KATED
by Sue Glasgow

Lucentio: Mistress, what's your opinion of your sister?
Bianca: That, being mad herself, she's madly mated.
Grumio: I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated-- William Shakespeare The Taming of the Shrew. Act III, Scene II

"Catherine?"
"Yes, Kevin?" Catherine looked up from the Shakespeare volume she held in her lap, and glanced
across Vincent's desk toward the faces of the restless children. When she had volunteered to
substitute for Vincent in his class on Shakespearean comedies, she had expected it to be fun.
Vincent had suggested she begin with 'The Tempest,' and Catherine had agreed with his selection.
But for some reason, the lessons were not going well. This was the third time she had met the class,
and they had accomplished little. The reading was going slowly, and the interest level was low.
Catherine wondered if, perhaps, the problem was not with the play, but with the teacher. Her mind
wandered back over the past week. Vincent had been gone for five days, and Catherine was finding
that her ability to concentrate had left with him. He had been absent on these extended projects
before; she could not understand why this separation was so much more difficult.
No, she thought to herself, that's not entirely true.'Something had been very different this time. Five
days ago, she had stood here in this Chamber with Father and several of the children, watching
Vincent pack. As he had said his last goodbyes, Vincent had bent toward her tenderly, and she had
seen a remarkable change in his eyes. She had known... she had been absolutely certain... that this
parting was going to be sealed with more than a hug and a lingering embrace. He was going to kiss
her.
Of course, he had kissed her before. Hesitant kisses, shyly bestowed in quiet moments. But never
once had he kissed her boldly, claiming the right to her kisses while friends and family looked on. This
time, the great maned head had bent toward her as his eyes gazed at her mouth. This time, there
would be no last-moment shift to the side; his lips were destined for hers.
But at the final instant, Kevin - this same adorable child who sat before her now - had pounced onto
Vincent's back from a nearby chair and had proclaimed loudly that he was going to go with Vincent on
his trip. The moment had been irretrievably lost, and Vincent had left her with a hug ... and a vacuum
which had made it impossible for her to think clearly.
"Catherine?"
The young woman sighed heavily. "Yes, Kevin? What is it?" Kevin had always been one of her
favorite tunnel children. Why did he suddenly annoy her so?
"This is dumb. The words are too big, and this old guy takes too long to say anything."
"Kevin, this 'old guy' is named Prospero, and his words are beautiful. We need these passages, so
we will understand what happens in the rest of the story."

Kevin sank deeper into his chair, and Catherine sighed again. Actually, she herself was finding the
play to be moving with agonizing slowness.
She turned to one of the older boys. "Patrick would you start reading at line 321 in scene two?"
The boy's voice droned on for several minutes. Two of the younger children were nodding sleepily,
and Catherine vowed to find a more exciting approach to Shakespeare.
She was almost ready to call an early end to the class, but she was interrupted when the pipes in the
Chamber vibrated with a rapid tapping. Several of the children gave their attention to the pipes, and
suddenly the coded message brought excitement to their eyes.
Catherine could not translate the tapping. However, she did recognize Vincent's name among the
longer phrases.
Kevin slapped his book closed and jumped to his feet as he said loudly. "All right!"
Catherine reached out and laid her hand on the boy's shoulder, pushing him back down into his seat.
She looked at a freckle-faced girl at her side.
"What is it saying, Jennifer?"
The chubby little girl looked up with dancing eyes. "It says Vincent is coming home."
Catherine's heart leaped. "When?"
"It says he is coming up the Serpentine, and he wants to know if you are here." The child grinned
widely. "I think Vincent likes you. I bet he already knows you're here."
A heady joy flooded Catherine. He was coming home. The Serpentine. It would take Vincent about
twenty-five minutes to come home from the Serpentine. If she hurried, she had just enough time to
dismiss the children, and maybe she could even go meet him. But then her glance fell upon the
young faces before her. They had been totally bored with her lesson. Kevin was poised to run, and
she had given them absolutely nothing in this class.
A jolt of 'Chandler stubbornness' shot through her. She was not going to let Vincent hear that she had
failed to teach his class successfully. Somehow, she was going to salvage this situation... but she had
to admit it was too late as far as 'The Tempest' was concerned. Flipping through the volume in her
hands, she hunted for a fresh start, something she could relate to easily. The book fell open to 'The
Taming of the Shrew.' Okay, good. That has been her favorite play in junior high school. She had
understudied Katherine, but the drama class had been short on boys, and she had wound up playing
the part of Grumio. Instead of being the leading lady, she had been the hero's sidekick. At first her
adolescent pride had suffered. But she had delivered some funny lines and her father had assured
her that she had stolen the show.
"Okay, everybody. I want you each to find a copy of 'The Taming of the Shrew'."
"Aw, Catherine!" Kevin and two other boys looked offended. "Vincent's coming. Aren't you going to let
us go meet him?"
She passed well-used Shakespearean collections to those who did not have copies of the play.
"Nope. I want you to stay right where you are and pay attention. You are Vincent's class, and we are
going to make him proud of us." She put a book into Kevin's hand. "Kevin, you are Petruchio. Mary
Beth, you're Kate."
The boy scowled and leafed reluctantly through the pages as Catherine set the scene. She explained
the play's first passages, deciding that her restless audience needed to get right to 'The good part,' as
she had called it in junior high. Turning the pages, seeking a scene which would quickly capture
attention, she chose the moment when Petruchio and Katherine met for the first time.
"Act Two, Scene One. Right here, Kevin." Catherine found the place in the boy's book.

With a lack of enthusiasm, the young Petruchio began to read. To his surprise, the words were easy.
He read through the games Petruchio played with Katherine's name, and then, to Kevin's delight, he
found that the characters were in a battle of name-calling and insults. Father would never permit such
verbal mud-slinging in the tunnels, and it was wondrous fun to be assigned such forbidden fruit.
Mary Beth rose to the bait and played her part with spirit. Finally, the action escalated to the point in
which Katherine took a swing at her suitor, and Petruchio shouted as he ducked, "I swear I'll cuff you
if you strike again."
Kate answered, "So may you lose your arms!"
Kevin gave a gleeful howl, and the young players threw their scripts aside, collapsing into a giggling
wrestling match, which was definitely not the image Catherine had planned for Vincent's
homecoming. Five minutes later, Catherine had re-established control. She glanced at her watch,
knowing that Vincent could arrive at any moment. She turned forward in her script, seeking something
more suitable for her young thespians.
And then, there is was. The last moments of Act Five, Scene One. Those lines promised Catherine
an opportunity too golden to deny. The vacuum which had plagued her for the last five days now
suddenly swelled and filled itself with the richness of the printed words. Maybe Kevin's orneriness had
affected her; maybe Kate had put her stamp upon Catherine; maybe Catherine had just waited too
long and too patiently.
Whatever the reason, Catherine grinned impishly and said, "Turn to Act Five, Scene One. Just before
scene two."
Pages settled, and on perfect cue, Catherine felt Vincent's presence in the outer tunnel.
Her voice lifted lightly as she pretended he was not just moments away. "Thank you, Kevin and Mary
Beth. I am sure Mr. Shakespeare would have been delighted with your interpretation of that last
scene. Now if all of you will turn to the new scene I just assigned...."
A huge dark form filled the doorway to the chamber, and Catherine felt a marvelous tingle go down
her back. Her breath caught at the sheer beauty of him, and with great willpower, she forced her eyes
back to the page in her lap.
"Hello, Vincent." She refused to look up again.
Blinking in expextancy, Vincent remained in the entrance, gazing at the woman who was his life.
"Catherine?"
She was practically ignoring him. Vincent glanced around the chamber, acknowledging the children,
and letting disappointment deepen the line between his brows. Of course, this was a class... but
nonetheless he 'had' been gone for five days. And Catherine always greeted him warmly, jumping to
her feet and embracing him tightly, no matter who was witness to the reunion.
"Catherine, I'm home." He stated the obvious.
An absolutely wicked laugh erupted deep in Catherine's throat, and she bit hard at her bottom lip,
forcing the laugh back down into silence.
When she was certain she could talk, she answered, "Vincent, I'm glad you're back."
Extending his arms, Vincent smiled eagerly, expecting her to respond with the embrace he had
anticipated during the long journey.
Her beloved voice came again. "You're just in time."
"In time?" Vincent was beginning to wonder if something very important had escaped him. He
lowered his shoulder pack to the floor.
Catherine stood and came to him. His arms waited for her, and he sighed in relief.

"Here," she shoved a book into his left hand, making certain the correct page was not lost.
"What is this?" he blinked again.
Smiling sweetly, Catherine tilted her head, holding his gaze with her own eyes. "Shakespeare,
Vincent. I was about to demonstrate a scene... and the children do love to watch you perform. Would
you help me, please?"
"Of course, Catherine," he said in bewilderment. "You know I will."
"Good."She stepped back in total victory. The trap was set, and the quarry had taken the bait
perfectly.
Vincent fingered the book while he watched Catherine's hair glisten in the lamplight of the chamber.
"What part would you like me to play?"
Catherine answered him with a victorious grin. "Petruchio."
The wonderful blue eyes widened and then darted to the pages in his hand. "Petruchio!" his voice had
taken on a strange wheeze.
"That's right, and I'm Kate." Catherine stepped closer to him and let her arm brush lightly against his
sleeve.
"This is 'The Taming of the Shrew'?" he stated the obvious again.
"That's right."
"But I thought you were doing 'The Tempest'."
Catherine turned her face from him, her eyes sweeping over the children while she smiled innocently.
"Oh, we finished 'The Tempest.' Isn't that right, children?"
Every young head nodded eagerly in agreement.
Vincent narrowed his eyes in suspicion. "You have met this class three times?"
The young woman nodded again. "Kevin and Mary Beth just gave a wonderful performance, and now
it's the adults' turn. Here," she pointed to a line on the page in his book. "We'll start right here."
In an instant, Vincent recognized the trap. His startled eyes widened, then narrowed, and his breath
caught in his throat.
Shaking his head in denial, he rasped softly. "Catherine."
Totally ignoring his response, Catherine smiled brightly and spoke to her class. "In this scene
Petruchio and Katherine have just returned to her home in Padua after honeymooning at Petruchio's
country home. They are standing in a public street."
Her green eyes looked innocently up into Vincent's as she assumed her role. With a honey-sweet
voice she leaned against her beloved's broad chest and murmured, "Husband." Catherine's pulse
accelerated as she lingered over the magnitude of that single word.
Ignoring her script, she looked up into his face, not wanting to miss a single hint of the thoughts
hidden behind those sapphire eyes. Never had Catherine been so glad to have studied Shakespeare.
This dialogue was in her memory, and she carried her book only as a prop, leaving her eyes free to
watch her Petruchio dig himself deeper into her scheme.
Vincent shook his head, staring at the page in near-panic. "Catherine ..."
"Kate, Vincent." She was going to enjoy this. "Kate," she paused patiently. "I'll start again."
She cleared her throat and let her hand trace down his right sleeve, stroking his fingers across his
hand. "Husband, let's follow, to see the end of this ado."

Vincent felt a tremor pass through him as her touch warmed his skin. He glanced around the chamber
and whispered hoarsely, "Catherine.... the children."
She answered him with a whisper of her own. "Exactly, Vincent. The children. Kevin and Mary Beth
just played their scene. How can I expect them to cooperate if you won't?"
She continued more loudly. "Husband, let's follow, to see the end of this ado."
Vincent sighed audibly.
Kevin could remain silent no longer. "Vincent, she's gonna keep saying that same dumb line until you
answer her."
Glancing at the boy irritably, Vincent sighed again and looked down at the page as if he did not
already know the line which he must say. Feeling the words trickle across his shyness, he read them
silently, barely admitting to himself their double meaning in his life. His hand flexed tensely under
Catherine's touch as her fingernails played across the top of his right hand.
"Vincent?" Catherine was still smiling.
With a great breath, Vincent threw his head back and tried to ignore the fragrance of the shining
brown hair that was only inches from his chin.
The sweet feminine voice persisted. "Husband, let's follow...." And the entire class of young voices
joined Catherine's in almost perfect unison, "....to see the end of this ado."
"First, kiss me Kate, and we will." Vincent gasped the words, admitting his entrapment and wondering
when his Catherine and Shakespeare's Katherine had formed this perverse sisterhood.
In the delight of victory, Catherine Chandler answered him coyly. "What, in the midst of the street?"
she moved her touch from the back of his hand and traced the soft pad at the base of his thumb.
Vincent held his breath, still trying to grasp a shred of control over the situation, while her hidden
touch was subtly sending chaotic messages up his arm and down his spine. Catherine seemed to be
enjoying herself tremendously. Finding no escape, he swallowed hard, vowing to keep his dignity
intact.
Some hidden voice in the back of his mind said, 'The play's the thing,' and he seized the next line.
"What, art thou ashamed of me?"
Sensing total victory within her grasp, Catherine replied. "No, sir. God forbid, but ashamed to kiss."
Her plan was succeeding beyond her finest expectations. His fingers had closed tightly around her
hand, revealing the trembling tension which was rippling through him. He looked down at her,
watching the green light in her eyes tease and sparkle in the chamber's glow. He rasped his answer.
"Why, then, let's home again. Come, sirrah, let's away."
Remembering that this was a play, and that an actor required choreography, he pulled her gently
toward the threshold behind him. Did he dare to hope she would leave with him and complete this
moment outside, beyond the young eyes which were watching with such fascination?
Standing her ground firmly, Catherine claimed her prize. "Nay, I will give thee a kiss."
Stretching herself to her full height, she dropped her book and brought her free arm around his neck,
pulling his head closer to her uplifted face. And hesitating only long enough to allow him to see the
thrill of victory in her eyes, she kissed him fully upon his mouth.
She held him there, savoring the softness of his lower lip, taking delight in the prickly roughness of his
beard, and wondering again at the overpowering sensuality of him, until the sounds of young voices
reminded her that this was, after all, a classroom. And young minds found some things more easily
learned than others.

Pulling back from him reluctantly, she looked up through heavy lashes and implored him in a voice
which almost eluded her. "Now pray thee, love, stay."
She stepped away from him, watching his emotions play across the improbable features of his face.
Abruptly, she realized she was not breathing, and her body gave a disturbing shudder as she
struggled to calm herself.
Then suddenly, Vincent's eyes glimmered with an inner light that was totally foreign to Catherine.
When his voice came, it was barely his own as he asked in slow, measured tones. "Is the lesson
over, Catherine?"
She nodded breathlessly, not trusting herself to speak again. Vincent spoke quietly. "In that case...."
he took his eyes from hers and turned his gaze on the children. "....this class is dismissed. You may
go."
Nobody moved. The class, which only minutes ago had been restlessly eager to adjourn, was now
riveted in place.
Vincent's voice deepened with authority. "Are there any questions?" Something in his tone convinced
the students that Vincent was not expecting a verbal reply. In a great rush, the children fled past their
instructors, leaving only Kevin in their wake. For an instant, the boy seemed to have something to
say, but a very low, almost inaudible growl in Vincent's throat sent the boy scurrying after his
classmates.
The chamber was emptied, and Catherine stared mutely at the formidable being who stood between
her and the entrance. Vincent's eyes had not lost their foreign glitter, and he was looking at her now
with an expression which she could not identify.
He still held the script in his left hand, and slowly, without taking his eyes from hers, he stepped to his
desk and laid the book down. Catherine shuddered again, her mind flooded with uneasy memories of
various performances in which Katherine had taken a rather sound thrashing from Petruchio. Surely,
Vincent was too much of a gentleman. He would never... his huge body moved slowly towards her,
and with a croaking little gasp Catherine took one step back, wondering what had happened to her
victory and what kind of beast she had released.
And then he loomed before her, his arms sliding around her waist, pulling her tightly against his
massive chest, the firmness of his embrace leaving her barely enough room to breathe.
Gazing down at his captive, he smiled masterfully. His voice enveloped her even more powerfully
than his arms. "Why, there's a wench!" Suddenly Catherine grasped the full meaning of that look in
his eyes as he rumbled, "Come on, and kiss me, Kate!"

END

