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THE TEMPEST

«
nce upon a time there lived in Milan,1 a city of Italy, a
duke whose name was Prospero.1 2

He was very fond of every kind of learning and
while he read much and studied deeply, his brother
Antonio3 ruled the people of Milan for him.

Prospero trusted Antonio and thought he was as kind as him­
self. But Antonio was a bad man. He liked so much to rule Milan
that he plotted with the King of Naples,4 and promised him many
things if he would help him to get rid of5 his brother Prospero.
Then Antonio would be duke of Milan.

One dark night this bad man opened the gates of the city, and the
King of Naples and his army came in.

They did not kill Prospero, but they took him down to the sea
with his little girl Miranda,6 who was only three years old, and put
him into an old ship that had no masts or sails or oars. It was such
a poor old ship that the very rats were afraid of being drowned and
ran from it. Antonio put no food or clothes in it; for he wanted
Prospero and his little girl to drown or to perish from cold and
hunger. But there was a kind old man who was so sorry for the good
Prospero and his little baby girl that he did all he could to help
them. He put food,clothes and water into the ship, and all sorts of
other things that they needed. And as he knew how Prospero loved
reading, he put in plenty of books as well.

The winds blew and the waves were high as the old ship sailed
out to sea. Often the great waves swept over the deck, and Prospe­
ro’s tears were as salty as the sea for sorrow for his little Miranda
and the danger she was in.

Miranda herself was too little to know what dangei- meant. She
sat smiling at her father’s side7 and laughed at the high waves.

1 Milan [mi'Isen] m. Minaii — r. MmiaH
2 Prospero [’prusparav] Hpocnepo
3 Antonio [aen'taumau] AhtohIo — Ahtohho
4 Naples ['neiplz] Heanonb
5 to get rid of noaSaBHTncs — H36aBHTbca
6 Miranda [mi'raenda] Mipanna — Mupanua
7 at her father’s side nopys i3 6arbKOM — paaoM c otiiom
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However the ship passed safely through the stormy sea and came
to an island, where Prospero landed and carried little Miranda on
shore.

There were many trees on this island, and Prospero and Miranda
heard cries and moans coming out of a big pine. Prospero was not
only a very clever man, but he was a magician as well.1 By his magic
he split up the tree and out of it came a gentle, pretty little fairy
called Ariel.1 2

Ariel told Prospero that for twelve years he and many other
fairies had been imprisoned in trees by a wicked witch, who had
since died. Prospero set free the other fairies as well, and they be­
came his friends and served him. Besides these fairies there was no
one on the island except the old witch’s son. His name was Caliban.3
He was very ugly and stupid, and more like a wild beast than a man.

Prospero tried to make Caliban more gentle. He taught him the
names of the sun and the moon, and many other things. He fed him
on berries and water, and treated him as if he were his friend. But
Caliban behaved so badly, and was so savage that Prospero could
not continue to make a friend of him. So he made him his slave, and
Caliban had to cut wood and to light fires, and to stay in his dirty
cave by himself4 instead of living in the cave with Prospero and
Miranda.

On this lonely island Miranda grew up from a dear little baby
into a beautiful girl. Her father gave her lessons, but she had no one
to talk to but him and the little fairy Ariel. Caliban was so ugly and
so rude that she was afraid to go near him.

One day a terrible storm swept over the sea near the island. Thun­
der rolled and lightning flashed, the winds howled and the sky was
black as ink.

It was Prospero’s magic that had made the storm. He knew that
there was a ship sailing on the sea, and that on that ship was his
brother Antonio. There were also the King of Naples and his son
Prince Ferdinand5 on the ship. The good old man who had been so
kind to Prospero and Miranda, and a large number of nobles and 

1 as well TaKox — ratc+ce
2 Ariel [ 'eanalj Apiejib — Apnarib
3 Caliban [ 'kaelibasn] Kaniban — Kanuban
4 by himself caM — o/ihh
5 Ferdinand | 'f3:dmand] OepnnHami
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sailors were also on the ship. These people thought that the ship
was going to be clashed on the rocks1 of the island and that it must
go to pieces on the stormy sea and that all of them would be
drowned.

Prospero sent his little fairy Ariel to fly over the ship and to
cast lightning on the deck. No one could see Ariel as he flew from
place to place and terrified the sailors with the fury of the storm.

At last the ship’s deck seemed to be on fire,1 2 and those sailors
who were not hiding below were so frightened that they jumped
into the sea. The King of Naples, his son Prince Ferdinand, the old
man, and the wicked Antonio jumped in too.

“My dear Father,” said Miranda when she saw the ship. «Have
pity on those men. See! the ship will bedashed to pieces.3 4 Poor men!
they will all perish.”

“Don’t worry, daughter Miranda!” said Prospero. “I have or­
dered that no person in the ship shall receive any harm. I have done
it only because of you, my dear child. By means of'* this storm all
these people will come to the island.»

And so saying, Prospero gently touched his daughter and she fell
fast asleep.

Prospero and Ariel could do ail sorts of wonderful things with
their magic,and were able to save the ship and every one who had
been on board5. Ariel brought the ship into a little bay on the is­
land. He cast into a deep sleep the sailors6 who were hiding below,
so that they did not know what had happened nor where they were.

The sailors who had jumped into the sea were picked up by an­
other ship and taken back to Naples. As for the King of Naples7 

1 that the ship was going to be dashed on the rocks mo Kopabejib poaib’eTbcs
o5 CKeni — hto KopaSnb paaobbeTcn o CKanbi

2 the ship’s deck seemed to be on fire 3jiaBajioc;i, mo ntuiyba Kopabmi 3aHH5i-
jiacs — Kaaanocb, nanyba Kopabna aaropejiacb

3 the ship will be dashed to pieces Kopabejib poaib’eTbca yuieiiT — Kopabjm
paaobbCTca Bnpebearu

4 By means of 3a aonoMoroio — C noMomtio (nocpeacTBOM)
5 who had been on board [ba:d] xto byB na Kopabni — kto bbui Ha Kopabjic
6 He cast into a deep sleep the sailors BiH nonpMcmuuiB mophkib — Oh

ycbinmi MopsucoB
7 As for the King of Naples LLJo x ao Kopo/ui Heanoim — Hto Kacaercs

Kopojis Heanons
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and Prince Ferdinand and Antonio and the good old man and some
others, Ariel brought them safely through the sea, to the island.

Prince Ferdinand landed at a different part of the island, and his
father and friends were sure that he was drowned, and Ferdinand
himself thought that he was the only one who had survived.

While these people wandered round the island, feeling very sad
and unhappy, Prospero made Ariel take the form of a beautiful sea­
fairy. Only his master Prospero was able to see him, the others could
hear his little voice singing and ringing like a clear sweet bell.

As Ferdinand sat mourning all alone over the loss of his father,
Ariel’s voice, singing a sweet song, made him jump up and try to
find where the sound came from.

The music seemed to come from the water, and the prince fol­
lowed it, wondering whether it came from the earth or from the
sky. Then Ariel sang again and the other fairies echoed, like chimes:
“Ding-dong, ding-dong, ding-dong.”

Poor Prince Ferdinand’s heart grew very heavy,1 for he feared
that the voices must be telling him that the King, his father, was
drowned, and that he would never see him any more. While Ferdi­
nand sat on the seashore, with his heart full of care, Prospero and
Miranda came up to him. Since her childhood Miranda had never
seen any man but Prospero; and when she saw the young and hand­
some prince, she thought him to be a spirit.2

When Ferdinand saw Miranda, he also thought she was a spirit.
She was so beautiful that he fell in love with her at once. When he
found she was not a spirit, but talked just as he did, he told her that
he loved her, and asked her to marry him.

This was just what Prospero wished, but he wanted to be quite
sure that Ferdinand and Miranda really loved each other. He pre­
tended to think that Ferdinand was a spy and that he had come to
try to steal his island from him. He spoke to him very roughly and
rudely.

“Come,” he said, “I’ll chain your neck and feet together. I’ll feed you
on roots and acorns, and you will drink only salt water. Follow me.”

1 Poor Prince Ferdinand’s heart grew very heavy Ha cepni y biuHoro npuHua
Oepannamia crano nyxe tjdkko — Ha cepjme y bem-ioro npnrma <t>epnn-
Hauaa crano ohchb rmKejio
she thought him to be a spirit Bona noayMajia, mo ue ayx — ona nottyMana,
*rro 3to ayx
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Prince Ferdinand was very angry with Prospero for speaking to
him in such a way, so he tried to draw his sword to fight him. But
Prospero’s magic rooted the prince to the ground. Ferdinand real­
ized he was in the power of a magician, and that it was useless to
struggle. Miranda was much ashamed and grieved at her father’s
rudeness and unkindness, and could not understand how he could
treat the poor prince so badly.

“Cheer up,”1 she said to Prince Ferdinand. “My father is far
kinder than his words would make you think.1 21 never before heard
him speak so cruelly.”

So Ferdinand went with Prospero and Miranda to the part of the
island where they lived. And although Prospero made the Prince do
the same work that Caliban did, he was quite happy because he was
near Miranda.

Meantime the King of Naples mourned the death of his son. He
was sure Ferdinand was drowned, although the others tried to com­
fort him by saying that the Prince was a splendid swimmer. And
while the King sadly looked for his son, Ariel, at Prospero’s com­
mand, terrified him and the others in every possible way.3 When
they were very tired and hungry, Ariel and the other fairies, dis­
guised in strange shapes, spread a splendid banquet before them, and
played lovely music. But just as they were beginning to eat, Ariel
turned himself to a horrible bird that flapped its wings over the
table and made everything disappear. The company tried to kill the
bird, but Prospero’s magic made them helpless.

Then Ariel, still in the form of this dreadful bird, told the King
and the wicked Antonio that all the terrible things they had gone
through were a punishment for their cruelty to the good Duke Pros­
pero.

When he had stopped speaking, thunder rolled, and the other
fairies danced round them with ugly sounds and frightening faces.
The King of Naples and Antonio and the others were filled with
fright, for they knew how wicked they had been. But the good old 

1 Cheer up He xypucx — He oropnaucn
2 My father is far kinder than his words would make you think. Mifi 6aTbKO

3HaHHO aoSpiuiKM, nix Moxna cyan™ 3 iioro cniB. — Moii oreu ropaano
ao6pee, hcm moxho cyaurb no era cnoBaM.

3 in every possible way hk tuibkh Mir — BceB03M0>KHbiMM cnocobaMH
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man was not afraid, because he had shown nothing but1 kindness to
Prospero.

Then at last Prospero appeared before them. He thought they
had been punished enough when he saw how sorry they were for the
wicked way they had treated him.2 So when they begged him to
forgive them and asked him to come back to Milan, he freely forgave
them.

When the King said sadly that the death of his son was his
punishment, Prospero said to him: “You have given me back my
dukedom. I shall give you back something quite as good.” He then
took him to the mouth of the cave3 4 that was his home, and asked
him to look in. And the King of Naples looked in and saw his son
Ferdinand, safe and well, playing chess with beautiful Miranda. The
King s happiness was very great. He asked Miranda to forgive him
his cruelty to her father; and when Ferdinand told the King of

ap es that Miranda was going to marry him, his happiness was
still greater.

ah rei°iced together, Ariel awoke the sailors, who were
1 s eePinS on the ship, and they came on shore and rejoiced too.

ext morning all sailed for Naples, where Ferdinand and Miran-
a married, and Prospero went back to rule in Milan. The ship met

l-1 rii"0,)111016 St°lmS- Th® sea was smooth and blue, the sky smiled
,,n °n them> and the white sails carried them safely across

b rTi, W^S little Ariel’s last work for Prospero, and when
roug't the ship safely to land, he was set free for ever1 and

ilew away singing gaily.

1 nothing but uinoro KpiM — Hiinero KpoMe
- how sorry they were for the wicked way they had treated him hk bohh xan

KyBann, mo Tax noraiio ynnmum 3 hmm — KaK ohm coxanejm, hto tsk
ruioxo obornjiHCb c hmm

3 the mouth of the cave [kerv] bxul ao nenepn — Bxoa b neinepy
4 for ever Haaaaxan — iiaBceraa
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Answer the following questions:
1. In which way did Prospero and Antonio differ?
2. Who was going to be Antonio’s accomplice in his plot

against Prospero?
3. How did Antonio get rid of his brother?
4. In which way did a kind old man help Prospero?
5. Where did Prospero’s ship land?
6. Why could Prospero save Ariel and other fairies who had

been imprisoned by a wicked witch?
7. What was the old witch’s son like?
8. In which way did Prospero try to make Caliban more

gentle?
9. Why did Prospero have to make Caliban his slave?

10. Why did Prospero make a storm on the sea?
11. What made all those who were on board the ship jump

into the sea?
12. Where did Ariel bring the ship?
13. Why didn’t the sailors know where they were?
14. Why was the King of Naples sure that his. son had

drowned?
15. What did Ferdinand think when he landed at the island?
16. Were other people able to see Ariel?
17. Why was Prince Ferdinand sad when he heard Ariel’s

singing?
18. Why did Miranda think Ferdinand to be a spirit?
19. Why did Prospero pretend to think that Ferdinand was a

spy?
20. How did Ferdinand realize that he was in the power of a

magician?
21. Why was Prince Ferdinand happy?
22. In which way did Ariel terrify Ferdinand’s father and the

others?
23. Who wasn’t afraid of the horrible bird? Why?
24. What did the King of Naples see when he looked into the

cave?
25. What did Ferdinand tell his father?
26. Where did the marriage feast take place?
27. What happened to Prospero and Ariel?
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THE COMEDY OF ERRORS

«
nce the States of Ephesus1 in Asia, and of Syracuse1 2 in

Sicily3 were at war.
While the war was going on, a law was passed that

if any merchant from Syracuse was seen in Ephesus,
he was to be fined a thousand marks, and if he could

not pay the fine, he was to be put to death.4
One day an old merchant of Syracuse named Aegeon5 6 came to

Ephesus. For five years he had been wandering in distant lands,
so that he knew nothing of the law that had been passed until he
was seized by guards and taken before the duke of Ephesus to be
tried.

He had no money, so he had to die, but before sending him to
death, the duke asked him to say why he had come to Ephesus.

Then Aegeon told his story: “I was born in Syracuse,” he said,
“and there married a wife with whom I was very, very happy. Once I
had to go to Greece0 and while we were there my wife had twin boys,
so alike in every way7 that we gave them but one name between
them. Antipholus8 was their name. At the same hour at which they
were born, and in the same inn, a poor woman also had twin sons who
were as much alike as were our own babies. They were also given one
name and were called Dromio.9 Their father and mother were so
poor that when I offered to buy their babies from them, they gladly
took my gold. These little Dromios I was going to bring up to be
servants of my own sons.

“When the four baby boys were old enough to travel we got on
board a ship10 and sailed for Syracuse. We were only a short dis- 

1 Ephesus [ 'efasas] E<j)ec — 3(j)ec
2 Syracuse [ 'sairakju:z] /jepxaaa CipaKyaH — rocyaapcrBO CupaKyati
3 Sicily [ 'sisali] o-b Cmuuim — o-b Chumjum
4 he was to be put to death [deQ] iforo noBMHHi 6ynu crpaTHTU — ero aoax-

hbi 6bum KaaHHTb
5 Aegeon [ 'i:d3ian] Efoh — 3ron
6 Greece [gri:s] Epeuia — Epeirna
7 in every way y BCbowy — bo bccm
8 Antipholus faen 'tifalas] Anrithoa — AHTmhoji
9 Dromio [ 'draumiav] ffpoMio — Upommo

10 we got on board [bo:d] a ship mm cum Ha Kopabeab — Mbi cejm Ha KopaSab
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tanceout at sea when a fearful storm arose. Our ship soon began to
sink, and the sailors took the only small boat the ship carried and
escaped in it, leaving my wife and me and the four baby boys to
drown. We found a small mast, and to one end of it I tied my wife,
the younger twin and one of the Dromios. To the other I tied the
older twin, the other Dromio and myself. On this mast we were
swept along the coast, and at last the storm ceased. When the sea
had grown calm,we saw in the light of the sunrise two ships coming
towards us from different directions. At that moment our mast
struck a rock and split in two. The wind drove the part of the mast
with my wife and the two children away from me, and a fishing boat
picked them up and sailed away. Soon after this, the other ship
that we had seen picked up me and the two boys beside me. Our ship
tried to catch up with the fishing boat with my wife and the two
children on board, but it was very heavy, and it could not catch the
swift-sailing little fishing boat. Never since that day have I seen
my wife or younger son.

“When the elder twin was eighteen years old, he begged me to
allow him and his servant Dromio to go across the sea and search
until he found his mother and brother. Unwillingly I agreed and let
them go. I have spent five years in searching in vain1 for the dear
son who left me. I have been in Greece and in Asia, till at last I
landed here in Ephesus. And now that I have lost my wife and both
my sons, I have no wish to live.”

This story made the duke so sorry for Aegeon that he said: “You
are sentenced to death, and I cannot change the sentence. Yet I will
do for you all I can. I give you one day more to live. On that day you
must go to every friend you have here and beg or borrow the thou­
sand marks that are to ransom you.”

“I have no hope of finding any one,” said Aegeon sadly and went
away with his gaoler.

Aegeon thought he knew no one in Ephesus, yet at that very
minute his twin sons and their twin servants were in the city.

The fisherman who had saved Aegeon’s wife and the baby An-
tipholus and baby Dromio, put the poor woman ashore at one place,
and went on to another where he sold the two little boys as slaves.
They were bought by a great soldier, who took them to Ephesus 

1 in vain [vein] napeMHO — nanpacuo
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where his nephew was a duke. The duke took a great fancy to1 An­
tipholus. When he grew up, the duke made him an officer in his
army, and when Antipholus showed himself very brave, he reward­
ed him handsomely. Antipholus was now a rich man with a beauti­
ful house in Ephesus. He had married a rich lady called Adriana,* 2
and Dromio was his servant.

The other Antipholus, Antipholus of Syracuse, had arrived in
Ephesus on the very day that his father got there, but a merchant
that he knew had warned him that he must tell no one that he came
from Syracuse, else he would be put to death. Antipholus therefore
pretended that he came from Greece.

When he parted from the merchant he gave his servant Dromio
some money and sent him to an inn to order dinner.

“I shall wander round the town till it is time to dine,” he said,
“and see what kind of place it is.”3

Dromio had only been a few minutes gone when his master saw
him, as he thought, coming back. He was mistaken, for the Dromio
he saw4 was not his own servant, but his brother’s—Dromio of Ephe­
sus.

“How do you chance5 to return so soon?” he asked in surprise.
“Return so soon!” said the man, who never doubted that he ad­

dressed his master Antipholus of Ephesus; “Why, it is you who are
late! My mistress is very angry with you for keeping her waiting6
and sent me to ask you to come home to dinner. It will be cold if7
you don’t come home soon.”

“Do not talk nonsense,” said Antipholus of Syracuse. “What
have you done with the money I gave you?”

To this Dromio of Ephesus answered that his mistress had sent
him to ask him to come home to dinner.

“What mistress do you mean?” asked Antipholus angrily.

' took a great fancy to nyxc no.uodiiB — ohchs no_nio6n.ii
2 Adriana [asdn -a:na] Aapiana — Aupiiawa
3 what kind of place it is mo ue 3a Micue — hto oh (ropon) coooii npcncraarwcT
4 the Dromio he saw roti Uposiio, si koto Bin bamiB — TorflpoMiio, Koroporo

OH BHUeJI
5 How do you chance 51k ToGi Baajioca — Kai< tcGc yuajiocb
6 for keeping her waiting 3a re, mo bii npiiMymyere n neKara — 3a to, hto bbi

3acTaBaaeTe ee xaarb
It will be cold if He MHHyni jnixa, skiuo — Bast HecaoGpoBaTb, ecnn
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“Why, your wife, sir,” answered Dromio. “She and her sister are
waiting for you.”

At this Antipholus was very angry with Dromio and beat him.
Dromio ran home to his mistress, while Antipholus, much dis­
turbed, went on to the inn.

When Dromio came home, he told his mistress that his master
had refused to come to dinner and had said that he had no wife.

At this tale Adriana grew as angry as Antipholus of Syracuse
had been; her sister Luciana,1 who lived with her, tried in vain to
calm her. Together they went to look for Antipholus, the brave
soldier.

Meantime Antipholus. the merchant, had reached his inn and
found Dromio therewith the money. Antipholus was going to scold
him again for his jokes, when Adriana and her sister arrived there.

“How comes it now,1 2 my husband,” said Adriana, “that I have
lost your love?”

Antipholus answered in surprise that he did not know her. “I
have been only two hours in Ephesus, fair lady,” he said, “and do not
understand what you mean.”

Then Adriana’s pretty sister spoke amazed. “Brother Antipho­
lus!” she said. “You never used to treat my sister so. Surely you
must know that she sent Dromio to ask you home for dinner!”

“Dromio!” said Antipholus.
“Me!” cried Dromio.
“Yes,” said Adriana, “I sent Dromio, and he returned and told me

that you had said I was not your wife, and that you would not
come.”

“Did you talk to this lady?” asked Antipholus of his servant.
“I never spoke to her in all my life,” said Dromio.
“How then does she know that your name is Dromio and mine

Antipholus?” he asked. “And how comes it that you came and told
me that your mistress had sent you to ask me home for dinner?”

“This is a fairy land,”3 said Dromio much frightened.
Antipholus was almost as frightened as Dromio.
“Come, Antipholus,” said Adriana,“let us dine. We arealready

much too late.”
1 Luciana [,lu:si'a:na| Jlyuiana — Jlyunaiia
2 How comes it now 51k ue Tpanmiocs — KaK cjiynmiocb
3 fairy ['fean] land KasKOBa Kpaina — CKaaomiaa crpaua
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Then Antipholus and Dromio went home with Adriana and her
sister.

“Keep the gate, Dromio,” said Adriana as they reached the house.
“Let no one enter.”

While they were dining, the real husband of Adriana came home
to dinner with his slave Dromio; but Dromio of Syracuse refused to
open the gate.

Then the two Dromios began to quarrel, Dromio of Syracuse in­
side, and Dromio of Ephesus outside. The noise of quarrelling voic­
es brought Adriana to see what was wrong.1

“Who is making all this noise at the door?” she asked.
“Are you there, wife? You might have come before,” said An­

tipholus of Ephesus, angry at being kept waiting2 so long on his
own doorstep.

“I am not your wife,” answered Adriana angrily. “Antipholus is
inside.”3

Antipholus of Ephesus was greatly astonished at hearing that a
gentleman was dining with his wife and went away very angry.

“Come with me,” he said to Dromio, “we shall dine with a lady
who will treat us better than my wife has done. To her I shall give
the gold chain made for Adriana.”

When Antipholus of Syracuse had finished dinner, he was so
astonished at the lady’s still calling him husband and at hearing
that Dromio was called husband too by the cook, that he left the
house as soon as he could.

In the street a goldsmith came up to him. “Here is the gold chain
you ordered for your wife,” he said.

When Antipholus refused to take the chain, the goldsmith forced
him to take it, and when Antipholus wished to pay him for it, he
laughed and said that they would meet later, and he could get the
money then.

Not wishing to stay any more in a city where he met with such
strange adventures, Antipholus sent Dromio to look for a ship at
once.

' what was wrong [rop] mo cranocs — hto cjiynmiocb
- angry at being kept waiting cep/umm qepes tc, mo floro npHMycnnu iieKa-

™ — cepmicb 3a to, hto ero aacTaaunu xaaTb
3 Antipholus is inside. AHTicboji yuoMa. — AnTnchoji flosia.
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Meantime Anti pholus, the soldier, walking along the street,
met the goldsmith from whom he had ordered the chain. The gold­
smith, since parting from Antipholus, the merchant, had been
asked to pay at once some money that he owed. Therefore, when he
saw Antipholus he asked him to pay for the chain now,as he was in
great need of money.

“I have never received the chain,” said Antipholus. “I shall not
pay for what I have not received.”

They began to quarrel and finally both the merchant and An­
tipholus were taken to prison.

On the way to prison Antipholus, the soldier, met Dromio of
Syracuse and ordered him to go to Adriana, his wife, and tell her to
send him at once three hundred pieces of gold. Dromio was much
astonished at his master sending him back to the strange house
where they had just dined, but he said nothing and went back to
Adriana’s house at once.

Adriana, on hearing that her husband was in trouble, at once
gave Dromio the money. As he ran back with it, he met his real
master, Antipholus the merchant. The longer he stayed in Ephesus,
the more certain Antipholus was1 that the town was bewitched.
Wherever he went people greeted him as if they knew him, and
called him by his name. Some invited him to dinner, others offered

l money, which they said they owed him, and many thanked him
for kindnesses which they said he had done them. When Dromio
met him, he gave him the gold he had brought from Adriana, and
asked him how he had got free1 2 from the officer who was taking
him to prison. Antipholus was more sure than ever that both he and
his servant were in a country of strange happenings.

He was still more certain when a lovely lady came up to him and
gaily asked him for the chain he had promised her and for the ring
she had lent him when he had dined at her house that day. It was the
married Antipholus who had dined with her, and it was to her that
he had promised the gold chain which the goldsmith had made for
Adriana. But so sure was she that the man she spoke to was the man 

1 The longer he stayed in Ephesus, the more certain Antipholus was that Hum
AOBUje Amidon 3ajiHLuaBcs b E(j)eci, tum Ginbuie Bin nepeKOHyBaBcsi, mo
— Hcm aojibmc Ahth(J)oji ocTaBajics b 3<bece, tcm boiibmc on yGexnajics,
4TO

2 how he had got free ;ik Bin 3BijibHiiBCM — KaK oh 0cB060.m-1.nca



who had dined with her that when Antipholus of Syracuse angrily
told her to go away, for he did not know her, she was sure he was
mad-

“I shall go at once to his house and tell his wife that he is mad
and has stolen my ring,” said she, and off she went.

When Adriana heard what she said and thought how strangely
her husband had behaved to her, she began to think that the lady
must be right.

She took a doctor with her and went to where Antipholus,her
real husband, was kept by the guards. Full of sorrow for his mad­
ness, she talked to him gently and kindly and begged the doctor to
cure him of his madness, and she would pay him anything he asked.
She told him she had sent money for his release by Dromio, but
Antipholus said he had never got it, and Dromio of Ephesus said
she had never given it to him. So Adriana got more money and paid
the goldsmith, and then got the servants to try and bind Antipho­
lus1, who tried to escape, and Dromio, who tried to help his master.

“They are both mad,” said the doctor, “bind them quickly and
put them in a dark room.”

Weeping,Adriana went away with her sister, leaving Antipho­
lus and Dromio struggling against the doctor and his assistants.

Meantime the goldsmith met Antipholus of Syracuse and his
Dromio in the street. Antipholus had the gold chain round his
neck. The man reproached him for saying he had never received the
chain and for refusing to pay for it, and Antipholus angrily said
that the goldsmith had freely given it to him and refused to take
money for it when it was offered. Antipholus grew so angry that
he drew his sword,* 2 and the man, in fear, ran away. At that minute
Adriana and her sister came round the corner and saw Antipholus
of Syracuse with his sword drawn and Dromio beside him.

Adriana’s sister cried, “Mercy!3 they are free again and are com­
ing with swords to kill us!”

Adriana called to the city guards to seize Antipholus and take
his sword from him, but not to hurt him, because he was a poor
madman.
' got the servants to try and bind Antipholus HaKasana cnyraM cnpobyBarn

3B’a3aTn AHTithojia — npHKaaajia cjiyraM nonbiraTbcs CB$i3aTb AHTMcbojia
2 he drew [dru;] his sword [so:d] Bin orojinB CBiii Men — oh obHaxmi cboh Men
3 Mercy! [’m3:si] O, 6oxe! — Boxe Moft!
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“Bind Dromio, too,” she said, “and take them to my house.”
Hearing these words, Dromio and his master started to run as

fast as they could, and seeing a little cottage near at hand,1 they ran
in there. The gates were shut on them at once, and an old lady came
out. She asked the people what was the meaning of all this distur­
bance, and Adriana told her that she sought her mad husband who
had just run in through the gates of her house.

“What made your husband mad?” asked the lady. When she heard
Adriana’s story she refused to give up1 2 the unhappy man and told
Adriana how wrong she had been, and how it was she alone who had
made Antipholus, the brave soldier, mad. Adriana knew that what
she said was true. She wanted to take her husband back to show him
how sorry she was for having been unkind to him, and how truly
she loved him.

But the old lady refused to let anyone in. She decided to cure
Antipholus of his madness herself. Then she went back and shut
the door.

By that time it was nearly sunset, and at sunset, as his ransom
was not paid, old Aegeon, the merchant of Syracuse, had to die.

The sad procession came slowly past the little cottage. The duke
walked first with his soldiers and attendants. He wanted to be present
to pardon the old man, if anybody offered to pay the ransom.

Adriana ran forward, calling for justice, and stopped the proces­
sion. The duke, who knew her, asked what was wrong and Adriana
told him that an old lady had refused to give up her mad husband.
While she was speaking, her real husband and his servant Dromio
broke loose3 from the house where they had been taken by the doctor,
and also came to ask justice of the duke. Antipholus told him all the
strange things that had happened to him that day, and blamed Adri­
ana for everything.

Just then Aegeon saw Antipholus. He thought that he was the
son that he had lost five years before, and with great joy greeted
him.

“I have now a friend here who will pay my ransom and save my
life,” said he to the duke.

1 near at hand sobcIm 6nn3bKO — cobccm 6jim3ko (pyKok nojiaTb)
- give up mym Bii.ua™ — 3d. Bbiaarb
3 broke loose [lu:s] BupBajmcsi Ha bojiio — BbipsajiMCb ria cboSouv
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But Antipholus,the soldier,who had been a baby of two1 when he
last saw his father, said he had never seen Aegeon before. While
poor old Aegeon was trying in vain to make his son recognize him,
the door of the house opened and the old lady came out with An­
ti pholus the merchant and his Dromio.

Then, at last, everything was cleared up, for when the twins An-
tipholus and the twins Dromio stood together, no one there, not
even Aegeon or Adriana, could tell which brothers were of Ephesus
and which were of Syracuse.

An even greater happiness than the finding of his sons was still
for Aegeon, for the wise and gentle lady was his own lost wife.
Antipholus of Ephesus offered to pay his father’s ransom, but the
duke refused to take the money and gave old Aegeon a free pardon.

So all these mistakes ended happily, Antipholus of Syracuse
married Adriana’s sister, and Adriana and her husband were better
friends than they had ever been. As for the Dromios2 each of them
was pleased to see his own round face in his brother’s.

And so, in peace and happiness, closed a day that had been from
beginning to end a Comedy of Errors.

Find the passages in the text which are the answers to
these questions:

1. What event caused Aegeon’s misfortunes?
2. Why was Aegeon seized and taken before the duke of

Ephesus?
3. What did the duke ask Aegeon to do before sending him

to death?
4. Why were Aegeon’s sons given one name, Antipholus?
5. Where were the Dromios born?
6. Why did Aegeon decide to buy the poor woman’s chil­

dren?
7. How did Aegeon lose his wife and his younger son?

' a baby of two nsopiaua nunina — AByxjieTHim peSeHOK
As for the Dromios IIJo x no Spans flpoMio — Hto xe Kacaerca SparbeB
JIpOMMO
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8. How old was the elder twin when he decided to go across
the sea and find his mother and brother?

9. How long was Aegeon searching in vain for his dear
elder son?

10. How much money did Aegeon have to beg or borrow to
be ransomed from the jail of Ephesus?

11. What did the fisherman who had saved Aegeon’s wife and
the two boys do?

12. Where were the boys taken?
13. What happened to Antipholus of Ephesus?
14. When did Antipholus of Syracuse arrive in Ephesus?
15. Why did he have to pretend that he had come from

Greece?
16. Where did Antipholus of Syracuse send his servant

Dromio to?
17. Why did Antipholus of Syracuse beat Dromio of Ephe­

sus?
18. Where did Adriana and her sister Luciana find Antipho­

lus of Syracuse?
19. Why were real Adriana’s husband and his servant

Dromio not allowed to enter the house?
20. What did they do?
21. Why were Antipholus, the soldier, and the goldsmith

taken to prison?
22. Why was Antipholus, the merchant, certain that he and

his servant were in a country of strange happenings?
23. Why did Adriana begin to think that her husband was

mad?
24. What did she do?
25. Why was Antipholus of Syracuse so angry with the

goldsmith when he met him in the street?
26. Why did Adriana call the city guards to seize Antipholus,

the merchant?
27. Where did Antipholus, the merchant, and his servant

manage to hide themselves?
28. When did Aegeon see Antipholus, the soldier?
29. Did Antipholus, the soldier, recognize his father?
30. In which way was everything cleared up?
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A MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM

B
ong, long ago, in the days when fairies danced in th
woods, there lived in Greece a great and powerful duke

In Athens,1 2 where this duke ruled, there was ala1
that a father might make his daughter marry any ma
he might choose for her whether the girl liked the ma

or not. If the daughter refused to marry the man her father ha
chosen, the law ordered that she was at once to be put to death.3

One day there came to the palace of the duke a very angry fathe
bringing with him his lovely daughter Hermia4 and two youn
men, one of whom was as sad as Hermia.

“I have come to complain of my daughter,” said the man
“Demetrius5 wishes to marry her, and I have given my consent. Bu
she says she has given her heart to Lysander6 and will marry no on
but him.7 If she does not obey me and marry Demetrius, then I as
that she shall be killed, as the law of Athens orders.”

The duke was a kind man, and he was very sorry' for Hermia. H
tried to persuade her to do as her father wished, but she said sb
would rather die8 than marry Demetrius. Then the duke talked t
Lysander.

“Hermia loves me,” said Lysander, “and I love Hermia. I am a
well-born and wealthy as Demetrius. Why then, should I give uj
Hermia?” Then he went on: “Demetrius has no right to marry Her
mia. He made her friend Helena9 love him dearly. Why does he no
marry Helena instead of trying to take Hermia away from me?”

1 A Midsummer-Night’s Dream «Con niTHboi nolii» — «Coh b jicthioio HO'ib
2 Athens ['aeOinz] m. Acjmm — r. ArjmHbi
3 she was at once to be put to death i"i noBHHHi 6yjm HeraHHo crpaTurn — ci

nojDKHbi 6bum HCMejureHHO npenaTb CMepm
4 Hermia ['h3:mia] TepMin — TcpMim
5 Demetrius [di'miitnas] HeMerpiii — fleMerpHM
6 Lysander [lai'saendo] Jliaanap — Jlusarmp
7 will marry no one but him BHiine saiubK TinbKii 3a Hboro — BbiimeT 3awy»

To.ibKO 3a Hero
8 she would rather die Bona Kpame BMpe — OHa CKopee y\tper (npeanouiei

yMepeTb)
9 Helena [ 'helms] Gnena — EneHa
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But the duke could do nothing for Hermia and Lysander. Al­
though he was the ruler, he too had to obey the law of Athens.
Hermia must obey her father, he said, or in four days she must die.

When Hermia and Lysander were alone together, Lysander tried
to comfort Hermia, who was too sad to weep and from whose cheeks
all the roses had faded.

“Hermia,” said Lysander, “I have an aunt who loves me as if I
were her own son. Her house is seven leagues from Athens. Meet
me tomorrow night in the wood where you and I once went with
Helena on a May morning. From there we shall run away to my
aunt’s house, and there I shall marry you.”

Hermia gladly agreed, and as they were making their plans Hele­
na came in. At once she began to complain because Demetrius, whom
she loved, no longer loved her. Hermia, whose heart was so full of
her own happiness that she wished to make every one else happy,
then said to Helena: “I can never be the wife of Demetrius, for
Lysander and I are going to run away and marry tomorrow night.”

Then Helena thought to herself: “Demetrius does not love me,
but if I tell him of Hermia’s plan, he will be grateful to me. If I
cannot have his love, at least1 I can have his thanks.”

She found Demetrius, and told him of the plans that Lysander
and Hermia had made. Demetrius did not thank her, yet he was glad,
for he fancied he was very much in love with Hermia, and he hoped
to prevent her from marrying Lysander.

Next evening, when the shadows of the trees were long and dark,
when the wild roses closed their golden eyes and went to sleep, when
the warm summer night came, Lysander and Hermia met in the
wood. Demetrius went there too, and Helena followed him. But these
were not the only people in the wood that night. For in that wood
near Athens, Oberon1 2 and Titania,3 king and queen of all the fairies,
were that night holding their midnight revels.4

It happened that just before that time the fairy king and queen
had had a quarrel. Titania had stolen from an Indian king his tiny,
brown-faced boy and made him her little page. Oberon wished to 

1 at least [li:st] npriHaiiMHi — no KpanHeft Mepe
2 Oberon ['aubaran] O6epou
3 Titania [tai'temia] Tnranis — Turan rm
4 were ... holding their midnight revels [ 'revlz] sibpajiucs Ha oniBHiuny ry-

jiHHKy — cobpariHCb ami noJiyHOHHbix nupinecTB
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have this little boy for his page, and wanted the queen to give him
up. Titania refused to do this and, each time they met, the king and
queen quarrelled so fiercely that all the elves hid themselves for
fear.1

This night, when flowers and birds were asleep, Oberon and Tita­
nia met in the wood.

“Ill met by moonlight1 2, proud Titania,” said the fairy king.
Thequeen replied,“What, jealous Oberon, is it you? Fairies,skip

hence. I have forsworn his company.”
“Tarry, rash fairy,” said Oberon; “am I not thy3 lord? Why should

Titania cross her Oberon? I do but beg4 a little boy to be my page.”
“Set your heart at rest,”5 answered Titania. “Your whole fairy

kingdom buys not6 the boy of me.”
“Give me that boy, and I will go with you,” persisted the king.
“Not for the fairy kingdom,” said Titania. “Fairies, away!”
So, with her train of elves, Titania danced in the moonlight, and

the angry Oberon stayed alone, thinking how he might punish her.
“Well, go your way,”7 said Oberon, “before the morning dawns I

will punish you for this injury.”
When he had thought of a plan, he called for Puck,8 the elf

whom he trusted most. Puck, or Robin Goodfellow,9 was what peo­
ple called this merry, mischievous little elf. He was never so happy
as when he was playing tricks. He would steal the housewives’
cream, or hide in the churn and dance while the housewife tried in
vain to make butter. Sometimes he would take the likeness of a
three-legged stool, and when an old woman was telling her friends
what she thought was a very sad tale, he would slip from under her,
and she would fall down to the floor, while her listeners held their 

1 for fear [fia] 3i crpaxy — ot crpaxa
2 Ill met by moonlight SycTphi ne b aobpuii Mac npn MicsmuoMy cmisi —

Bcrpeua ne b noGpbiii Mac npn jiytmoM cmhhmm
3 thy 3acm. noem. TBifi — ycm. noam. tboh
4 I do but beg H x tuibkh npoiny — R xe tojibko npomy
5 Set your heart at rest 3acnoKonca — YcnoKoncs
6 buys not = does not buy
7 go your way mmhh, me ro6i sabaxaerbca — nocrynan, Kaie xoneuib
8 Puck [pxk] Hai< — Hai<
9 Robin Goodfellow PobiH ryacjjejuioy — PoSmh rymbejuioy (Goodfellow —

Hobpaie)
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sides1 and laughed and laughed again and again, and declared that
they had never spent a merrier hour.

Yet Puck, or Robin Goodfellow, was a good little fellow indeed to
those who treated him kindly. No housewife who said “Sweet Puck” was
ever sorry for having said so. In the morning he would light her fire,
sweep and dust her house, carry her water and chop her wood; and only
good luck came to the houses of those people that little Puck loved.

“My gentle Puck, come here!” called Oberon. “Fetch me a blossom
of a little purple flower. The juice of this flower squeezed on the
eyelids of those who sleep will make them, when they awake, fall in
love with the first living thing that they see. I shall drop some of
this juice on Titania’s eyes when she is asleep, and when she awakes,
the first thing she looks upon — be it lion,1 2 or bear, or wolf, or
monkey — she will love. Before I use another herb to take this
charm away, I shall make her give up her little brown boy to me.”

Puck was always so full of fun that he now gladly darted off to
seek the little purple flower. While he was gone, Demetrius and
Helena came that way. The fairy king, who saw and heard them
without being seen or heard, listened to Helena while she begged
Demetrius, who had loved her once, not to be so unkind. The fairy
king heard how cruelly Demetrius answered her.

Then Demetrius left her to the mercy3 of the wild beasts, but she
ran after him as swiftly as she could.

“When Puck comes back with the flower,” said the kind little
fairy king to himself, “I shall help this poor Helena and make
Demetrius love her as he used to.”4

Soon Puck returned, carrying a handful of purple blossoms. Theji
Oberon gave him orders:

“Take some of the blossoms and search the woods until you find
the young Athenian,5 Demetrius, lying asleep, squeeze the juice in
his eyes, so that he may love the fair Helena, whom he is sure to see6
near him when he awakes.”

1 held their sides xanajinca 3a 6okh — aepxojiucb 3a 6oKa
2 be it lion [Taian] nexaii raw 6yae jicb... — 5yab to jicb...
3 to the mercy ['m3:si] na MimicTb — iia mhjioctb
4 as he used to hk pauirnc bih jho6hb ii — KaK oh paubme jiioGhji ee
5 Athenian [a'Qimian] acbiumiHH — atjniHHHHH
6 whom he is sure to see axy bih o6ob’s3kobo noSanuTb — Koropyio oh

HenpeMemio yBmuT
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Then through the woods went Oberon, till a sound like a tiny
silver bell led him to where Titania was giving commands to her
elves.

“Go some of you and kill bats and take their wings to make my
small elves coats; and go some of you and drive away the hooting
owl,” said she. “And others will sing me now to sleep.”1

And in voices so sweet, that the sleeping birds and the flowers
woke up to listen, the fairies sang. Soon the fairy voices sent Titania
to sleep,1 2 and then Oberon crept forward with his purple flower.
Gently he squeezed it on her eyelids.

Then he went away leaving Puck to play the rest of the trick.
Wandering through the forest, Puck soon came on a big fat

countryman, Nick Bottom by name. In one moment Puck had changed
Bottom’s head into the head of an ass, and Bottom went singing
amongst the trees, not knowing what had happened to him.

Now the sound of his voice awoke Titania, and when she started
and opened her sleepy eyes, she saw a great hairy face through the
flowery branches of the tree. As soon as her eyes fell on him, the
spell of the little purple flower began its work. Titania thought that
big, ugly Nick Bottom, with his ass’s head and long ears, was the
most beautiful person she had ever seen.

“Ah, what angel wakes me from my flowery bed?” she asked.
Then Titania sat down beside Bottom on a flowery bank, and put

roses on his head. Bottom, who was part ass, part man, but more ass
than man, felt proud.

While Titania was thus loving a man with the head of an ass,
Puck was searching the wood for Demetrius. But instead of
Demetrius and Helena, he came on Lysander and Hermia, who had
grown so tired with their wanderings, that they had lain down to
sleep until morning.

“This must surely be Demetrius!” said Puck when he saw Ly­
sander, and joyfully he squeezed the flower juice on Lysander’s eyes
and flew off to tell his master. If Lysander had first seen Hermia
when he awoke, Puck’s mistake would not have mattered,3 but it 

1 And others will sing me now to sleep. A mini 6y_nyrb cniBaru, noKH a lie
sacHy. — A npyrae byuyr neTb, noKa a He aacHy.

2 sent Titania to sleep npncnajin TnTamio — ycbimuiH THTaHmo
3 Puck’s mistake would not have mattered noMWiKa Haica He Mana 5 3HaneH-

hh — ornnbKa Haxa He UMena 6bi SHaneHun
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happened that Demetrius and Helena passed that way, and Helena’s
sad voice awoke Lysander. The moment he saw Helena, the fairy
charm began to work, and Lysander believed that it was Helena that
he loved, and that he had never loved Hermia at all. When he told
Helena this, it made her very unhappy, for she believed that Lysand­
er was laughing at her, and when he followed her, telling her of his
love, she tried to run away from him.

When Hermia awoke, she found that her Lysander had gone, but
Demetrius was beside her, and at once he began to tell her how much
he loved her, and begged her to marry him. Through the wood these
two couples of unhappy lovers went. They heard no fairy music, as
they were full of their own unhappiness. Demetrius was telling
Hermia of his love, while Hermia was longing for Lysander; Ly­
sander was telling Helena of his love, while Helena was breaking
her heart for1 Demetrius.

Although they saw and heard no fairies, the little king saw and
heard them, and knew at once that Puck had made a mistake and had
squeezed the juice into the eyes of the wrong man. So when Demetrius
at last was tired out and lay down to sleep, Oberon dropped some
flower juice on his eyelids, and sent Puck flying through the wood to
fetch Helena that she might be beside him when he woke. But when
this was done, things seemed worse than before. For both Demetrius
and Lysander now loved Helena, and when Hermia appeared, and
Lysander spoke so cruelly to her, Oberon was full of pity for her,
though little Puck was delighted with all the mischief he had done.

Demetrius and Lysander grew so angry with each other that
they drew their swords to fight. Then said Oberon to Puck, “Over­
cast the night with a black fog, and lead these two rivals so astray1 2
in it, that they cannot find each other. Imitate their voices, and call
now to Lysander, now to Demetrius, till they are so tired out with
chasing each other that they lie down and sleep. When they sleep,
take this herb and squeeze its juice into Lysander’s eyes. The charm
of the flower will fade away, and all that has passed will seem but a
dream, and he will love his Hermia as much as ever.”

Gladly Puck ran off, singing as he went. The fog came black and
thick, behind and before him, and through the fog Lysander and 
1 Helena was breaking her heart for y Gjichm cepue Kpasuiocb nepes — y

Ejiei-ibi cepaue paspbisanocb M3-3a
2 lead... astray [a'strei] 35uil 3 aopora — cSeii c nyrn
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Demetrius, Hermia and Helena, looked for each other. At last, tired
to death, they all lay down to rest, none of them knowing where the
others were.

Puck squeezed the herb on to Lysander’s sleeping eyes, and flew
back to Oberon. Oberon had found Titania sitting beside Bottom,
and had once more asked her to give him the little brown boy. Tita­
nia felt she cared no more for1 her little page. She loved no one, she
wanted no one but her fat, stupid, ugly man, with his long ass’s
ears. So she gave the boy to Oberon, and the fairy king felt sorry
and ashamed that he had made his fairy queen think she loved a
man with the head of an ass, even if it was only for a few hours.
When she fell asleep, he put some of the herb juice on her eyelids, and
then gently woke her.

“My Oberon!” she said, when she saw her own beautiful little
fairy king standing beside her. “What a dream I have had! I thought
I loved an ass!”

“There he lies,” said Oberon.
“How I loathe the sight of him!” said Titania.
Fairy music began to play, and Oberon and Titania took hands

and danced together till the sun rose. Then, hand in hand, the fairies
flew away into the west.

It chanced1 2 that morning that the duke of Athens and Hermia’s
father came with their horses and hounds to hunt in the wood. The
sound of their horns woke Hermia and Lysander and Helena and
Demetrius, and when they awoke, they found that things were all as
they ought to be.

Lysander loved only Hermia, and loved her as much as she loved
him. Demetrius loved only Helena, and believed he had always loved
only her. All that had happened to them in the wood seemed to
them only a curious Midsummer-Night’s Dream. They told their
tale to the duke and to Hermia’s father, and the duke was glad that
the night had put the wrong to right.3 So they were all happy, and
went back to Athens and were married that very day.

1 she cared no more for ift buiame He 6ya norpiSeH — eft Gojrnme He
HyxeH 6bui

2 It chanced [tfarnst] Tpammocb thk — Cnymuiocb raK
3 the night had put the wrong to right Hin yce BHnpaamia — hohb Bee

HcnpaBMJia
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Find the passages in the text which are the answers to
these questions:

1. What made Hermia’s father so angry?
2. Did Lysander agree to give up Hermia?
3. What would have happened if Hermia hadn’t obeyed her

father?
4. What did Lysander and Hermia decide to do?
5. Why did Helena tell Demetrius of the plans that Hermia

and Lysander had made?
6. Who happened to be in the wood near Athens that warm

summer night?
7. Who were Oberon and Titania?
8. What was the reason of the quarrel between Oberon and

Titania?
9. Who was Puck?
10. What charm did the juice of a little purple flower possess?
11. Was Oberon sorry for Helena when he saw how cruelly

Demetrius treated her?
12. What did Oberon do when he saw Titania whom her elves

had sent to sleep?
13. What did Puck do when he came on a big fat countryman,

Nick Bottom by name?
14. What did Titania see when she opened her sleepy eyes?
15. What did she think?
16. What did Puck do when he found sleeping Lysander and

Hermia?
17. What happened when Helena’s sad voice awoke Lysander?
18. What did Hermia find when she awoke?
19. What did the little king know at once when he saw and

heard two couples of unhappy lovers?
20. What did Oberon order to do when Demetrius and Ly­

sander drew their swords to fight?
21. What did the unhappy lovers do when the black and thick

fog overcast the night?
22. In which way did Puck manage to put the wrong things

to right?
23. What did the lovers think about the happenings of the

summer night in the wood?
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AS YOU LIKE IT1
any years ago, there lived in France two girls who were
the very best of friends. They were cousins, and both
were beautiful. The taller and stronger of them was
called Rosalind,1 2 and the name of the other was Celia.3 4
Rosalind’s father was a great duke, but his brother,

Celia’s father, had driven him out of his own dukedom. Many no­
bles, who hated the wicked brother, but loved Rosalind’s father, went
away with him, and they made a court of their own1 far away, in the
Forest of Arden.5 6

When Rosalind’s father was driven from his castle, hei' uncle
kept her there to be a companion to his own little girl, Celia. They
grew up together, and Celia was so sweet and so kind to Rosalind,
that Rosalind sometimes forgot to be sad because her father was
banished.

One of the truest friends of the banished duke had been a brave
knight called Sir Rowland.0 He was dead but had left two sons. Oliv­
er,7 the eldest, was not a good brother. Instead of doing as his father
had wished and being kind to his younger brother, whose name was
Orlando,8 he gave him neither money, nor any chance of learning any­
thing, and made him take all his meals with the servants. He hated
Orlando because he was so brave and strong and handsome, and he was
kinder to his horses than he was to Orlando. Sir Rowland had had an
old servant named Adam.9 Adam loved Orlando, and was very sorry
that Oliver was so cruel to his young brother.

One day, when Orlando felt that he could not bear Oliver’s cruel­
ty any longer, he asked him to give him the money that his father
had left him and let him go and seek his fortune.10 He could not 

1 As You Like It «5Ik bsm ue cnono6aeTbca» — «KaK bsm aro nonpaBMTC>i»
2 Rosalind ['rozahnd] Posajiiuna — Po3ajiMH.ua
3 Celia [ 'sidia] Cea is — Cea mi
4 a court of their own [aun] csift BjiacHHii jjBip — cboh coGctbcuhbih ABop
5 the Forest at Arden ['a:dn] ApjjeHHCbKim sic — Apjjchhckmh Jiec
6 Rowland ['ravland] Pojiann
7 Oliver [ 'oliva] OjiiBep — Oaiisep
8 Orlando [o:'laendau] Opaanao
’Adam ['aedam] AnaM

10 seek his fortune [ 'falfan] myKa™ aoai — HCKaTb cnacTba
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bear, he said, to go on leading an idle life doing nothing and learn­
ing nothing.

But Oliver only laughed at him, and so the brothers had a quar­
rel. When Adam tried to reconcile them, for the sake of1 their fa­
ther, Oliver was angry with the old servant, and told him to go
away.

“Go away, you old dog!” said he.
“You call me an old dog,” said Adam. “My old master never said

such cruel words to me.”
Oliver hated Orlando more than ever after this quarrel. He

thought of the best way to kill him and to keep for himself the
money that their father had left Orlando.

About this time the false duke, Celia’s father, gave a great wres­
tling match. He had a very strong, paid wrestler of his own. This
man wrestled so well that only the bravest dared to wrestle with
him, and he often killed those with whom he wrestled. Orlando was
a very good wrestler and was afraid of no one, so he made up his
mind1 2 to go to the match and wrestle with this man.

When Oliver knew that Orlando was going to do this, he ordered
the duke’s wrestler to come to his castle. He told the wrestler all
sorts of lies about Orlando. He said that Orlando was one of the
worst young men in France, that the wrestler would be doing a
good deed3 if he broke his neck. The wrestler promised to do his
best4 to kill Orlando.

“If he can walk without help when I have wrestled with him, I
shall never wrestle any more”, he said.

On the following day the wrestling match took place on the lawn
in front of the Duke’s castle. The duke and all his lords came to see
the sport, and Celia and Rosalind also came. In those days it was the
custom for ladies to look at things that now seem to us very rough
and very cruel. Just before Celia and Rosalind arrived, the duke’s
wrestler had done a dreadful deed.

1 for the sake of sapann — paim
2 he made up his mind [maind] Bin BnpituuB — oh penn-ui
3 would be doing a good deed 3po6nB 6h KopncHy cnpasy — cnejian 6bi no6-

poe aejio
4 promised [ 'promist] to do his best noo6iu>iB 3po6nra Bee moxjihbc — no-

obemaji caejiarb Bee bosmoxhoc
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An old man had come to the match with his three handsome
young sons. They wanted to wrestle with the famous wrestler. One
after the other they had wrestled, and one after the other the wres­
tler threw them to the ground. They were so badly hurt1 that their
poor old father was sure they were going to die, arid cried over
them so mournfully that some of those who heard him could not
help crying1 2 too. After this, every one said that it would be foolish
for any one else to try to wrestle with a man as strong as this
wrestler. Only one man offered to try. This man was Orlando.

When he came forward he looked so young and brave and hand­
some that even the wicked duke, who did not know who he was, was
sorry to think3 4 that the wrestler would crush his life out of him.

“Try to persuade the lad not to wrestle,” said the duke to Celia and
Rosalind. “He has no chance at all.1 My man is sure to kill him.”5

Very kindly and very gently Celia and Rosalind begged Orlando
not to wrestle.

“You have seen a cruel proof of this man’s strength,” said Celia.
“We ask you, for your own sake6, to give it up.”

“Do give it up,” said Rosalind. “No one will think you a coward
for doing it, for we shall ask the duke to stop the wrestling.”

But Orlando answered: “Do not think badly of me for refusing
to do what you wish. It is not easy to say ‘no’ to ladies who are so
kind and so fair. Let your beautiful eyes and gentle wishes go with
me to my trial. If I am killed no one will feel sorry for me.”

“I wish I could give you the little strength I have,” said Celia.
“We ask you, for your own sake, to give you mine too.”

Then the wrestling began, and every one expected the duke’s
wrestler to kill Orlando. But Orlando lifted the strong man in his
arms and threw him on the ground. All the people shouted in amaze­
ment, and the duke called out, “No more, no more!”

1 They were so badly hurt [li3:t] Bonn 6yjm Tax cepiio3no nopancni — Olin
Sbuin Tax cepbe3no paneiibi

2 could not help crying He 3Mormi crpHMam cjibO3ii — ne modih caepxaTb
CJIC3BI

3 was sorry to think noxanxynaB — noxajieji
4 at all B3arani — Boobnje
5 My man is sure to kill him Mos jiKWHHa (bopeub) HCOAMiHHO yb’e iioro —

Mori uejioBex (bopeu) HenpeweHHO ybber ero
6 for your own sake 3apa.ni casioro cebe — pajm caworo cebs
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“I beg Your Grace1, let us go on!” said Orlando. “We have scarce­
ly begun.”

The duke turned to his wrestler, and asked him how he felt. But
the man lay quite still and quiet, and could neither speak nor move.

“He cannot speak, my lord,” said one of the nobles. So the duke
ordered his men to carry his wrestler away.

“What is your name, young man?” he asked of Orlando.
“Orlando, my lord, the youngest son of Sir Rowland.”
“Your father was my enemy”, said the duke. “I would have been

better pleased1 2 with your brave deed if you had told me of another
father.”

“I am proud to be Sir Rowland’s son,” said Orlando.
Then the duke and his lords and his servants went away, and

Orlando was left alone with Rosalind and Celia. Celia was grieved
that her father had spoken so roughly to Orlando.

“Were I my father,3 4 cousin, would I do this?” she asked of Ro­
salind. Then fair Rosalind spoke. “My father loved Sir Rowland
very dearly,” she said to Celia, “and all the world knew how noble
Sir Rowland was. If I had known that this young man was Sir
Rowland’s son, I should have begged him with tears not to run into
so great a danger.”'1

“Let us go and speak to Orlando,” said the gentle Celia. “I am
ashamed of my father’s unkind words.”

Then she and Rosalind went up to Orlando and praised him for
his bravery. And Rosalind, taking a gold chain off her own neck,
gave it to him. She would have given him a richer gift, she said, had
she not been only a poor girl. Orlando loved them both for their
goodness, but he loved Rosalind so much that he made up his mind
to marry her one day, if she would marry him.

Meantime the duke was angry with Orlando, the son of his enemy,
for having defeated his wrestler, and he was angry with Rosalind
for having given Orlando her gold chain.

1 Your Grace [greis] Bama Cbitjiictb (<|jopMa 3BepraiiHs no repuora, repuori-iHi
toluo) — Bama CBeraocib (cjiopMa o6pamennn k repuory, repuoniHe n t.b.)

2 I would have been better pleased 51 5yB 6h bintm sanoBoneHnii — B 6bui 6bi
bojiee hobojich

3 Were I my father Ha Micui Moro barbxa — Ha Mecre Moero orua
4 not to run into so great a danger [ 'deindja] He HapaxaTHca Ha raxy BeirnKV

HeSeaneKy — He nonsepraTbca raKoii Gojibuioii onacHocm

3 - 9272
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The more the duke thought of those things, the angrier he grew.1
One of his courtiers was a kind man, so he told Orlando that the
sooner he went away, the better it would be for him, as the duke meant
to do him harm. The duke himself told Rosalind to leave his castle.

«If you are found even twenty miles from here within the next
ten days,1 2 you shall die,” he said.

Celia was very sad at her father’s cruelty to Rosalind, who was
so dear to her. She begged the duke not to be so unjust, but he
refused to listen to her. Then she told him that if he sent Rosalind
away, he must send her away, too, because she could not live without
Rosalind.

“You are a fool!” said her father, and he told Rosalind that she
would be killed if she did not go at once.

But Celia refused to part from Rosalind. So they made up their
minds to travel together to the Forest of Arden, where Rosalind’s
father and his friends were hiding. They knew they might meet
robbers on the way, so Celia stained her face to make it look sun­
burned, and dressed herself like a poor country girl. Rosalind put
on boy’s clothes, and took a little axe and spear with her.

Now the duke, Celia’s father, had a jester called Touchstone.3
This jester was a very funny fellow who was always talking non­
sense and making jokes. He loved his young mistress, Celia, very
dearly.

“What if we took Touchstone with us?” said Rosalind, when they
were dressed and ready to start. “Will he not be a comfort to us?”

“He will go all over the wide world with us,” said Celia. “Let me
ask him to come.”

So when Rosalind and Celia went off to the forest, kind Touch-
stone led the way.4 In his red clothes and with bells on his cap, he
gaily stepped out in front of them carrying their bundle of food
and clothes. And when night fell and the forest was dark, and Ro­
salind and Celia grew weary and sad, Touchstone’s merry face and 

1 The more the duke thought of those things, the angrier he grew. Mum Sin blue
rcpiior nyMaB npo ue, tjim Suibiue sin ruiBaBca. — Hcm 6o,ibine repuor
ay.Man 06 stom, tcm Sojibme oh cepaHJica.

2 within the next ten days nporsroM HacTymmx jjcchth ams — b TeueHiie
noc.neayiomnx ne«m-i aueii

3 Touchstone [ 'tAtjstaun] TancroH
4 led the way noxaayBaB aopory — noKaabiBan aopory
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the jokes he macle soon cheered the two tired girls up again.
While these things were happening, Oliver was planning how to

kill Orlando. He hated him all the more1 when he heard people prais­
ing him. He made up his mind to have him murdered in some way
or other.1 2

Adam, the old servant, warned Orlando. Orlando decided to go to
the Forest of Arden, and Adam said he would go too.

Orlando had no money, but Adam gave the young man all his .
savings, and so they too went off to the Forest.

Far away in the woods Rosalind’s father and his friends led a
happy life together. They hunted deer, and had plenty of good food;
they often feasted in the shade of the thick with green trees. As
they feasted together one day, a young man rushed out from amongst
the trees, his drawn sword in his hand. “Forbear, and eat no more!”
he cried.

The Duke and his friends asked him what he wanted.
“Food,” he said. “I am almost dying for want of food.”
They asked him to sit down and eat, but he refused, because an

old man who had followed him out of pure love was in the wood
dying of hunger. He said he could eat nothing until he had first
fed him'.

The young man was Orlando, and when the good Duke and his
followers had helped him to bring Adam to where they were, and
had fed them both, the old man and his young master grew quite
strong again. When the Duke learned that Orlando was the son of
his friend Sir Rowland, he welcomed him and the faithful old ser­
vant more warmly still.

So Orlando lived happily with the Duke and his friends in the
Forest, but all the time he was thinking of Rosalind. Every day he
wrote verses about her, and pinned them on trees in the wood or
carved them deep in the bark. He could think of no one but her,3 he
loved her so much.

Now Rosalind and Celia and Touchstone had also come safely to
the Forest, and lived in a little cottage that belonged to a shepherd
there.
1 all the more me Ginbuie — erne 6ojibme
2 in some way or other y Toil mi imnHii cnocih — tcm hjim hhhm cnocohoM
3 He could think of no one but her Bin Mir ayMan-i TinbKii npo uei — On Mor

nyMaTb TOJibKO o ueii

3‘
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Rosalind loved Orlando as much as he loved her, and when she
read the verses Orlando left on the trees, her heart was glad, for she
knew he had not forgotten her.

At last one day she and Celia met Orlando. He did not know
them1 in the clothes they were wearing and with their faces stained
brown, and he took them for the shepherd boy and his sister that
they pretended to be.

He became great friends with them, and often came to see them in
their little cottage, and talked to them of Rosalind, the beautiful
lady that he loved.

Meantime Orlando’s brother was punished severely for his wick­
edness. When Orlando went away, the false duke, Celia’s father,
thought that Oliver had killed his brother. He took Oliver’s lands
away from him, and told him never to dare to come back to his court
until he had found Orlando.

So Oliver wandered away alone, to look for his brother. He looked
for him week after week in vain, until his clothes were in rags and
his hair so long and rough that he looked like a beggar. On his way
from Rosalind’s cottage one day, Orlando came on him. Oliver was
lying fast asleep1 2 under an old oak. Round his neck a big snake had
curled itself and was just going to bite him and kill him when it
saw Orlando and glided away. Even as it went away, Orlando saw
anothv. dieadful danger near his unkind brother. A hungry lion
was crouching under some bushes, ready to kill the sleeping man.

For a moment Orlando thought only of his brother’s cruelties.
He knew that he well deserved death. Twice he turned away to leave
him, but he had too generous a heart to do so cruel a thing even to
his enemy.

He fought the lion and killed it, but not before it had torn his
arm with its sharp teeth.3

The noise of the fight awoke Oliver, who saw that Orlando was
risking his own life to save him. Full of shame at his wickedness to
Orlando, he told his brother how sorry he was, and begged his par­

1 He did not know them Bin ne Bni3HaB ix — Oh He ysuan hx
2 Oliver was lying fast asleep OniBep mIuho cnaB — OjiHBep KpenKO cnaji
3 but not before it had torn his arm with its sharp teeth ajie Bin bcthf nop Barn

iioMy pyKy cboimu rocrpnMn 3y6aMH — ho oh ycneji nopBarb eiuy pyKy
CBOHMM OCTpbIMH 3y6aMH
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don,1 and they became friends. Orlando took his brother to the
Duke, and he was fed and clothed there.

When Rosalind saw a handkerchief stained with Orlando’s blood,
and realized that he had been wounded, she fainted. Thinking that
she was a boy, those who saw her laughed at her for being so wo­
manish.

But soon Rosalind told them her secret.
“To you I give myself, for I am yours,” she said to the Duke, her

father. Then turning to Orlando, “To you I give myself, for I am
yours,” said she.

Then the Duke learned that Rosalind was his daughter, and Or­
lando learned that the shepherd boy was his own fair Rosalind.
There were no men in all France as happy as the Duke and Orlando.

Rosalind and Orlando were married at once, and on the same day
Oliver, who was truly sorry for the bad deeds he had done, was
married to Celia.

Just as they were going to be married, a messenger came to the
Duke to say that his brother, Celia’s father, had repented and had
returned his brother’s dukedom to him.

So they were all happy that day under the green trees.

Identify the characters:

1. He vzas a great Duke but driven out of his own dukedom
by his brother.

2. He was wicked, angry and aggressive.
3. He was dead but had left two sons.
4. He was cruel and greedy. He hated his brother and gave

him neither money, nor any chance to learn anything.
5. He was young and brave, strong and handsome. He

couldn’t bear to lead an idle life. He was a good wrestler.
6. He loved Orlando and felt very sorry that Oliver was so

cruel to his young brother.
7. She was tall, strong and beautiful.
8. She was beautiful, sweet, kind and gentle.

begged his pardon nonpocna y Hboro npobaHCHHa — nonpocmi y Hero
npomeHHs
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9. He was a funny fellow who was always talking nonsense
and making jokes. He wore red clothes and a cap with
bells on it.

Answer the following questions:

1. Who lived in the Forest of Arden?
2. In which way did Oliver treat his younger brother?
3. Why did Oliver and Orlando have a quarrel?
4. Who tried to reconcile them?
5. In which way was Oliver going to get rid of his younger

brother?
6. Who was going to give a wrestling match?
7. What did Oliver tell the duke’s wrestler?
8. Where did the wrestling match take place?
9. What happened when the wrestling match began?

10. Who wasn’t afraid of the duke’s wrestler?
11. Who won the wrestling match?
12. What was Celia ashamed of?
13. What present did Rosalind give Orlando?
14. Why was the duke so angry with Orlando and Rosalind?
15. What did the girls decide to do to escape the cruelty of

Celia’s father?
16. How did the girls change their appearance?
17. Who led the way when the cousins went off to the forest?
18. Who else set off to the Forest of Arden?
19. How did Rosalind know that Orlando had not forgotten

her?
20. Did Orlando recognize the girls in the forest?
21. How was Oliver punished for his wickedness?
22. How did the two brothers meet in the forest?
23. Why did Rosalind faint?
24. Why were they all happy that day under the green trees?
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THE TAMING OF THE SHREW1
n one of the beautiful cities of Italy there once lived a

( (VrfojJnC) rich gentleman called Baptista.1 2 He had two daugh-
ters, gentle and beautiful Bianca,3 and Katharina,4
who was as handsome as her sister, but who had so
fiery and uncontrolled a temper that she was known
by every one as Katharina the Shrew.

Many suitors wished to marry Bianca, but every one feared Katha­
rina’s sharp tongue and wild ways.5

Baptista feared that his elder daughter Katharina would never
find a husband, and so he thought of a plan by which to get one for
her. He told all those who wished to marry the gentle Bianca that he
would never allow her to marry until her sister Katharina was
married. Then Bianca’s suitors began to plan and plot to find a
man bold enough to marry “wild cat Katharina,” as they called her.

About this time there came to Padua6 7 from the lovely old town of
Verona' a gentleman called Petruchio.8 His father, who was not
long dead,9 had left him plenty of money, and Petruchio now wished
to see something of the world and to find a wife.

Petruchio was a man who made all those he met readily obey
him. He was very fond of10 11 jokes, and he had the best of tempers,
although sometimes he would pretend to be in such a rage that those
who did not know him rushed from him in terror. With all this11, he
was a wise man, and a favourite with his friends.

1 The Taming of the Shrew [fru:] «Hpu6opKaHWi nenoKipiioi» — «YKpome-
hhc CTpoirniBoib

2 Baptista | 'boeptista] EanTHCTa
3 Bianca | bjeepka] BbfliiKa
4 Katharina [ .kaeOa'rkna] Kaiapiiia — Karapnua
5 wild [waild] ways iiecTpnMiia noBeniuKa — Hcobysaanuoc noBeaeuue
6 Padua ['paedju:a| m. Hany a — r. Hany a
7 Verona [va'rauna] m. Bepona — r. Bepona
8 Petruchio [pat'ruajiau] HeTpynio — Herpynno
9 who was not long dead [ded] sikhh uemonaBuo noMep — KOTopbiu neaaBiio

yMep
10 He was very fond [fond] of Bin nyxe jiioGub — On oneiib JiioSmt
11 With all this Pa30M 3 tum — Bmcctc c tcm
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Amongst the friends that Petruchio met at Padua was one of the
suitors of Bianca. When he heard from Petruchio that he was look­
ing for a wife, he at once told him how beautiful Katharina was, and
how rich. But he had to be honest and tell him of Katharina’s bad
temper and scolding tongue.

“If she scolds as loud as a thunderstorm, I shall nevertheless
make her love me,” said Petruchio.

To Baptista, then, Petruchio went.
“Have you a daughter, sir, called Katharina, fair and good?” he

asked.
“I have a daughter, sir, called Katharina,” said Baptista.
Then said Petruchio, “I am a gentleman of Verona, sir. I have

heard so much of the beauty, and the gentleness of your daughter
Katharina that I have come to ask your leave1 to marry her.”

“I fear my daughter will not suit you,” said Baptista sadly.
“I see you do not wish to part with her, or else you do not want

me for a son-in-law,” said Petruchio.
“Indeed, you are mistaken,” said Baptista. “But where are you

from, sir? What is your name?” When Petruchio told him who he
was, Baptista found that he was the son of an old friend of his, and
would gladly have him for a son-in-law. Still he could not tell Petru­
chio that Katharina would make him a good wife, for even he was
afraid of the furious temper of his elder daughter. As Baptista and
Petruchio talked together, there rushed into the room Katharina’s
music-master with his head bleeding, his face very pale, and his eyes
big with fright.

“Why are you so pale?” asked Baptista, “What is wrong?1 2 Will
my daughter not make a good musician?”

“She will make a better soldier,3 said the music-master.
Then he told Baptista how he had corrected Katharina for the

way she played. In one moment Katharina had struck him on the
head with her lute, cutting his head open,4 and breaking the lute.

1 to ask your leave |li:v] npocnra Bamoro ao3Bony — npocnrb Bauicro pa3-
pemenMH

2 What is wrong [roij]? Ufo Tpamuiocb? — Mto cjiyunnocb?
3 She will make a better soldier [ 'sauldsa] hi 6h Kpauie 6yni conaaTOM — Efi

6bi Jiyuuie 6bub connaTOM
4 cutting his head open po3KpanBum iioMy ronoBy — pacKponB esiy ronosy
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While he stood amazed, looking at her, she called him all sorts of
rude names, so that he was frightened out of his life.1

Petruchio was delighted. “She is a brave girl,” he said. “I love
her ten times more than ever, and long to have a chat with her.”

Then he told Baptista that he was in a hurry to be married, and
wanted to see his bride at once.

While Baptista went to fetch her, Petruchio thought of the best
way to treat so wild a bird as Katharina.

“I will woo her with some spirit1 2 when she comes,” said he. “If
she scolds, then I shall tell her that she sings as sweetly as a night­
ingale. If she frowns, I shall say she looks as clear as morning roses
newly washed with dew. If she will not speak a word, I shall say how
charmingly she talks. If she tells me to begone I shall thank her as
if she had asked me to stay for a week. If she says she will not marry
me, I shall ask her to name the day.”3 4

When Katharina entered, proud, and angry that a stranger asked
to see her, he said cheerfully, “Good-morning, Kate, for that’s your
name, I hear.”

“They call me Katharina, those that do talk of me,” said Katha­
rina stiffly.

“You lie,” said Petruchio, “for you are called plain Kate, and
beautiful Kate, and sometimes scolding Kate, but Kate you are, the
prettiest Kate in the w'orld. Hearing about your beauty, and your
gentleness, praised in every town, I have come to marry you.”

Then began the strangest courtship that ever was. Katharina
was as rude to him as she knew how to be.1 She scolded, and she tried
to quarrel, but Petruchio did not want to quarrel with her. To all
the angry, rude things she said to him he gave gentle, merry answers,
praising her for her beauty, her sweetness, and her gentleness, and
saying that those who had told him that she was ever anything
else5 had lied to him.

1 he was frightened out of his life bIh 6yB nepensKamiH no cMcpii — oh 6bin
nepenyraH no cMepm

2 with some spirit no-ocob/iHBOMy — no-ocobenHOMy
3 to name the day npn3naHmn jjeHb — HaanaMHTb ,nenb
4 as she knew how to be sk TinbKH Morjia — KaK tojibko Moma
5 that she was ever anything else njo Bona 6yna 30BciM iumoio — hto ona

6buia cobccm He TaKoii
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At last he said, “Sweet Kate, I am going to marry you whether
you will or not.1 Your father has given his consent, and I am going
to tame you, Kate, and change you from a wild cat to a gentle Kate.”

When Baptista came in, Petruchio told him that Katharina had
been very kind to him, and that they had arranged to marry on the
following Sunday.

Katharina began to scold furiously because her father wished
her to marry such a ruffian.

“Be patient,” said Petruchio to Baptista, “she talks thus when
you are here. When we are alone, no one can be more tender and
loving.” Then, turning to Katharina, he said, “Give me your hand,
Kate. I will go to Venice1 2 to buy rings, rich clothes, and fine things
for the wedding on Sunday. Kiss me, Kate, and prepare the marriage
feast, father, and invite the guests.”

When Sunday came, the feast was ready, the guests waiting, and
Katharina, in fine clothes and with a sulky face, was ready to be
made Petruchio’s wife. The hour fixed for the wedding came and
went, yet the bridegroom did not come. The guests whispered, Baptista
grew angry; Katharina raged and then wept bitterly. When every
one was sure that Petruchio would not come at all, he rode up on an
old horse. He was dressed like a beggar, in shabby, old rags, and had
a rusty, broken sword, while the servant who followed him was even
worse dressed than his master.

“Where is Kate? Where is my lovely bride?” he asked, when he
had jumped off his horse. Baptista answered him coldly, and asked
him at once to go and change his clothes.3

“Go to my room and I will lend you some clothes,” said one of the
guests.

But Petruchio refused to be married in any clothes but the old
suit he wore.

“Kate is going to marry me, not my clothes,” said he.
And so, finding it useless to reason with him, they went to the

church. There he behaved like a madman. When the priest asked
him if he would have Katharina for his wife, he swore so loudly that
the priest, in horror, dropped his book.

1 whether you will or not xohcui th uboro hh Hi — xonemb Tbi ototo min hct
2 Venice ['vems] BeHcubi — Benemia
3 change his clothes nepeoasmics — nepeoacTbca
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All the time they were being married, he was so rough and rude,
that Katharina, who had never before feared any one, trembled and
shook for fear.1 When every one was ready to sit down to the mar­
riage feast, Petruchio said it was impossible for him and his bride to
stay.

“If you love me, stay,” said Katharina.
But Petruchio’s only answer was to call to his groom to bring

round the horses. Then Katharina flew into one of the rages1 2 that
every one knew so well.

“Go, then!” she cried. “The door is open. I will not go to-day, nor
to-morrow, nor till I please myself.”3 4

“0 Kate, be not angry,” said Petruchio.
“I will be angry.” said angry Katharina. “You shall stay as long

as I want. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner!”
“They shall go forward, Kate, at your command,” said Petruchio.

“Go, feast as my wife tells you. But as for my Kate, she must go with
me. I will be master of what is my own.”

Before there was time for Katharina to realize what was happen­
ing, she was riding with her husband to his country house.

The horses they rode were old, and feeble, and the roads by which
Petruchio brought home his bride were the worst he could choose.
Coining down a muddy hill, Katharina’s horse fell in the mire. Petru­
chio did not try to help her up, but dashed at the groom and beat
him because he said it was his fault that the horse had fallen. Katha­
rina picked herself up and passed through the mud to try to pull
him away from the groom. But at that Petruchio only raged the
more, and while Petruchio shouted and Katharina protested, and the
groom cried for mercy' all three horses ran away. At last the horses
were caught, and Katharina, tired and muddy, reached her new home.

When the servants came to greet them, Petruchio raged and
stormed at them all, till Katharina begged him to be more gentle
with them. When supper was brought, Petruchio found fault with
every dish. Some were burned, he said, and some badly dressed,5 and 

1 for fear [fia] 3i crpaxy — ot crpaxa
2 Katharina flew into one of the rages y KaTapmm posnonaBca Hanan ruiny —

Ha Karapuuy Hanan npiicryn apocm
’ till I please myself noKn caxia ne 3axony — noKa ne saxony caMa
4 cried for mercy ['ms:si] SnaraB noiuann — npocim nomaati
5 badly dressed norai-io npnnpaBJieHnii — rmoxo npnnpaBJieimbiii
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not fit to eat. And when hungry Katharina said that it would do
very well1 he would not give her any of it, and threw it on the floor.

Tired and supperless, Katharina went to bed, but there she found
no rest. Petruchio found as much fault with the bed as he had
found with the supper. He threw about1 2 the pillows and bedclothes,
till at last she was forced to sit on a chair and try to sleep. But
Petruchio’s loud and angry voice as he scolded the servants for
making his bride’s bed so badly, kept her awake3 all night.

Next day Petruchio behaved in the same way, speaking with the
greatest kindness to his wife, yet making everything as uncom­
fortable for her as he could. So hungry was she that she begged a
servant to bring her some food, but he told her that he dared bring
her nothing without his master’s orders.

“Did he marry me to starve me?” she asked angrily. “When beg­
gars come to my father’s door they receive food. But I, who never
knew how to beg, am starved for meat, and giddy for lack of sleep,
and he pretends that he does it all out of love for me.”

Just then Petruchio came in, carrying a dish with some meat in it.
“How is my sweet Kate?” he asked. “See how I love you. I myself

have cooked some food for you.”
Katharina made no answer.
“No thanks?” said Petruchio. “What, not a word? Then you do

not like it.” With that he ordered the servant to take the dish away.
“I beg you, let it stand,” said Katharina.
“The poorest service is repaid with thanks and so shall mine

before you touch the meat,” said Petruchio.
“I thank you, sir,” said Kate. Hunger made her meek.
Petruchio then allowed her to have a little of the meal. Before

Katharina had half satisfied her hunger, he told a servant to remove
the dish. “What, haven’t you dined?” he asked, as if in surprise.

He then ordered a tailor and a milliner to come in with the things
he had ordered for her. The milliner showed her a very fine cap.

“Fie! what a cap!” said Petruchio. “It is a baby’s cap. Come, let us
have a bigger one.”

1 that it would do very well mo bcc huikom rom-tTbca — mto Bee Brio/me
rOflHTCfl

2 He threw about Bin po3KHnaB — Oh paaBpocan
3 kept her awake [a'weik] He aaBaB in aacHyra — He aaBan eh aacHyrb

44



“I do not want a bigger one!” cried Katharina. “This one is the
fashion,1 and gentlewomen wear such caps as these.”

“When you are gentle, you shall have one too, and not till then,”
said her husband.

Then Katharina lost her temper.20 “Why, sir, I think I may speak,
and speak I will!” she said. “I am no child, no baby. And if you
cannot hear me say my mind1 2 3 you had better stop your ears.”4

“It is quite true what you say,” said Petruchio. “It is an ugly cap,
I love you because you do not like it.”

“Love me, or love me not,”5 said Katharina, “I like the cap, and I
will have it, or I will have none.”

“Your gown?” said Petruchio, pretending to misunderstand.
“Why, yes. Come,6 tailor, let us see it. 0 what stuff is here! What’s
this? — a sleeve? It is like a little cannon.”

The tailor answered: “You told me to make it smartly and well,
and according to the fashion and the time.”

“I never saw a better made gown,” said Katharina, “in every way
I admire it.”

But Petruchio ordered the milliner and tailor to go away, for he
would take none of what they had brought. Privately he told his
servants to keep the things that his wife had admired, and to pay
the tradesmen, but to Katharina he said: “Come, my Kate, we will go
to your father’s even in the poor clothes we now wear.”

Then he ordered the horses to be brought, saying that as it was
about seven o’clock they would reach Baptista’s house in time for
dinner. Now, instead of being seven in the morning when he spoke
it was about two in the afternoon, and Katharina quite gently told
him this.

“It will be supper-time before you get there,” said she.
“It shall be seven before I go,” said he. “I shall not go to-day.

And look, Kate, when I go, it shall be what hour I say it is.”

1 This one is the fashion [ 'fasjn] Qua 3apa3 y MOfli — Bot ora cetinac b mozic
2 lost her temper BTparana caMOBJianamm — Bbinuia H3 ce6s
3 say my mind [maind] BucjiOBMTUca — BbicKaaaibca
4 you had better stop your ears bsm 6m Kpame 3aTKHyrn Byxa — BaM 6bi

nyHine 3aTKHyn» yuin
5 or love me not = or do not love me
6 Come ... mym Hy... 3d. Hy...
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When next day came, so well had Katharina learned her lesson,
that she allowed Petruchio to say what he pleased about the hour
when they set out.

On the way the sun shone brightly, and Petruchio said, to try her:
“How bright the moon shines,”

“The moon!” said Katharina. “The sun; it is not moonlight now.”
“I say it is the moon that shines so bright,” repeated Petruchio.
“I know it is the sun that shines so bright,” insisted Katharina.
“Now,” said Petruchio, “it shall be moon, or star, or what I please

before I go to your father’s house.”
And he wanted to turn the horses and go home again, but Katha­

rina said: “Let us go forward, I pray, since we have come so far, and
it shall be the moon, or star, or sun, or whatever you please,1 and if
you call it a candle, it shall be so for me.”

“I say, then, it is the moon,” said Petruchio.
“I know it is the moon,” said Katharina.
“Then, you lie. It is the sun,” said Petruchio.
“Then it is the sun,” said Katharina; “but the sun it is not, when

you say it is not. You may call it any name you like, it shall be so for
Katharina.”

So they rode on in peace. Presently they met an old gentleman,
and to try Katharina’s new obedience to him, Petruchio said: “Good
morning, gentle lady.” Then to Katharina he said, “Tell me truly,
sweet Kate, did you ever see a fairer woman?”

He then praised the old gentleman’s lovely complexion, and said
his eyes were like stars.

“Fair and sweet young maid, where are you going?” said Kate,
playing the game as well as Petruchio had done. “Happy the par­
ents of so fair a child!”

“Why, now, Kate,” said Petruchio sharply, “I hope you are not
mad. This is a man and not a maiden as you say he is.”

“Pardon, old father,” said Kate, “my eyes have been so dazzled
with the sun that everything I look on seems green. Pardon, I pray
you, for my mad mistake.”

The old gentleman then went on with them, and when he told
them his name, they made him very happy by telling him that his
son was going to marry Katharina’s lovely sister Bianca, who was 

1 whatever you please bcc, mo th aaSaxaem — Bee, uto tbi noxejiaeuib
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as gentle and as wise as she was wealthy. When Katharina was
married, Baptista had consented to Bianca’s marriage with one of
her many suitors, and when Katharina and Petruchio and the old
gentleman arrived, the wedding was going on.

As they all sat at table, there were not only Bianca and her
bridegroom, and Katharina and Petruchio present, but yet anoth­
er newly-wedded pair1, and as the feast went on the two other
brides and bridegrooms began to make jokes about Katharina the
Shrew. Katharina answered them very good-naturedly, and Petru­
chio backed her up in all she said. But when the ladies had left
the room, the men, who stayed behind, went on to laugh at Petru­
chio because of his wild-cat wife. Even old Baptista said to him
sadly, “Indeed I think, son Petruchio, that you have the shrewest
of all.”

“Well, I say ‘no’,” said Petruchio, “and as a proof, let us each one
send for his wife, and he whose wife is most obedient to come when
he sends for her, shall win the bet1 2 which I shall propose.”

To this the other two husbands, sure of the obedience of their
wives, gladly agreed, and a bet of a hundred crowns was agreed on.

Bianca’s husband first sent a servant to ask Bianca to come, but
the servant returned without her.

“My mistress sends you word3 4 that she is busy and cannot come,”
said he.

“What? She is busy and she cannot come? Is that an answer?”
laughed Petruchio.

But they laughed at Petruchio, and told him it would be well for
him if his wife did not send him a worse answer.

Then it was the other bridegroom’s turn. He said to his servant,
“Go and ask my wife to come to me.”

“Oh, ho! ask her!” laughed Petruchio. “Then she has to come.”
“I am afraid, sir,” said the first bridegroom, “your wife will not

come.”
Agaiixthe servant returned alone.
“Where is my wife?” asked the second husband.

1 newly-wedded pair [pea] Monoaoxomi — Mononoxciibi
2 shall win the bet Biirpae riapi — BbiurpaeT napn
3 sends you a word npocuTb nepcKaaani bum — npocnr nepenarb (cKasaTb)

Basi
4 ho [hav] reft! — ait!
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“She says,” said the servant, “she will not come. She asks you to
come to her.”

“Worse and worse, she will not come!” laughed Petruchio. To his
servant he said, “Go to your mistress. Say I command her to come to
me.”

“I know her answer,” said the husband whose wife had just re­
fused to come.

“What?” asked Petruchio.
“She will not come,” said he.
But even as he was speaking, Katharina’s father gave a great

exclamation. “Here comes Katharina,” he cried.
And Katharina, going gently and graciously up to her husband,

asked of him, “What is your will, sir, that you send for me?”
“Where is your sister and the other bride?” asked Petruchio.
“They are sitting and talking by the parlour fire,” said Katha­

rina.
“Go, fetch them here,” said Petruchio.
“Here is a wonder!” cried Bianca’s husband as Katharina went

away, “if you talk of wonders.”
“And so it is,” said the other man.
“You have won the bet, good Petruchio,” said Baptista, “and I

will add to the crowns that you have won, twenty thousand crowns,
another dowry to another daughter, for this is another daughter
that you have given to me.”

“Nay, I will win my bet better yet,” said Petruchio, “and show
you better still her new goodness and obedience.”

When Katharina entered, bringing the others, Petruchio said to
her: “Katharina, that cap of yours does not become you.1 Throw it
underfoot.”

At once Katharina took off the cap and threw it down.
“May I never be brought to such a silly pass!”1 2 cried the other

bride.
And Bianca said, “What kind of a foolish duty do you call this?”
“I wish your duty were as foolish too,” said her husband. “The

wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca, has cost me a hundred crowns.”

1 does not become you He jimhhtb ro6i — He uaer rc6e
2 a silly pass aypne craHOBiime — rnynoe nojioxenne
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“Katharina,” said Petruchio, “tell those women what duty they
owe their husbands.”

And to the amazement of those who listened, Katharina talked to
the other brides so gently of the duties of a wife, that, when she had
finished, Petruchio proudly and fondly kissed her.

“What a good girl you are!” said he.
“He has tamed a shrew,” whispered the others.
But Katharina the Shrew was seen no more, for there was no

gentler, kinder, happier, or more dutiful wife in all Italy than the one
that happy Petruchio called his own sweet Kate.

Find the following information in the text:

1. Baptista’s plan by which to get a husband for his elder
daughter.

2. «Wild cat Katharina»
3. Petruchio’s and his character.
4. Katharina’s music lesson.
5. Petruchio’s plans for making acquaintance with Kathari­

na.
6. The strangest courtship that ever was.
7. The wedding-day.
8. On the way to Petruchio’s country house.
9. The first night in the country house.

10. Petruchio is taming Katharina in her new home.
11. On the way to Baptista’s house.
12. Katharina’s behaviour at the wedding feast.

Answer the following questions:

1. Why didn’t Bianca’s suitors marry her?
2. How did Petruchio know about Katharina?
3. Did Petruchio get Baptista’s leave to marry his elder

daughter?
4. What did Petruchio tell Katharina when he first saw

her?
5. In which way was Petruchio going to tame Katharina?

4 - 9272
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6. Why did Petruchio refuse to change his old suit he wore
for a new one?

7. How did Petruchio behave in the church?
8. What did Petruchio do when every one was ready to sit

down to the marriage feast?
9. Did Katharina agree to leave her father’s house at once?

10. In which way did Petruchio behave when the newly-weds
arrived at Petruchio’s country house?

11. Who was the old gentleman they met on the way to
Baptista’s house?

12. How many newly-wedded pairs were there at the wedding
table?

13. What plan did Petruchio make up to prove that his wife
was the most obedient of all?

14. What bet was agreed on?
15. Did Bianca and other brides obey their husbands’ orders?
16. What did Katharina’s father decide to do when he saw

that Petruchio won the bet?
17. Why did Petruchio make up his mind to tame Katharina

the Shrew?
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