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fed with the fame food, hurt with the fame weapons, {ubjec to the
fame difeafes, heal’d by the fame means, warm’d and cool’d by the
fame fummer and winter as a chriftian is? if you prick us, do we
not bleed? if you tickle us, do we not laugh? if you poifon us, do
we not die? and if you wrong us, fhall we not revenge? if we
are like you in the reft, we will refemble you in that. If a Few
wrong a chriftian, what is his humility ? revenge. If a chriftian
wrong a Few, what fhould his {ufferance be by chriftian example?
why, revenge. The villany you teach me I will execute, and it
fhall go hard but I will better the inftruction.

Enter a Servant from Anthonio.

Ser. Gentlemen, my mafter Anzhonio is at his houfe, and defires

to {peak with you both.
'al. We have been up and down to feek him.

Enter Tubal.

Sola. Here comes another of the tribe; a third cannot be match’d,
unlefs the devil himfelf turn Few. [ Exeunt Sala. and Solar.

Shy. How now, Zwbal, what news from Genoua ? haft thou
found my daughter ?

Tub. 1 often came where I did hear of her, but cannot find her.

Shy. Why there, there, there, there! a diamond gone coft me
two thoufand ducats in Frankforz ! the curfe never fell upon our
nation till now, I never felt it till now ; two thoufand ducats in
that; and other precious, precious jewels! I would, my daughter
were dead at my foot, and the jewels in her ear! O, would fhe
were hers’d at my foot, and the ducats in her coffin! No news of
them ? why, fo! and I know not what fpent in the {fearch! why
then lofs upon lofs ; the thief gone with fo much ; and fo much
to find the thief; and no fatisfa&tion, no revenge, nor no ill
luck ftirring, but what lights o’ my fhoulders, no fighs but o’my
breathing, no tears but o’ my {hedding.

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too; Authonio, as I heard
in Genoua —

Shy. What, what? ill luck, ill luck ?
Tub.



