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Act 1: In the street

Lucentio: (coming in, carrying a suitcase; he lits a cigar) Oh, Padua, what a beautiful city. I am from Pisa. I am from here. (pulls out a picture) I have come to Padua because there are beautiful women here. I will find a wife for me. She must be young, pretty, of course, and fine; she must be a well-behaved young lady. No feminist. God knows I don’t want a feminist to be my wife. Oh, Madonna mia!

(Mr and Mrs Minola, Bianca and Catherine appearing on the stage)

Mr Minola: What a good weather today!

Mrs Minola: Very good indeed.

Bianca: Lovely.

Catherine: (lits a cigarette)

Mr Minola: And the fresh air... (starts coughing)

Mrs Minola: Oh my god, Kate, stop it. A real lady doesn’t smoke. Smoking is for men only. Don’t put us to shame in public.

Catherine: The man over there smokes too. Am I better than him?

Mr Minola: A woman cannot be better than a man.

Catherine: Am I worse than a man then?

Mrs Minola: No, definitely not.

Catherine: How come that he can smoke and I can’t? It isn’t fair. Hey, sir!

Mr Minola: Oh my god, Catherine, be quiet. A lady cannot speak to a man, a stranger in public. It is a faux pas.

(Gremio and Hortensio enter)

Gremio: Hello, Mrs Minola.

Hortensio: Hello, Mr Minola.

Gremio: Hello, Miss Bianca.

Hortensio: Hello, Miss.

Mr Minola: Hello, gentlemen. What a good weather today!

All: Very good indeed.

Gremio: It suits you very much, Miss Bianca.

Hortensio: You look lovely.

Mr Minola: We also have our older daughter Catherine here with us.

Gremio: Good morning, Miss.

Hortensio: Hello, Miss.

Catherine: (nods)

Gremio: May I give you my arm, Miss Bianca?

Hortensio: You can lean on me as we walk.

Bianca: Alright, gentlemen. You, Gremio, can walk on my right and you, Hortensio, can walk on my left-hand side.

Mr Minola: And in the middle will be Catherine; she is older than Bianca. (pushes her in between the two men)

Mrs Minola: And Bianca will walk with her mother because she is younger.

Mr Minola: Catherine is a girl of marriageable age, gentlemen. If Catherine doesn’t get married, Bianca will be sitting at home studying music.

Bianca: But Father, it’s not my fault that nobody wants Catherine.

Gremio: That’s true.

Hortensio: Really, it’s not Bianca’s fault.

Bianca: You see, Father.

Catherine: Shut up, you dressy girl. Nobody wants me? Hah, hah, hah. I don’t want anybody. That’s it. I wouldn’t stand such a stupid. (parodying Hortensio) Hello, Miss, a very good weather, indeed; you look lovely. And the other man is equally stupid. (parodying Gremio) You can lean on me as we walk. Being alone is better than having such a man. (leaving)

Mrs Minola: Where are you going, Catherine?

Catherine: Home, I’ll manage it even without your help.

Mrs Minola: Stop, you can’t do that. A real lady cannot walk along the street on her own. It is a faux pas!

Catherine: A real lady can’t smoke, a real lady can’t walk on her own, a real lady can’t speak to a man; but most of all a real lady cannot have her own opinion, mind. I’d rather be a man.

Mrs Minola: But you cannot be a man. You are my daughter.

Catherine: Sorry, from now on I am your son. Now, I will leave for home alone. See you. 

Mrs Minola: Oh my god, I am going to faint. Where’s my smelling salt?

Bianca: Here, Mom.

Mr Minola: Will you excuse us, gentlemen?

Gremio: See you soon, Miss Bianca.

Hortensio: Take care, darling.

Bianca: (waving good-bye; her parents are dragging her away) The pleasure was mine, gentlemen. (leaving)

Gremio: I’ve got a good idea. You, Hortensio, will marry Catherine and I will marry Bianca.

Hortensio: No, no. Catherine is a devil. She will never respect any man. You, Gremio, will marry Catherine. 

Gremio: Never ever. Catherine is a beast, she is a feminist. 

Hortensio: I don’t want to marry her and neither do you. What shall we do about that? 

Gremio: I know what to do, my friend. We will find a husband for Catherine.

Hortensio: Who could marry such a devil? Yes, Petruchio.

Gremio: Petruchio? I don’t know him.

Hortensio: This man has no money. He is going bankrupt. He will do anything to get some money. 

Gremio: Excellent, my friend. And the both of us will fight a fair duel to win Bianca. 

Hortensio: Alright, it’s a deal. (leaving)

Lucentio: Oh, Madonna mia! Bianca, sweet Bianca, beautiful Bianca, tender and nice Bianca. Only her and no one else. (leaving)

Act 2: At the Minolas’ Place

Catherine: (reading a book)

Bianca: Catherine, I hate you.

Catherine: Don’t disturb, I’m reading a book.

Bianca: I won’t get married because of you.

Catherine: Not a pity; men are egotistic idiots.

Bianca: You are an egotistic idiot. And don’t be reading when I am talking to you. (takes her book away)

Catherine: Give it back to me.

Bianca: No.

Catherine: Give me the book. Now!

Bianca: Will you marry Hortensio or Gremio? You are older; you have a right to choose. And then, I will marry the other man.

Catherine: Give me the book.

Bianca: Well, Hortensio or Gremio?

Catherine: That book! (chasing each other; Catherine sits on Bianca)

Bianca: Help, help. Mom, Dad, she’s beating me.

Mr Minola: Catherine, leave her alone. Immediately.

Mrs Minola: Shame on you! (takes the book) George Sand? I don’t know her.

Mr Minola: What? George Sand?

Mrs Minola: Who is she?

Mr Minola: A feminist! She is a feminist.

Mrs Minola: (makes the sign of the cross on herself) A feminist? I am going to faint. Where’s my smelling salt?

Bianca: Here, Mom.

Mr Minola: The book is being confiscated.

Catherine: No!

Bianca: Well, your last word: Hortensio or Gremio?

Catherine: Here you are. (pushes Bianca and she falls)

Bianca: Help, help, Mom, Daddy.

Mr Minola: I will… marry you off. Against your will; and you will leave this house.

(the bell rings)

Servant: Mr Lucentio of Pisa.

Mr Minola: Lucentio? Who is he? Let him in.

Lucentio: Hello, I am Lucentio of Pisa, a dance teacher. I hear that you are looking for a teacher for Miss Bianca. That’s probably you. (walks towards Catherine)

Bianca: No. I am Bianca.

Lucentio: Well, Miss, I am at your service.

Mr Minola: No, sir, Catherine is the first to learn, and when she gets married, then Bianca can learn dancing too.

(the bell rings)

Servant: Mr Gremio, Mr Hortensio and Mr Petruchio.

Mr Minola: Petruchio? Who the hell is he? Let them in.

(the men enter and greet)

Mr Minola: What brings you here, gentlemen?

Gremio: We hear that you are looking for a teacher for Miss Bianca. I can teach her how to play the mandolin.

Hortensio: And I can write poems.

Mr Minola: No, no, gentlemen. You will teach Catherine – she is older, she goes first. When she gets married, then you can teach Bianca.

Petruchio: That’s why I am here. I, Petruchio, am asking you for your beautiful, fine and sweet Catherine’s hand in marriage.

Mr and Mrs Minola: Catherine?

Petruchio: Yes, Catherine.

Mr Minola: Well, gentlemen, don’t stand and stare but go and teach. Bianca’s first lesson starts. (pushes them out of the door, opening his arms) Son, welcome to our family. Well, on Friday at noon in the church. See you at the wedding.

Mrs Minola: Sonny, come and give me a hug.

Petruchio: Just a little tiny question… and the money for Miss Catherine?

Mr Minola: Ten thousands.

Petruchio: (opens his arms) Mother, Father! (bowing) Miss Catherine. See you on Friday. (leaves)

Catherine: You are not going to ask me?

Mr and Mrs Minola: No.

Catherine: What kind of parents are you? You are selling me here like a horse on the market. I am your daughter, after all.

Mr Minola: Daughter? You were a son the other day. Don’t you remember?

Catherine: You don’t know him at all. What if he is bad at me?

Mrs Minola: Bad? He can’t be worse than you, Catherine. Oh, thank God for this happy day.

Catherine: Happy? Depends on for whom.

Act 3 

Gremio: Miss Bianca, we will start with the mandolin. Will you sit down, please? I’ll help you. (holding her fingers he is playing and singing) Do, re, mi, fa, sol, la, si, do.

Bianca: (yawning)

Lucentio: Mr Gremio, you are boring to death. Let’s start with dancing. (asks Bianca to dance)

Hortensio: (interrupting the dance) No, no, no. Let’s start with poetry. Will you sit down, Miss Bianca. William Shakespeare, Sonnet…

Gremio: Poetry can wait, I was the first but you have interrupted my lesson. Let’s start with the mandolin. Do, re, mi…

Hortensio: No. Let’s start with poetry. William Shakespeare, Sonnet…

Gremio: Shut up! Do, re, mi, fa…

Lucentio: Ask the lady what she would like to start with.

Bianca: I’d like to start with dancing.

Gremio: Nonsense. Stupid jumping… this is not a good education. Music, music is the most important field.

Hortensio: I am sorry, but I cannot agree. Poetry is simply the most important subject out of all most important subjects. Well, William Shakespeare, Sonnet.

Gremio: Do, re, mi, fa…

Lucentio: Excuse me? (takes the mandolin and knocks out Gremio as well as Hortensio) I cannot work in such noise. May I ask you for a dance?

Bianca: Of course, you may. (dancing together they leave the stage)

Gremio: (wakes up) Do, re, mi, fa… Miss Bianca, where are you?

Hortensio: Well, William Shakespeare, Sonnet,… Bianca? Bianca!

Gremio: Hortensio, you have spoiled my action by your stupid William Shakespeare, Sonnet…

Hortensio: Shut up, you stupid do, re, mi, fa, sol, la, si, do! 

Gremio: Ah, you are angry because Miss Bianca loves me.

Hortensio: She loves me!

Gremio: No, Bianca, loves me… (leaving)

Act 4

Mrs Minola: (carrying a dress) You can’t be serious, Catherine. Don’t be a stubborn young lady and dress up like a real bride. And the veil, of course.

Catherine: No, no, no! I don’t want to get married. Not me!

Mr Minola: Has the groom arrived?

Mrs Minola: Not yet.

Mr Minola: The priest is already waiting. This is such an unfortunate situation.

Catherine: Marry me off and kick me out of your house? This is what you wanted, but the groom, Petruchio, has just disappeared.

Bianca: Oho, he has left you. Ah, what a shame. The guests are waiting, and the groom is nowhere to be found.

Catherine: Alright, you can have the dress and you can get married instead of me. You can marry Lucentio, for example.

Bianca: What a good idea.

Mr Minola: No! Catherine is the first one to get married because she is older. And when Catherine has been married, then you can get married, too.

Bianca: But it’s not my fault that Petruchio doesn’t want Catherine.

Servant: Mr Petruchio.

Mr and Mrs Minola: Finally.

Petruchio: Good morning, Mother, good morning, Father. And where is the bride?

Mrs Minola: Here, that’s her.

Petruchio: But she looks like a groom. Never mind. Excuse me? (takes the bride’s dress and puts it on) Servant, the zipper, please. And put this onto my head according to the latest fashion. (puts on the veil)

Servant: This is absolutely perfect, Mr Petruchio. The bouquet, here you are.

Petruchio: Let’s go, darling, time is money. (leaves with Catherine)

Mrs Minola: Oh my god, I’m going to faint. Where is my smelling salt?

Bianca: Here, Mom.

Mr Minola: Can’t you hear? Time is money, so hurry up. Let’s go, Catherine is getting married today.

Act 5: At Petruchio’s Place

Petruchio: (coming in with Catherine and laughing) I have never seen such a funny wedding before. The priest was totally mixed up. He didn’t know who was who… Who is the bride and who is the groom. The guests kept just saying: It’s a faux pas, it’s a faux pas. And your mom wanted to faint at least five times. 

Catherine: Joker!

Petruchio: My dear friend, it was all your wonderful idea. You dressed up to be the groom. And I have a sense of humour, so I didn’t want to spoil the joke. (pours drinks into glasses) To your jokes, dear friend.

Catherine: Shall we eat first?

Petruchio: Of course, welcome to our house and have a seat.

Catherine: (sits down) You won’t sit down?

Petruchio: My place is here. (sits down at her feet) You called me a joker, and jokers sit at the feet of their masters. 

Catherine: Stand up immediately, it’s a faux pas!

Petruchio: Yes, it is and that’s beautiful. I love being a faux pas, as you do. We will understand each other, my friend. (rings the bell)

Cook: (brings the food in) Dinner, sir?

Petruchio: My friend Catherine is hungry. 

Cook: Here you are, madam. (passes her the tray with food)

Petruchio: Excuse me, Catherine? Besides jokers, masters have their food tasters. (starts tasting the food and throws it around) This beef is tough, this turkey is oversalted.

Catherine: (wants to take some fruit) I hope the fruit will be alright.

Petruchio: (grabs the fruit out of her hand and tastes it) The fruit is too young. This pork is not well roasted… (takes the last sample) Oh, this is great, a chicken leg made the way it should be. A serviette, please. (wipes his hands and mouth)

Catherine: (wants to take an apple)

Petruchio: Wait a second! (takes a bite and gives the apple back to Catherine) The apple is alright, you can eat it.

Catherine: (looks at the apple in disgust, puts it away on the tray)

Cook: Finished, madam?

Catherine: Yes, please. (lits a cigarette)

Petruchio: (to the cook) You should cook better next time. I don’t like Catherine being dissatisfied.

Cook: As you wish, sir. (leaves)

Petruchio: What are you smoking, dear friend? (helps himself) Yucky! It’s disgusting. Look here, genuine cigars from Cuba, extra strong, high quality. Strong men smoke strong cigars. Help yourself, dear friend.

Catherine: (lits one and starts coughing)

Petruchio: Strong stuff, isn’t it?

Catherine: Yes, it is. I’d better have my cigarette.

Petruchio: Be a man, my friend. You need some practice.

Catherine: Alright.

Petruchio: And with the cigar we can drink Scotch whisky. (rings the bell)

Servant: Some whisky, sir?

Petruchio: Yes, please.

Servant: Wouldn’t it be too strong for the lady?

Petruchio: For the lady, yes. But not for Catherine. Cheers, my friend.

Catherine: Cheers. (starts coughing) Oh my god.

Petruchio: Strong stuff, isn’t it? One more glass.

Servant: Sir, the tailor has been waiting here for an hour.

Petruchio: Ah, the tailor. I almost forgot. Catherine, I’ve got a surprise for you. I have invited the best tailor to show you his models. We will choose new dresses for you. Come in, Mr Tranio. (goes towards the door)

Catherine: (pours whisky out of her glass into a flowerpot, the flower die immediately; she gets to her place fast)

Tailor: (coming in with a few female models) Hello, Mr Petruchio.

Petruchio: Hello, I am glad to see you and your lovely models. 

Tailor: A new collection, madam. (a movement study: the models show the dresses, Petruchio is being gallant, Catherine is trying on hats, scarves…)

Petruchio: (clapping his hands) Gorgeous, breathtaking, fantastic. Dear ladies, you are wonderful and charming. I am deeply moved by your work, Mr Tranio, however, it’s nothing for my dear friend, Catherine. She doesn’t wear feminine hats, dresses or shoes. Look at her: a masculine jacket, a bowtie, masculine shoes, even a masculine shirt. Do you have anything in masculine style, Mr Tranio?

Tranio: No, nothing of that kind, Mr Petruchio. I am the best tailor, however, I am the best tailor for ladies. For ladies, not for men! Let’s go my ladies, we are leaving this place. Have a good day, sir. (as he is leaving, he turns back and takes a hat from Catherine) I do not dress feminists. Good bye.

Petruchio: Oh, what a little faux pas! Never mind, let’s have another shot of whisky.

Catherine: No, no, no, thank you. I am not drinking.

Petruchio: My dear friend, the night hasn’t started yet. (takes a look at the flowerpot) Oh, what a mess in this room! (rings the bell)

Servant: Would you like me to bring a set of chess?

Petruchio: No… actually yes. Leave it here. Why didn’t you water the flowers?

Servant: I have watered them today.

Petruchio: (smells the flowers) Why did you water them with Scotch whisky?

Servant: Me, sir?

Petruchio: Get lost.

Catherine: (falls asleep)

Petruchio: My dear friend, let’s have a game of chess. White or black? (notices Catherine asleep) Catherine? Never mind, there is another day tomorrow. (covers her with a blanket) Good night, my beautiful wife. (silently leaves the room)

Act 6

Bianca: (sitting and reading a magazine)

Servant: Mr Hortensio and Mr Gremio.

Bianca: Again?

Gremio: Hello, Miss. Your mandolin lesson starts.

Hortensio: Hello, Miss Bianca. Today we are going to read that sonnet by William Shakespeare.

Bianca: Hello, gentlemen. Will you excuse me today, I have a terrible headache. You can come tomorrow.

Gremio: The mandolin would heal you.

Hortensio: Poetry can calm you down.

Bianca: No, no, no, gentlemen, come back on another day.

Gremio: I hope you will feel better soon.

Hortensio: Well, see you tomorrow, Miss Bianca.

Bianca: See you, gentlemen. (opens the magazine)

Catherine: (comes in unnoticed and covers Bianca’s eyes with her hands)

Bianca: Lucentio!

Catherine: No. Hello, my sister.

Bianca: Hi.

Catherine: Well, what about your wedding? Father used to say: Catherine is older and when she gets married, then Bianca can get married too. I have been married for a month, already.

Bianca: And how are you?

Catherine: I don’t know.

Bianca: It’s because you don’t love Petruchio.

Catherine: No. It’s because Petruchio doesn’t love me.

Bianca: Is he bad at you?

Catherine: No. He is fine and very nice, but he doesn’t love me. He behaves to me as if I were his friend. He calls me My dear friend…

Bianca: The reason is that you act like a man. You dress like a man, you have man’s opinions; he respects you as a man.

Catherine: But I don’t want to be only a friend, I want him to pet me, to kiss me… as his wife. But he looks at me as if I were a stranger to him.

Bianca: So be a woman again.

Catherine: No, I don’t want it, I don’t want to live the life of our mother and father. They lie to each other all the time.

Bianca: Shhhhh.

Mr Minola: Hello, Catherine, welcome to our home.

Mrs Minola: We are glad to see you, Catherine. Where’s Petruchio?

Catherine: I have come alone.

Mr and Mrs Minola: Alone?

Mrs Minola: A married woman cannot walk on the street on her own, it’s a faux pas!

Catherine: I know it, but Petruchio respects me. 

Mr Minola: It’s your private matter. I am in a hurry. I won’t be home for dinner.

Mrs Minola: Neither will I.

Mr Minola: Where are you going?

Mrs Minola: To see my girlfriend. And where are you going?

Mr Minola: Business matters, you know.

Mrs Minola: Well, have a nice evening.

Mr and Mrs Minola: (leaving)

Catherine: You see them, lying again. Father is going to see the girls at the Cabaret.

Bianca: And Mother is going to the Casino to spend a few thousands.

Catherine: And they call this a happy family life. I am telling you: Don’t hurry into marriage, Bianca.

Bianca: But I do want to get married.

Catherine: To Lucentio?

Bianca: How do you know it?

Servant: Mr Lucentio.

Catherine: I am leaving. Good luck, sister.

Lucentio: May I ask you for a dance, Miss Bianca?

Bianca: Yes. (dancing)

Lucentio: You are dancing so well, Miss Bianca.

Bianca: You are an excellent teacher.

Lucentio: No, you are an excellent student.

Bianca: I think you will be an excellent groom.

Lucentio: And you will be an excellent bride.

Bianca: I hope that you will be an excellent husband.

Lucentio: And you will be an excellent wife.

Bianca: But my father will never say yes to it. Gremio and Hortensio should go first.

Lucentio: Well, we can overtake them now. We will get married… now and secretly.

Bianca: Oh, what an adventure! I’ll have my sister’s dress. What do you say?

Lucentio: You will be a splendid bride.

Bianca: My mom will faint when she gets the message about our wedding.

Lucentio: No problem. It’s under my control – I’ve bought the smelling salt.

Bianca: Great!

Lucentio: (kisses her) Let’s go, we mustn’t miss the priest in the church.

Bianca: Yes, let’s go, my dear Lucentio.

Act 7: At the Cabaret

Mrs Minola: (sits down at the card-table)

Audrey: (dancing)

Mr Minola: Audrey, you’ve been great.

Audrey: Come in, darling. I was looking forward to meeting you so much.

Mr Minola: Me too, honey.

Audrey: When will we run away together? I want you to be only mine.

Mr Minola: Very soon. We will run away to India and there we will live together in love forever. Give me a kiss. And one more.

Gremio: (comes in by accident) Sorry. (wants to leave and then he realizes the situation) What a coincidence, Mr Minola, what a coincidence! Good evening.

Mr Minola: Good evening, Gremio. What are you doing here?

Gremio: Me? I am a single man, I may visit cabarets. Well, what are you doing here? Hugging and kissing a dancer. You are a married man!

Audrey: You are married!? You’ve never told me.

Mr Minola: I am a bit married.

Audrey: What do you mean? A bit married?

Gremio: Yes, what do you mean by that? A man is either married or not.

Audrey: I will die… because of unhappy love.

Gremio: Don’t die, miss. It would be a pity.

Audrey: I am Audrey.

Gremio: Nice to meet you Audrey, I am Gremio.

Mr Minola: Gremio, my friend, you are not going to tell my wife?!

Audrey: His wife? How come?

Mr Minola: I am married, so I have a wife; that’s normal. And my wife mustn’t know anything about you.

Gremio: Well, alright, Mr Minola. I am not going to tell your wife, but you must give me Bianca to be my wife.

Audrey: Bianca? What Bianca?

Mr Minola: She’s my daughter.

Audrey: So he is married, he has a wife and a daughter.

Gremio: Two.

Audrey: Two wives?

Mr Minola: Two daughters. Oh my god, why do you have to tell everything, Gremio?

Audrey: He will finally admit having two lovers, huh?

Mr Minola: Yes, I’ve got two lovers.

Audrey: That’s the end. Totally. 

Mr Minola: Bianca will become your wife, Gremio; I promise.

Audrey: Get out of here, both of you!

Gremio: As you wish, Miss Audrey.

Jessica: Come on, hurry up onto the stage, it’s your turn now.

Audrey: Jesus Christ, my turn!

Mr Minola: And one more thing.

Jessica: Yeah, what is it?

Mr Minola: What are you doing here, Jessica? This is Audrey’s dressing room.

Jessica: Yes, that’s true, so what are you doing here?

Mr Minola: Ah, the wrong door; by mistake, you know.

Jessica: And how do you know that this room is Audrey’s. You want me to believe that?

Mr Minola: I give up. I have two lovers.

Jessica: (laughing) A good joke. I am not angry any more that you entered the wrong door. (kisses him)

Hortensio: (dashing in) Excuse me, is Gremio in here?

Jessica: No Gremio here.

Hortensio: Uh huh, but Mr Minola is in; and in a very peculiar situation with a beautiful singer.

Jessica: I am Jessica. And you?

Mr Minola: He is Hortensio. 

Hortensio: I am a suitor of Mr Minola’s daughter.

Jessica: So you have a daughter?

Mr Minola: I have two daughters, two lovers and one wife.

Jessica: I will kill you! You cheater!

Mr Minola: Do as you wish, honey.

Hortensio: Wait a second, miss. Don’t kill my father-in-law. And now I got you Mr Minola. Either you will give me your daughter Bianca to be my wife or I will tell your wife everything. 

Mr Minola: Well, Hortensio, you can have my daughter as your wife. 

Hortensio: Father!

Mr Minola: Alright, alright. (everybody leaving)

Petruchio and Catherine: (entering)

Petruchio: Well, this is the place I wanted to show you, my dear friend.

Catherine: A cabaret?

Petruchio: Yes, a cabaret. Only here you can see the prettiest dancers and singers. Anyway, I wonder if we can agree on the most beautiful one. Do you want a cigar?

Catherine: No, for God’s sake.

Petruchio: A cigarette then?

Catherine: No, thank you.

Audrey: (passing by)

Petruchio: She was very beautiful. Did you notice the legs? And her firm buttocks. 

Catherine: Yeah, she was alright.

Petruchio: And this one, oh my god, she is a piece.

Catherine: Pretty.

Petruchio: I want to know your taste… What kind of women do you like, my dear friend?

Catherine: Women? Independent women.

Petruchio: Me too. These artists are independent, they have their jobs, they aren’t usually married and they have lovers.

Catherine: I didn’t mean exactly this.

Petruchio: (to Mr Minola) Father!

Gremio: (coming in, stretches his arms) Father!

Hortensio: Father!

Bianca and Lucentio: Father! 

Mr Minola: What does this mean?

Gremio and Hortensio: Miss, what does this mean?

Bianca: Father, please, forgive us. Our love is so great...

Lucentio: …that we have lost our minds and got married.

Mr Minola: My dear children, you’ve made me so happy.

Gremio: What? You promised to give Bianca to me.


Hortensio: Stop talking bullshit, I was promised Bianca by Mr Minola. Miss Jessica can witness to it. 

Audrey: Who? Jessica? Ah, that’s you! You are that bitch.

Jessica: I see, you are the other lover! (beating each other) 

(all of the are fighting and arguing; the servant comes in)

Servant: Quieeeeeeet, please. (silence) Mrs Minola is just losing one hundred thousands. 

Mr Minola: What? I am totally broke.

Hortensio: I am happy not to have married your daughter Bianca. Miss Jessica, would you like to dine out with me tonight?

Jessica: I’d love to, Mr Hortensio.

Gremio: May I offer you a drink, Miss Audrey?

Audrey: Of course, you may, Mr Gremio.

Petruchio: Well, I think I will play a game. (everybody except Catherine moves to the Casino)

Mr Minola: What are you doing, my dear? You’ve already lost one hundred thousands!

Mrs Minola: One hundred two thousands. 

Mr Minola: Stop playing… immediately. 

Mrs Minola: I can’t. I don’t want us to be broke.

Mr Minola: But we are broke… already. 

Petruchio: Mrs Minola, let me play instead of you. Let’s play for one hundred ten thousands. Here we are, gentlemen. Let’s show the cards… I’ve got more. It’s my cut now, gentlemen. Well, let’s show the cards… Sorry again, my game. The third round and we will see… A bad day for you, gentlemen, thanks a lot for your time and money, of course. 

Mr Minola: Oh boy, you have saved our family, we aren’t going bankrupt.

Petruchio: Well, wait a minute. I was the one to win the money, right? I will be happy to give it to you but you must promise something: You will stay at home, Father, with your wife and you will never enter the Cabaret. And you, Mother, will never touch the cards.

Mr Minola: Promise, dear boy, no more dancers and singers, only our Mommy.

Mrs Minola: Let my arm die the day I touch the cards.

Petruchio: You know, even I lost money playing cards and you saved me through Catherine. Here is your money and now we are quits.

Catherine. (coming in dressed up as a real lady)

Petruchio: May I ask you for a dance, madam?

Catherine: Of course, you may.

Petruchio: You are as beautiful as in a dream. Are you married?

Catherine: Yes, I am.

Petruchio: Happy is the man who is you husband.

Catherine: You are married too, aren’t you?

Petruchio: Unfortunately yes, I am. I got married because of despair. I lost all my money playing cards, so I married a woman for money.

Catherine: Is your wife bad or ugly?

Petruchio: Oh no. She is independent, clever… that’s what I like about her, she has a sense of humour and she is my best friend. I like her… but with you I have fallen in love.

Catherine: Petruchio!

Petruchio: Catherine!

The End
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