Taming of the Shrew
Significant Quotes

Acts 4 & 5

1. Patience, I pray you! 'Twas a fault unwilling.

2.             My falcon now is sharp and passing empty,

And, till she stoop, she must not be full-gorged,

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.

3.             She ate no meat today, nor none shall eat.

Last night she slept not, nor tonight she shall not.

As with the meat, some undeservèd 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.

4. Beggars that come to my father’s door


Upon entreaty have a present alms;


If not, elsewhere they meet with charity.


But I, who never knew how to entreat,


Nor never needed that that I should entreat,


Am starved for meat, giddy for lack of sleep,


With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed;

5. Young budding virgin, fair, and fresh, and sweet,


Whither away, or where is thy abode?

6. Pardon, old father, my mistaking eyes


That have been so bedazzled by the sun


That everything I look on seemeth green.

7. What, is the jay more precious than the lark


Because his feathers are more beautiful?


Or is the adder better than the eel


Because his painted skin contents the eye?

8. ‘Tis death for anyone in Mantua to


To come to Padua.

9. My falcon now is sharp and passing empty,


And till she stoop she must not be full gorged,

For then she never looks upon her lure.

10. I will with you, if you be so contented,


Forswear Bianca and her love forever.

11. Fie, what foolish duty call you this?

12. The more fool you for laying on my duty.

13.            Fie, fie! Unknit that threat'ning unkind brow

And dart not scornful glances from those eyes

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor.

14.            A woman moved 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.

15. 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?

16. 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.

