the play, was included, but the epilogue to the framing was omitted. It did exist as the conclusion to the pirated Taming of a Shrew, but the editors either considered it

  inauthentic or believed that Shakespeare’s intention was to do without it. Neither seems to explain convincingly why the play we know today ends without reference to the incidents and

  characters that began it, but no other reason has yet been offered, or seems likely to be.




  Most of Shakespeare’s plays are based either on historic events and characters or on the fiction of his own era, but the story, and the cast, of the Shrew appears largely to be of

  his own invention. Tales of termagant wives were commonplace in the oral tradition and had already been adapted by Boccaccio and Chaucer among others, but the only part of Shakespeare’s story

  that has been formally attributed to a previously published source is the sub-plot of Kate’s sister Bianca and her wooing by Lucentio. It comes from an Italian romance, I Suppositi,

  written by Lodovico Ariosto. Shakespeare would have known it in the English translation by George Gascoigne, published in 1587.




  The setting of the Shrew in Italy follows the convention used for most of the imagined plays (as distinct from the history plays), removing the action a safe distance from England.

  Playwrights of the day had to be very careful to eschew any characters who might be perceived as portrayals of real public figures. Italy, seat of the Renaissance, was a suitably cultivated and

  exotic faraway place for the purpose.




  In a story concerning matrimony this setting did have its complications. Italy, then an assortment of states dominated by the Spanish Habsburgs, was wholly Roman Catholic, observing the

  injunctions and anathemas of the Council of Trent in all religious matters, including marriage. In England, on the other hand, matrimony was formalized in the rituals of the Anglican Church. The

  ceremony then, as now, was laid out in The Book of Common Prayer, originally issued in 1549 during the reign of the Protestant Edward VI, withdrawn during the subsequent reign of his

  Catholic half-sister Mary I, and reintroduced by Act of Parliament in 1559, with some revisions, soon after the accession of the third of Henry VIII’s offspring to occupy the throne of

  England, the Protestant Elizabeth I.




  The Solemnization of Matrimony as prescribed in the Prayer Book is a simple and sublime exchange of vows still very much in use. In one place, however, the service gives a clear clue to the

  balance of rights in marriage as ordained by the Anglican Church. To the man and to the woman, the priest proposes the same initial vow, except for one phrase. The groom is asked, ‘Wilt thou

  love her, comfort her, honour and keep her ...’ and the bride is asked ‘Wilt thou obey him, and serve him, love, honour and keep him ...’.




  Today, of course, many couples opt to have this discriminatory clause edited out. But in Tudor England, this apartheid of obligation, enshrined in the primary vernacular handbook of the English

  Reformation, was taken by Anglicans to be the very word of God. It is an open window on to the position of women in marriage, and leaves no room for doubt that the female of the species was decreed

  to be entirely subordinate to the male.




  All this, of course, Shakespeare knew. By the time he wrote the Shrew, he had been married seven years or more and had three children. He knew that under Common Law, the bride’s

  property all became that of her husband, and that every wife had two primary functions: to produce and raise children, and to maintain a comfortable home for her family, husband included. Women had

  very limited options outside the home. They might assist their husbands in their occupations as farmers, artisans or merchants, and were certainly entitled under law to inherit their

  husband’s estate, but the professions were closed to them and so, in effect, were the arts. No woman could even appear on stage in a licensed theatre – and all theatres were expected to

  be licensed.




  In his writings, nevertheless, Shakespeare consistently portrayed strong women, for better or worse. From the courageous and resourceful Portia in The Merchant of Venice, who proves a

  more than adequate counsel in a life-or-death court case, to the compassionate and supremely witty Rosalind of As You Like It, female characters regularly trump their male counterparts

  – as much in the comedies as do the saints and gorgons of the history plays.




  It was a sign of the times. Shakespeare’s England, after all, was ruled by a strong woman. In high places at least, women were not vassals. King Henry VIII had entrusted his kingdom to

  both his first wife, Catherine of Aragon, and his last, Catherine Parr, by appointing them regent while he was abroad in France. Queen Elizabeth’s sister and predecessor Mary had been a

  determined monarch, if not a successful one, in her bid to reimpose Catholicism on her realm. Of the hundreds of Protestants she had burned at the stake for refusing to recant their faith, more

  than fifty were women.




  In 1589, quite possibly to Shakespeare’s knowledge, came one of the first trumpet blasts of feminism. It was a pamphlet penned under the name Jane Anger, entitled Protection for

  Women, and prefaced with these words: ‘Fie on the falsehood of men, whose minds go oft a madding, & whose tongues can not so soone be wagging, but straight they fal a tatling. Was

  there ever any so abused, so slaundered, so railed upon, so wickedly handled undeservedly, as are we women?’ A furious but highly articulate polemic, the author’s purpose was to refute

  a recently published book that blamed ‘surfeit in love’ (sexual intemperance) in men on the lustfulness of women. It was hardly an unusual charge, but such a vigorous riposte,

  apparently from an educated woman, was ground-breaking. It may well be significant that this sensational document should have been in circulation as Shakespeare was writing the Shrew.




  Scholars have argued that Shakespeare’s message in the play is that the institution of marriage, complete with its inequity of rights, might be a matter of law, but what really governs the

  union is absolutely in the hands of the couple. You might not have that much choice among partners – arranged marriages were the norm in the Tudor ruling class – but the life you have

  together will be of your own making.




  In his opening words in the Shrew, Kate’s father Baptista declares, in front of his two daughters and a pair of potential suitors, why he wishes her to marry. It is to clear the

  path to the altar for her younger and more alluring sister, Bianca.




  

    

      ... I firmly am resolved you know;




      That is, not to bestow my youngest daughter




      Before I have a husband for the elder


    


  




  It’s not exactly a ringing endorsement of Kate’s merits, and she demands of her father:




  

    

      I pray you, sir, is it your will




      To make a stale of me amongst these mates?


    


  




  It does not say much either for the institution of marriage that the bestowing of one daughter can be viewed as nothing more than a pretext for the bestowing of the other. It is a theme the play

  pursues persistently, abbreviating the entire courtship to a brief, brittle exchange (in Act II Scene I) beginning with the couple’s first introduction to one another and concluding with

  Petruchio’s jaunty line




  

    

      And kiss me, Kate, we will be married o’Sunday.


    


  




  The day of the wedding begins badly for Baptista in Act III Scene II. The groom has not turned up.




  

    

      ... this is the ’pointed day.




      That Katharina and Petruchio should be married,




      Yet we hear not of our son-in-law.




      What will be said? what mockery will it be,




      To want the bridegroom when the priest attends




      To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage!


    


  




  The prospective father-in-law, in spite of the contempt in which he holds the marriage of his elder daughter, now complains that the groom seems to be taking a similarly casual view of the

  event. He is more concerned about the mockery that awaits Petruchio’s non-appearance than he is for his daughter’s predicament.




  But now Petruchio does turn up. He has every intention of taking Kate as his bride. But he shows no respect whatsoever for the ritual, arriving dressed in a bizarre ensemble of old breeches and

  jerkin, ancient unmatched boots and a rusty, broken sword. To Baptista’s protest that he comes as an ‘eye-sore to our solemn festival’ he replies that it is ‘to me

  she’s married, not unto my clothes.’




  Weddings in Tudor England were the most important events in the social calendar. The associated festivities were elaborate and lavish and the most fashionable clothes were worn.

  Shakespeare’s own Midsummer Night’s Dream was written as a wedding entertainment for his patron Lord Hunsdon. Audiences of the time would be aghast at Petruchio’s

  contemptuously chosen attire, outraged at his striking of the priest and astonished at his refusal to join in the wedding feast prepared at Baptista’s house. This final insult was perhaps the

  most bitter, as it defied the custom for the party to repair to the home of the bride’s family for feasting and entertainment, culminating in the conveying of the couple to the bridal chamber

  for a witnessed encouchement. Not until the union was consummated through sexual intercourse was the marriage considered to be contracted. All the party, Kate included, believe Petruchio

  must be mad. As mad as his bride.




  And so, in Act IV, Petruchio hauls his bride on a long, freezing journey to his country house for the taming. It is a war of wills Petruchio likes to compare in his asides to the sport of

  falconry, in which the trainer starves the bird of food and of rest to instill obedience but deprives himself too. This is to create the only relationship between falconer and falcon that can work,

  a team effort, rather than a master and servant one. Shrew or falcon? Kate fits both. And falconry in Shakespeare’s time was practised by women as well as men.




  On the journey back to Padua in Act V, Petruchio continues the war of wills. He looks up at the sun and tells Kate, ‘how bright and goodly shines the moon’ starting a disagreement

  that continues until Petruchio declares he will turn them all back if she does not acknowledge her error. She gives in:




  

    

      Forward, I pray, since we have come so far,




      And be it moon, or sun, or what you please:




      An if you please to call it a rush-candle,




      Henceforth I vow it shall be so for me.


    


  




  By the time they arrive at her father’s house, to find that Bianca has by now married her suitor Lucentio, and whose rival Hortensio has given way to marry a wealthy widow, Kate has

  submitted. But Petruchio insists on a final test of will. Sitting with Lucentio and Hortensio, he challenges each to send their servants to summon their wives. Which will obey? Bianca and the widow

  both send back messages refusing. Only Petruchio’s summons produces his wife, who readily agrees to bring the other two women into the company, and regales them with an address advocating

  wifely love and obedience.




  It is a beautifully expressed speech, and as likely to leave audiences convinced not that Kate is a wildcat tamed, but a woman rescued from madness and eternal spinsterhood. Germaine Greer, for

  one, was in no doubt. ‘Kate’s speech at the close of the play is the greatest defence of Christian monogamy ever written,’ she declares in The Female Eunuch. ‘It

  rests upon the role of a husband as protector and friend, and it is valid because Kate has a man who is capable of being both.’




  Did Shakespeare anticipate the politics of feminism? In this incendiary play, he seems to issue a wise and visionary warning to those who would engage in the battle of the sexes: pay no heed to

  the conventions and rituals ordained by others but live and love according to your own free will.




  





  THE TAMING OF THE SHREW




  DRAMATIS PERSONAE




  

    

      	

        A LORD.
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        persons in the Induction.


      

    




    

      	

        CHRISTOPHER SLY, a tinker.


      

    




    

      	

        HOSTESS, PAGE, PLAYERS,


      

    




    

      	

        HUNTSMEN, and SERVANTS.


      

    


  




  




  BAPTISTA, a rich gentleman of Padua.




  VINCENTIO, an old gentleman of Pisa.




  LUCENTIO, son to Vincentio, in love with Bianca.




  PETRUCHIO, a gentleman of Verona, a suitor to Katharina.




  

    

      	

        GREMIO,
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        suitors to Bianca.


      

    




    

      	

        HORTENSIO,


      

    


  




  

    

      	

        TRANIO,
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        servants to Lucentio.


      

    




    

      	

        BIONDELLO,


      

    


  




  

    

      	

        GRUMIO,
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        servants to Petruchio.


      

    




    

      	

        CURTIS,


      

    


  




  PEDANT.




  

    

      	

        KATHARINA the shrew,
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        daughters to Baptista.


      

    




    

      	

        BIANCA,


      

    


  




  WIDOW.




  TAILOR, HABERDASHER, and SERVANTS.




  




  SCENE — Padua, and sometimes in Petruchio’s house in the country.




  





  




  INDUCTION




  SCENE I




  Before an alehouse on a heath.




  Enter HOSTESS and SLY.




  SLY




  I’ll pheeze you, in faith.




  HOSTESS




  A pair of stocks, you rogue!




  SLY




  Y’are a baggage: the Slys are no rogues; look in the




  Chronicles; we came in with Richard Conqueror.




  Therefore, paucas pallabris; let the world slide: sessa!




  HOSTESS




  You will not pay for the glasses you have burst?




  SLY




  No, not a denier. Go by, Jeronimy; go to thy cold bed, and warm thee.




  HOSTESS




  I know my remedy; I must go fetch the third-borough.




  [Exit.




  SLY




  Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I’ll answer him by law: I’ll not budge an inch, boy: let him come, and kindly.




  [Lies down on the ground and falls asleep.




  

    

      Horns winded. Enter a LORD from hunting, with HUNTSMEN and SERVANTS.


    


  




  LORD




  Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well my hounds:




  Brach Merriman, the poor cur is imboss’d;




  And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth’d brach.




  Saw’st thou not, boy, how Silver made it good




  At the hedge-corner, in the coldest fault?




  I would not lose the dog for twenty pound.




  FIRST HUNTSMAN




  Why, Belman is as good as he, my lord;




  He cried upon it at the merest loss,




  And twice to-day pick’d out the dullest scent:




  Trust me, I take him for the better dog.




  LORD




  Thou art a fool: if Echo were as fleet,




  I would esteem him worth a dozen such.




  But sup them well, and look unto them all:




  To-morrow I intend to hunt again.




  FIRST HUNTSMAN




  I will, my lord.




  LORD




  What’s here? one dead, or drunk? See, doth he breathe?




  SECOND HUNTSMAN




  He breathes, my lord. Were he not warm’d with ale,




  This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly.




  LORD




  O monstrous beast! how like a swine he lies! —




  Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine image! —




  Sirs, I will practise on this drunken man.




  What think you, if he were convey’d to bed,




  Wrapp’d in sweet clothes, rings put upon his fingers,




  A most delicious banquet by his bed,




  And brave attendants near him when he wakes, —




  Would not the beggar then forget himself?




  FIRST HUNTSMAN




  Believe me, lord, I think he cannot choose.




  SECOND HUNTSMAN




  It would seem strange unto him when he waked.




  LORD




  Even as a flattering dream or worthless fancy.




  Then take him up, and manage well the jest: —




  Carry him gently to my fairest chamber,




  And hang it round with all my wanton pictures:




  Balm his foul head in warm distilled waters,




  And burn sweet wood to make the lodging sweet:




  Procure me music ready, when he wakes,




  To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound;




  And if he chance to speak, be ready straight




  And with a low submissive reverence




  Say, ‘What is it your honour will command?’




  Let one attend him with a silver basin




  Full of rose-water, and bestrew’d with flowers;




  Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper,




  And say, ‘Will’t please your lordship cool your hands?’




  Some one be ready with a costly suit,




  And ask him what apparel he will wear;




  Another tell him of his hounds and horse,




  And that his lady mourns at his disease:




  Persuade him that he hath been lunatic;




  And when he says he is — say that he dreams,




  For he is nothing but a mighty lord.




  This do, and do it kindly, gentle sirs:




  It will be pastime passing excellent,




  If it be husbanded with modesty.




  FIRST HUNTSMAN




  My lord, I warrant you, we’ll play our part,




  As he shall think, by our true diligence,




  He is no less than what we say he is.




  LORD




  Take him up gently, and to bed with him;




  And each one to his office when he wakes.




  [SLY is borne out. Sound trumpets.




  Sirrah, go see what trumpet ’tis that sounds: —




  [Exit SERVANT.




  Belike, some noble gentleman, that means,




  Travelling some journey, to repose him here. —




  Re-enter SERVANT.




  How now! who is it?




  SERVANT




  An it please your honour,




  Players that offer service to your lordship.




  LORD




  Bid them come near.




  Enter PLAYERS.




  Now, fellows, you are welcome.




  PLAYERS




  We thank your honour.




  LORD




  Do you intend to stay with me to-night?




  SECOND PLAYER




  So please your lordship to accept our duty.




  LORD




  With all my heart. — This fellow I remember,




  Since once he play’d a farmer’s eldest son: —




  ’Twas where you woo’d the gentlewoman so well:




  I have forgot your name; but, sure, that part




  Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform’d.




  FIRST PLAYER




  I think ’twas Soto that your honour means.




  LORD




  ’Tis very true: thou didst it excellent. —




  Well, you are come to me in a happy time;




  The rather for I have some sport in hand,




  Wherein your cunning can assist me much.




  There is a lord will hear you play to-night:




  But I am doubtful of your modesties;




  Lest, over-eyeing of his odd behavior, —




  For yet his honour never heard a play, —




  You break into some merry passion,




  And so offend him; for, I tell you, sirs,




  If you should smile, he grows impatient.




  FIRST PLAYER




  Fear not, my lord; we can contain ourselves,




  Were he the veriest antic in the world.




  LORD




  Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery,




  And give them friendly welcome every one:




  Let them want nothing that my house affords.




  [Exit one with the PLAYERS.




  Sirrah, go you to Barthol’mew my page,




  [To another SERVANT.




  And see him dress’d in all suits like a lady:




  That done, conduct him to the drunkard’s chamber;




  And call him madam, do him obeisance.




  Tell him from me, — as he will win my love, —




  He bear himself with honourable action,




  Such as he hath observ’d in noble ladies




  Unto their lords, by them accomplished:




  Such duty to the drunkard let him do,




  With soft low tongue and lowly courtesy;




  And say, ‘What is’t your honour will command,




  Wherein your lady and your humble wife




  May show her duty and make known her love?’




  And then, — with kind embracements, tempting kisses,




  And with declining head into his bosom, —




  Bid him shed tears, as being overjoy’d




  To see her noble lord restored to health,




  Who for twice seven years hath esteemed him




  No better than a poor and loathsome beggar:




  And if the boy have not a woman’s gift




  To rain a shower of commanded tears,




  An onion will do well for such a shift;




  Which in a napkin being close convey’d




  Shall in despite enforce a watery eye.




  See this dispatch’d with all the haste thou canst:




  Anon I’ll give thee more instructions.




  [Exit SERVANT.




  I know the boy will well usurp the grace,




  Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman:




  I long to hear him call the drunkard husband;




  And how my men will stay themselves from laughter




  When they do homage to this simple peasant.




  I’ll in to counsel them; haply my presence




  May well abate the over-merry spleen




  Which otherwise would grow into extremes.




  [Exeunt.




  SCENE II




  A bedchamber in the LORD’S house.




  Enter aloft the drunkard SLY in a rich night-gown, with ATTENDANTS; some with apparel, basin, ewer, and other appurtenances; and LORD, dressed like

  a servant.




  SLY




  For God’s sake, a pot of small ale.




  FIRST SERVANT




  Will’t please your lordship drink a cup of sack?




  SECOND SERVANT




  Will’t please your honour taste of these conserves?




  THIRD SERVANT




  What raiment will your honour wear to-day?




  SLY




  I am Christopher Sly; call not me honour nor lordship: I ne’er drank sack in my life; and if you give me any conserves, give me conserves of beef: ne’er ask me

  what raiment I’ll wear; for I have no more doublets than backs, no more stockings than legs, nor no more shoes than feet, — nay, sometime more feet than shoes, or such shoes as my toes

  look through the overleather.




  LORD




  Heaven cease this idle humour in your honour!




  O, that a mighty man, of such descent,




  Of such possessions, and so high esteem,




  Should be infused with so foul a spirit!




  SLY




  What, would you make me mad? Am not I Christopher Sly, old Sly’s son of Burton-heath; by birth a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by transmutation a bear-herd, and

  now by present profession a tinker? Ask Marian Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wincot, if she know me not: if she say I am not fourteen pence on the score for sheer ale, score me up for the

  lying’st knave in Christendom. What! I am not bestraught: here’s —




  THIRD SERVANT




  O, this it is that makes your lady mourn!




  SECOND SERVANT




  O, this it is that makes your servants droop!




  LORD




  Hence comes it that your kindred shuns your house,




  As beaten hence by your strange lunacy.




  O noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth;




  Call home thy ancient thoughts from banishment,




  And banish hence these abject lowly dreams.




  Look how thy servants do attend on thee,




  Each in his office ready at thy beck.




  Wilt thou have music? hark! Apollo plays,




  [Music.




  And twenty caged nightingales do sing:




  Or wilt thou sleep? we’ll have thee to a couch




  Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed




  On purpose trimm’d up for Semiramis.




  Say thou wilt walk; we will bestrew the ground:




  Or wilt thou ride? thy horses shall be trapp’d,




  Their harness studded all with gold and pearl.




  Dost thou love hawking? thou hast hawks will soar




  Above the morning lark: or wilt thou hunt?




  Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer them,




  And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth.




  FIRST SERVANT




  Say thou wilt course; thy greyhounds are as swift




  As breathed stags, ay, fleeter than the roe.




  SECOND SERVANT




  Dost thou love pictures? we will fetch thee straight




  Adonis painted by a running brook,




  And Cytherea all in sedges hid,




  Which seem to move and wanton with her breath,




  Even as the waving sedges play with wind.




  LORD




  We’ll show thee Io as she was a maid,




  And how she was beguiled and surprised,




  As lively painted as the deed was done.




  THIRD SERVANT




  Or Daphne roaming through a thorny wood,




  Scratching her legs, that one shall swear she bleeds;




  And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep,




  So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn.




  LORD




  Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord:




  Thou hast a lady far more beautiful




  Than any woman in this waning age.




  FIRST SERVANT




  And, till the tears that she hath shed for thee,




  Like envious floods, o’er-run her lovely face,




  She was the fairest creature in the world;




  And yet she is inferior to none.




  SLY




  Am I a lord? and have I such a lady?




  Or do I dream? or have I dream’d till now?




  I do not sleep: I see, I hear, I speak;




  I smell sweet savours, and I feel soft things: —




  Upon my life, I am a lord indeed;




  And not a tinker, nor Christophero Sly.




  Well, bring our lady hither to our sight;




  And once again a pot o’th’smallest ale.




  SECOND SERVANT
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