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DRAMATIS PERSON A&

TIMON, a noble Athenian.
Lucius,
Lucuntus,
APEMANTUS, @ churlifb Philofopher.
SEMPRONIUS, another flattering Lord.
Avrcisiapgs, an Athenian General.
Fravius, Steward zo Timon.
Framinius,

Lucirius, p Timon's Servants.
SERVILIUS,
Carnis, ;
VaRrRo,
Purroras,
Trtus, b feveral Servants to Ufurers.
Lucius,
HorTENsIUS,
Isipore, J
VenTipius, one of Timon’s falfe Friends.
Curip, and Mafkers.

PrryNIa, } Miftreffes to AvciBiaDEs,

TIMANDRA,

} 7200 ﬁm’.‘.!.‘e?.?"i?.:g‘ Lords,

Thieves, Senators, Poet, Painter, Feweller, Mercer, and Merchant;
with divers Servants and Attendants.

8CENE Athens, and the Woods not far from it,

The hint of part of this play taken Jfrom Lucian’s D:'afﬂg:;e
of Timon.

TIMON



TIMON or ATHE NS.

ACE-LEwSCENE 1.
A Hall in Timon’s Houfe.

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and Mercer,
at feveral doors.

PocerT.
00D day, fir.
Pain, 1 am glad ye are well.
Poet. 1 have not feen you long; how goes the world ?
Pain. It wears, fir, as it grows.
Poet. Ay, that’s well known:
But what particular rarity ? what {o ftrange,
Which manifold record not matches? See,
Magick of bounty | all thefe {pirits thy power

Hath conjur’d to attend. I know the merchant.
Pain. 1 know them both ; th’other’s a jeweller.
Mer. O, ’tis a worthy lord |
Few. Nay, that’s moft fix'd.
Mer. A moft incomparable man; breath'd, as it were,
To an untirable and continuate goodnefs.
Few. 1 have a jewel here.
Mer, O, pray, let’s fee’t.
For the lord Timon, fir?
Few. If he will touch the eftimate: but for that —
Poet. When we for recompence bave prais’ d the vile,
Ir flains the glory in thar happy verfe
Which aptly fings the good. [repeating to himfelf.

A 3 Mer.




6 TIMON OF ATHENS.

Mer. "Tis a good form, [ looking on the Jewel.
Jew. And rich: here is a water, look ye,
Pain. You're rapt, fir, in fome work, fome dedication
‘To the great lord,
Pocr. A thing flip’d idly from me.
Our poefy is as a gum, which iffues
From whence ’tis nourifhed., The fire 1’th’fint
Shows not, till it be ftruck : our gentle flame
Provokes itfelf, and, like the current, flies
Each bound it chafes, What have you there ?
Pain. A pi&ure, fir. — And when comes your book forth ?
Poet. Upon the heels of my prefentment, fir.
Let’s {ee your piece.
Pain. "Tis a good piece.
Poet. So ’tis:
This comes off well and excellent.
Pain, Indiff’rent.
Poct. Admirable] how this grace
Speaks his own ftanding ! what a mental power
This eye thoots forth| how big imagination
Moves in this lip! to th’ dumbnefs of the gefture
One might Interpret.
Pain, Itisa pretty mocking of the life :
Here is a touch —is’t good ?
Poer. Tl fay of it,
It tutors nature ; artificial firife
Lives in thefe touches, livelier than life.

Enter certain S, EHaL oS,

Pain. How this lord is followed

Poet. The fenators of Athens ! happy man |

Pain. Look, more!

Poet. You fee this confluence, this great flood of vifiters.
I have, in this rough work, {hap’d out a man
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug

With ampleft entertatnment, My free drift
Halts




TIMON OF ATHENS. -

Halts not particularly, but moves itfelf
In a wide {ea of wax®: no levell’d malice
Infeéts one comma in the courfe I hold ;
It flies an eagle-flight, bold, and forth on,
Leaving no track behind.
Pain. How fhall I underftand you ?
Poer. I'll unbolt to you,
You fee, how all conditions, how all minds,
As well of glib and {lipp’ry natures, as
Of grave and auftere quality, tender down
Their fervice to lord Timen : his large fortune
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging,
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance
All forts of hearts; yea, from the glafs-fac'd flatterer
To Apemantus, that few things loves better
Than to make himfelf abhorr’'d ; ev’n he drops down
The knee before him, and returns in peace
Moft rich in Timon’s nod.

Pain. 1 {faw them fpeak together.

Poer. 1 have upon a high and pleafant hill
Feign'd fortune to be thron’d. The bafe o’th’ mount
Is rank’d with all deferts, all kind of natures,
That labour on the bofom of this {phere
To propagate their ftates: amongft them all,
Whofe eyes are on this fov'reign lady fix'd,

One do I perfonate of Témon’s frame,

Whom fortune with her iv'ry hand wafts to her;
Whofe prefent grace to prefent flaves and fervants
Tranflates his rivals.

Pain. ’Tis conceiv'd to th’ {cope :

This throne, this fortune, and this hill, methinks,
With one man beckon’d from the reft below
Bowing his head apainft the fteepy mount

To climb his happinefs, ‘would be well ex prefs'd
In our condition,

» /}-.-.-a'er.-r.-_';- they wrote upom waxen tables with an iren Syl

Poet.




8 TIMON OF ATHENS

Poet. Nay, but hear me on ;

All thofe which were his fellows but of late,
Some better than his value, on the moment
Follow his ftrides, his lobbies fill with tendance,
Rain {acrificial whifp'rings in his ear,

Make facred even his ftirrop, and through him
Drink the free air,

Pair. Ay, marry, what of thefe ?

Poet. When fortune in her thift and change of mood
Spurns down her late belov’d, all his dependants
Which labour’d after to the mountain’s top,

Ev'n on their knees and hands, let him {lip down,
Not one accompanying his declining foot.
Pain. "Tis common :
A thoufand moral paintings I can fhow,
That fhall demonftrate thefe quick blows of fortune
More pregnantly than words, Yet you do well
To thow lord Zimon, that men’s eyes have feen
The foot above the head,

SCENE IL

Trumpets found, Enter Timon .:za&fmj?::g Effyfﬁ?y courteoufly
2o every Suitor,

Ti. Imprifon’d is he, fay you ? [20 @ Meffenger.
Me/. Ay, my good lord; five talents is his debt,
His means moft fhort, his creditors moft ftrait -
Your honourable letter he defires
To thofe have fhut him up, which failing to him
Periods his comfort.
Tim. Noble Pentidius! well ;
I am not of that feather, to fhake off
My friend when he moft needs me. I know him
A gentleman that well deferves a help,
Which he thall have. TI’ll pay the debt, and free him,
Mef. Your lordfhip ever binds him,

:Z??)I .




TIMON OF ATHENS. 9

Tim. Commend me to him: T will fend his ranfome ;
And, being enfrancis’d, bid him come to me: —
"T'1s not cnnUgIl to I]L‘li] the feeble up,
But to {upport him after. — Fare you well.
ﬂ;fgf: All h;lpl]incfs to your honour | [:E.::fz‘.

Enter an old Athenian.

0. Ath. Lord Timon, hear me {peak.

Zint. Freely, good father.

0. Arh. Thou haft a fervant nam’d Lucilius.

Tim. 1 have {fo: what of him ¢

0. Ath. Moft noble Timon, call the man before thee.
Zim. Attends he here, or no ? — Lucilius |

Enter Lucilius.

Luc. Here, at your lordfhip’s fervice.

0. Ath. This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy creature
By night frequents my houfe. I am a man
That from my firft have been inclin’d to thrift ;
And my eftate deferves an heir more rais’d,
Than one which holds a trencher.

Tim. Well : what further ?

O. Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin elfe,
On whom I may confer what I have got :
The maid is fair, o'th’youngelt for a bride,
And I have bred her at my deareft coft
In qualities of the beft. This man of thine
Attempts her love: I pray thee, noble lord,
Join with me to forbid him her refort ;
Myfelf have {poke in vain.

Timi. The man is honeft.

0. Aeh. Therefore he will obey Timon :
His honefty rewards him in itfelf,
It muft not bear my daughter,

Tim. Does fhe love him ?

0. Arh. She is young, and apt:

Nozn.V, B Our




o TIMON OF . ATHENS.

Our own precedent paflions do mitru@ us,

What levity’s in youth. '
Zim. Love you the maid ?
Lue. Ay, my good lord, and fhe accepts of it.
0. Ath. If in her marriage my confent be mifling,

I call the gods to witnefs, 1 will choole

Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world,

And difpofiefs her all,

Tiz. How fhall fhe be endowed,

If fhe be mated with an equal hufband ?

O. Ath. Three talents, on the prefent; in future, all.
Tim. This gentleman of mine hath ferv'd me long ;

To build his fortune I will ftrain a little,

For 'tis 2 bond in men. Give him thy daughter :

What you beftow, in him I'll counterpoile,

And make him weigh with her.

0. Ath. -Moaft noble lord,

Pawn me to this your honour, the is his.

Tim. My hand to thee, mine honour on my promife.
Luc. Humbly I thank your lordfhip : never may

That ftate or fortune fall into my keeping,

Which is not own’d to youl [ Ex. Luc. and O. Ath.
Poes. Vouchfafe my labour, and long live your lordfhip |
Zim. 1 thank you; you fhall hear from me anon:

Go not away. — What have you there, my friend ?
Pain. A piece of painting, which I do befeech

Your lordfhip to accept.

Tim. Painting is welcome.

The painted is almoft the natural man;

For fince difthonour trafficks with man’s nature

He is but outfide: pencil’d figures are

Ev’n fuch as they give out. I like your work ;3

And you fhall find I like it: wait attendance

Till you hear further from me.

Pain. The gods preferve ye!
Tim. Well fare you, gentleman: give me your hand ;

We
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We muft needs dine together. — Sir, your jewel
Hath fuffer’d under praife.

Few. What, my lord ? difpraife ?

Tim. A mere fatiety of commendations.
If I fhould pay you for’t as 'tis extoll’d,
It would undo me quite,

Few. My lord, ’tis rated
As thofe which fell would give: but you well know,
Things of like value, differing in the owners,
Are by their mafters priz’d: believe’t, dear lord,
You mend the jewel by the wearing it.

Zim. Well mock’d.

Mer, No, my good lord; he fpeaks the common tongue,
Which all men {peak with him,

Zim. Look, who comes here.

SCENE  IIIL

Enter Apemantus.
Will you be chid ?
Few. We'll bear it with your lordfhip. -
Mer. He'll {pare none.
Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus!
Apent. Till 1 be gentle, ftay for thy good morrow ;
When I am Zimon's dog, and thefe knaves honeft.
Zim. Why doft thou call them knaves ? thou know'ft them not.
Apem. Are they not Artbenians €
Timn. Yes.
Apem. Then I repent not.
Jew. You know me, Apemantus?
Apem. Thou know'ft, I do; I call’d thee by thy name.
Zim. Thou art proud, Apemantus. :
A’jl!‘rcm. Of nntfling {o much, as that 1 am not like Trmgm.
Tim. Whither art going ?
Apem. To knock out an honelt Athenian’s brains.
Twm. That's a deed thou’lt die for.
B 2 ff{ﬁ’e‘.‘;‘.".




12 TIMON OF ATHENS.

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law.
Zim. How likeflt thm: this pu’:‘tuu, Apeinantus ?
Apenr. The better, for the innocence.

Zim. Wrought he not well that painted it ?

Apem. He wrought better that'made the painter; and yet he’s
but a hltI‘ﬂp picce of work.

Pain. Yare a dog.
Aperm. Th y mother’s of my generation : what's the, if I be a
dog ? ¥

Zim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus 2

Apemn. Noj I eat not lords.

Tim. It thou fhouldft, thou'dft anger ladies.

Apem. O, they eat lolds, {fo they come h:,r great bellies.

Tim.” That’s a lafcivious appn.hmf'ml

Apem. So thou apprehend’ft it: take it for thy labour.

T_;"m. How doft thou like this jewel, Apemantuse

Apem. Not {owell as plain-dealing, which will not coft 2 man
a doit.

Timz, What doft thou think ’tis worth ?

Apem, Not worth my thinking, — How now, poet ?

Poet. How now, -philofopher ?

Apfﬂf. Thou lieft.

Poet. Art thou not one 7

Apem. Yes.

Poer. Then 1 lie not.

Apem. Art not a poet !

Poiet. Yes.

Apem. Then thou lieft : look in thy laft work, where thou
haft feign’d him a worthy fellow.

Poet. That's not feign'd, he is fo.

Apem, Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for thy
labour : he that loves to be flattered is worthy o’th’ flatterer.
Heav’'ns, that 1 were a lord |

Tim. What wouldft do then, Apemantus?

Apem, Ev'n as Apemantys does now, hate a lord with my
heart,

Tin.




TIMON OF ATHENS. 13

Tim. What, thyfelf ?
Afpmh AYy.
Tim. Wherefore ?
Apem., That I had {fo hungry a wit to be a lord. —
Art thou not a merchant ?
Mer. Ay, Apemantus.
Apem. Trafhck confound thee, if the gods will not |
Mer. If trafhck do it, the gods do it.
Apem. Traffick’s thy god, and fo thy god confound thee!

T-.;'E:'."}’IPELF ﬁ:mff. Enter a fW@ﬂl‘ﬂgw'.

Tim. What trumpet’s that ?

Mer. *Tis Alcibiades, and fome twenty horfe,
All of companionthip.

Tim. Pray, entertain them; give them guide to us. —
You muft needs dine with me : — go not you hence,
Till I have thank’d you; and, when dinner’s done,
Show me this piece. — I'm joyful of your fights.

Enter Alcibiades with the reff.

Moft welcome, fir! [bowing and embracing.
Apem. So, fol —
Aches contra&, and ftarve your fupple joints'—
That there fhould be fmall love amongit thefe fweet knaves,
And all this courtefy! The ftrain of man’s bred out
Into baboon and monkey.
Ale. You have even {av’d my longing, and I feed
Moft hungerly on your fight,
Tim. Right welcome, fir:
Ere we do }'1:11'1:, we’ll thare a bounteous time
In different pleafures. Pray you, let us in. [ Exeunt.

8 GEEENgE =TIV
Manet Apemantus, Enter Lucius, and Lucullus.

Luc. What time o' day 1s't, Apemanius ?
Apem. Time to be honeft. Luc,
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Luc. Ay, that time ferves ftill.

Apem. The more accurfed thou that ftill omitt’(t it.
Lucul. Thou art going to lord Timon's feaft?

Apem. Ay, to fee meat fill knaves, and wine heat fools.
Lucwl, Fare thee well, fare thee well.

Apem. Thou art a fool to bid me farewel twice.

Lucul. Why, Apemantus ?

Apem. Thou fhouldft have kept one to thyfelf, forI mean to

give thee none.
Lue. Hang thyfelf,
Apem. No, 1 will do nothing at thy bidding : make thy
requefls to thy friend.
Lucul. Away, unpeaceable dog, or —TlI {purn thee hence.
Apem. 1willfly, like a dog, the heels o’th’afs. [ Exiz Apem.
Luc. He's oppofite to all humanity.
Come, fhall we in, and tafte lord Zimon’s beunty ?
He, f{ure, outgoes the very heart of kindnefs.
wcrel. He pours it out ; Plurus, the god of gold,
Is but his ftew’rd : no meed but he repays
Sevenfold above itfelf'; no gift to him,
But breeds the giver a return exceeding
All ufe of quittance.
Luc. The nobleft mind he carries,
That ever govern'd man,
Lucul. Long may he live in fortunes | :Shall we in ?
Luc. I'll keep you company. [ Exewnt,

5 G-E-NsEs=\,
Arother Room in Timon's Hou/fe.

Hautbays playing, lond Mufick. A great Banguet ferv’d in; and
then enter Timon, Lucius, Lucullus, Sempronius, and other
Athenian Senators, with Ventidius. Then comes, dropping after
all, Apemantus difcontentedly.

Ven. Moft honour'd Timon, it hath pleas’d the gods
To call my father’s age unto long peace, He
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He is gone happy, and has left me rich.
Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound
To your free heart, I do return thofe talents,
Doubled with [imuks and fervice, from whofe help
I deriv'd liberty.
Zim. O, by no means,
Honcft Pentidius : you miftake my love,
I gave it frecly ever ; and there’s none
Can truly fay, he gives, if he receives :
If our betters play at that game, we muft not dare
To imitate them. Faults that are rich, are fair.
Fen. A noble {pirit.
Tim. Nay, ceremony was but devis'd at firft,
To fet a glnla on faint deeds, thl’DW welcomes,
Recanting goodnefs, forry cre’tis fhown :
But where there is true friendthip, there needs none.
Pray, fit; more welcome are ye to my fortunes,
Than they to me. [2bey fit down,
Lue. We always have confefs'd it.
Apem. Ho, ho, confefs’d it? hang’d it, have you not?
Tim. O, Apemantus! you are welcome.
Apem. No
You (hall not make me welcome :
I come to have thee thruft me out of doors.
Zim. Fie, th’art a churl; ye have got a humour there
Does not become a man, 'tis much to blame: —
They fay, my lords, that, ira furer brevis ¢ff,
But yonder man is ever angry. — Go,
And let him have a table by himfelf;
For he does neither affect company,
Nor is he fit for it, indeed.
Apem. Let me flay at thy peril Timon
I come to obferve, I give thee warning on’t.
Zimz. I take no heed of thee 3 th’art an Arhenian,
Ther:fore welcome : I myfelf would have,
No power, pr'ythee, let my meat make thee filent.
ﬁﬁem.




16 TIMON OF CATHENS.

Apem. 1{corn thy meat, twould choke me: for I fhould
Ne'er flatter thee. — O you gods! what a number
Of men eat Timon, and he {fees it not /|
"T grieves me, to {ee fo many dip their meat
In one man’s blood ; and all the madnefs is,
He cheers them up too.
I wonder, men dare truft themfelves with men :
Methinks, they fhould invite them without knives ;
Good for their meat, and.fafer for their lives.
There’s much example for't; the fellow, that
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and pledges
The breath of him in a divided draught,
Is th’ readieft man to kill him: "t has been prov'd.
Were I a great man, I fthould fear to drink,
Left they Thould fpy my windpipe’s dangerous notes :
Great men fthould drink with harnefs on their throats.
Zim. My lord, in heart; and let the health go round.
|20 a lord who drinks to him.
Lucul. Let it flow this way, my good lord.
Apem. Flow this way !
A brave fellow ! he keeps his tides well, :
Thofe healths will make thee and tlw ftate look 1ll, Tismon.
Here's that which is too weak to be a finner,
Honeft water, which ne’er left man i’ the mire:
This and my food are equal; there’s no odds
Feafts are too proud to give thanks to the gods.

Apemantus’ Grace,
Immortal gods, I erave no pelf;
I pray for no man but myfelf:
Grant I may never prove [o fond,
To truff man on bis cath or bond;
Or a barlot for ber weeping,
Or a dog that feems a fleeping,
Or a keeper with my freedom,
Or my friends if I fhovld need em.
Amen, Amen. Oo fall te't :
Rich men fin, and I eat root. Much
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Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus!

Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart’s in the field now.

Ale. My heart is ever at your fervice, my lord.

Tim. You had rather be at a breakfalt of ememies, than a
dinner of friends.

Ale. So they were bleeding new, my lord, there’s no meat like
’em: I could with my friend at fuch a featt.

Apem.”Would all thefe flatterers were thine enemies then that
thou mightft kill 'em, and bid me to’em |

Lue. Might we but have the happinefs, my lord, that you wou Id
once ufe our hearts, whereby we might exprefls fome part of our
zeals, we fhould think ourfelves for ever perfect.

Tim. O, no doubt, my good friends, but the gods themfelves
have provided that 1 {hall have as much help from you: how had
you been my friends elfe ? why have you that character and title
from thoufands, did not you chiefly belong to my heart ? I have
told more of you to myfelf, than you can with modeity fpeak in
your own behalf: and thus far I confirm you. O you gods,
think I, what need we have any friends, if we {bould never have
need of ’em ? they would moft refemble fiweet inftruments hung
up in cafes, that keep their founds to themfelves. Why, Ihave
often wifh'd myfelf poorer, that I might come nearer to you. We
are born to do benefits, And what better or properer can we call
our own, than the riches of our friends? O, what a precious
comfort ’tis to have. fo many, like brothers, commanding one
another’s fortunes! o joy, €’en made a joy ere’t can be born |
Mine eyes cannot hold water, methinks: to forget their faults,
I drink to you.

Apem. Thou weepeft but to make them drink thee, T imon.

Lucul. Joy had the like conception in our eyes,
~ And at that inftant like a babe {prung up.

Apemn. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe a baftard.

3 Lord. 1 promife you, my lord, you mov'd me much,
Apem. Much | [ found tucket.
Tim. What means that trump ! how now ¢

Voui.IV. C Enter
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Enter a S grvant.

Ser. Pleafe you, my lord, there are certain ladies moft defirous
of admittance.

Timm. Ladies 7 what are their wills ?

Ser. There comes with them a forerunner, my lord, -which
bears that office to fignify their pleafures.

Tomm, 1 pray, let them be admitted.

S 6. EBNeE; VI
Enter Cupid, with a Mafk of Ladies.

Cup. Hail to the worthy Zimon, and to all
That of his bounties tafte | — The five beft {enfes
Acknowledge thee their patron, and do come
Freely to gratulate thy plenteous bofom :
Th’ ear, tafte, touch, {mell, pleas’d from thy table rife;
Thefe only now come but to feaft thine eyes.
Zizn. They're welcome all; let 'em have kind admittance.
Let mufick make their welcome.
Luc. You {ee, my lord, how amply you're belov’d.
Apem. Hoyday ! why, what a fweep of vanity
Comes this way | And they dance! they are mad women,
Like madnefs is the glory of this life,
As this pomp fhows to a little oil and root.
We make ourfelves fools, to difport ourfelves;
And {pend our flatteries, to drink thofe men,
Upon whofe age we void it up again,
With poifonous {pite and envy. Who lives, that’s not
Depraved, or depraves? who dies, that bears
Not one {purn to their graves of their friends’ gift ?
I thould fear, thofe that dance before me now
Would one day ftamp upon me: 't has been done;
Men fhut their doors againft a fetting fun.

The
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The Lords rife from table, with much adoring of Timon, each fingles
out a Lady, and all dance, men with women, a lofty firain or
two to the hautboys, and ceafe.

Tim. You have done our pleafures very much grace, fair ladies,
Set a fair fathion on our entertainment,
Which was not half fo beautiful and kind :
You've added worth unto’t, and lively luftre,
And entertain’d me with mine own device.
I am to thank you for it.
Luc. My lord, you take us even at the beft.
Apem. Faith, for the worft is filthy, and would not hold taking,
I doubt me.
Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet
Attends you: pleafe you to difpofe yourfelves.
All La. Moft thankfully, my lord. [ Exeunt.
Tim. Flavius, —
Flav. My lord ?
Tim. The little cafket bring me hither.
Flav. Yes, my lord. —
More jewels yet | There is no crofling him in’s humour, [afide.
Flfe I thould tell him, —well, — i faith, 1 fhould,
When all’s fpent, he'd be crofs’d then if he could.
"Tis pity bounty has not eyes behind,
That man might ne’er be wretched for his mind. [ Bxit,
Luc. Where be our men ?
Ser. Here, my lord, in readinefs.
Lucul. Our horfes.
Tim. O my good friends,
I have one word to ﬁl}' to you: — look, my lord,
I muft entreat you, honour me fo much
As to advance this jewel, accept, and wear it,
Kind lord!
Luce. I am fo far already in your gifts, —
Al So are we all. [ Exe Lucius az#d Lucullus.

C 2 SCENE




20 TIMON OF ATHENS.
SCENE VIL

Ernter a Servant.
Ser. My lord, there are certain nobles of the fenate
Newly alighted, and come to vifit you.
Tim. They are fairly welcome.

Reenzer Flavius,
Fla. 1 befeech your honour,
Vouchfafe me a word ; it does concern you near.
Tim. Me near ? why then another time I'll hear thee.
I prythee, let’s be provided
To fhow them entertainment.
Flav. 1 {carce know how.

Enter another Servant.
2 Ser.- May it pleafe your honour, lord Lucius,
Out of his free love, hath prefented to you
Four milk-white horfes trap’d in filver,
Zim. 1 fhall accept them fairly : let the prefents
Be worthily entertain’d.

Enter a third Servant.

How now ? what news ?

3 Ser. Pleafe you, my lord, that honourable gentleman,
Lord Lucullus, entreats your cempany
To-morrow to hunt with him, and has {ent,
Your honour two brace of greyhounds.

Tim. T'll hunt with him; and let them be received,
Not without fair reward,

Fiav. What will this come to? [afide.
Here he commands us to provide, and give
Great gifts, and all out of an empty coffer:
Nor will he know his purfe, or yield me this,
To {how him what a beggar his heart is,
Being of no pow'r to make his withes good 3
His promifes fly fo beyond his ftate,
That what he {peaks is all in debt, he owes For
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For ev'ry word : heis {o kind, that he
Pays intereft for’t; his land’s put to their books.
Well, *would I were gently put out of oflice |
Happier is he that has no friend to feed,
Than fuch that do €’en enemies exceed.
I bleed inwardly for my lord. [ Exiz.
Tim. You do yourfelves much wrong, you bate too much
Of your own merits. — Here, my lord, a trifle of our love.
¢ Lord. With more than common thanks I will receive it.
3 Lord. He has the very {oul of bounty !
Tim. And now I remember, my lord, you gave
Good words the other day of a bay courfer
I rode on: it is yours, becaufe you lik'd it.
2 Lord. O, I befeech you, pardon me, my lord, in that.
Tim. You may take my word, my lord ; I know noman
Can juftly praife, but what he does affect:
I weigh my friend’s affection with my own;
I tell you true. I'll call on you.
All Lords. O, none {o welcome.
Tim. 1 take all and your feveral vifitations
So kind to heart, ’tis not enough to give
My thanks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends,
And ne’er be weary. — Alcibiades,
Thou art a foldier, therefore feldom rich,
T'll come in charity to thee: thy living
Is’mongft the dead; and all the lands thou haft
Lie in a pitch’d field.
Ale. 1 defy land, my lord.
1 Lord. We are fo virtuoufly bound, —
Tim. And fo am I to you.
2 Lord. So infinitely endear’d, —
Tim. All to you. — Lights| more lights, more lights.
3 Lord, The beft of happinefs, honour, and fortunes,
Keep you, lord Timon —
Zim. Ready for his friends. [ Exeunt Lords.

SCENE
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SCENE VIIIL

Apem. What a coil’s here,
Screwing of backs, and jutting out of bums!
I doubt, whether their legs be worth the fums
‘That are giv'n for’em. Friendfhip’s full of dregs :
Mecthinks, falfe hearts thould never have found legs.
Thus honeft fools lay out their wealth on court'fies.
Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not fullen,
I would be good to thee.
Apem. No, T'll nothing: for,
If I thould be brib’d too, there would be none left
‘T'o rail upon thee; and then thou wouldft fin the fafter.
Thou giv'ft fo long, Zimon, I fear me, thou
Wilt give away thyfelf in perpetunm thortly.
What need thefe feafts, pomps, and vain-glories ?
Tim. Nay,
If you begin to rail on fociety once,
I am fworn not to give regard to you.
Farewel, and come with better mufick. [ Exiz,
Apem. So;
Thou wilt not hear me now, thou fhalt not then -
I'll lock the heav'n from thee. O, that men’s ears fhould be
To couniel deaf, but not to flattery | [ Exit,

}?{lﬁiﬁﬁiﬁﬁi}lﬁ??ﬁﬁ}}iﬁ}ﬁﬁﬂﬁﬁ:ﬁﬁiﬁ?ﬁﬁfﬁ}ﬁﬁﬂﬁiﬁﬁﬁh*{)ﬁiﬁ?ﬂﬁﬁ
"L T B I 1 A SCE NE 1.
A publick place in the City.
Enter a Senator.
SENATOR.
ND late, five thoufand: to Farrs and to Ifidore
He owes nine thoufand ; befides my former fum,
Which makes it five and twenty, Still in motion

Of raging walte ? It cannot hold, it will not.
If I want gold, fteal but a beggar’s dog, And
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And give it Zimon, why, the dog coins gold.
1f I would fell my horfe, and buy ten more
Better than he, why, give my horfe to Zimon ;
Afk nothing, give it him, it foals me ftraight
Ten able horfes. No porter at his gate,

But rather one that fmiles, and ftill invites
All that pafs by, It cannot hold ; no reafon
Can found his ftate in fafety. — Capbis, hoal
Caphis, I {ayl

Enter Caphis.

Cap. Here, fir; what is your pleafure ?
Sen. Get on your cloak, and hafte you to lord Zimon ;
Importune him for monies: be not ceas'd
With {light denial ; nor then filenc’d with
Commend me to your mafler — and the cap
Play’ng in the right hand, — thus: but tell him, firrah,
My ufes cry to me, I muft ferve my turn
Out of mine own; his days and times are palt,
And my reliance on his fracted dates
Has {mit my credit. 1 love and honour him ;
But muft not break my back, to heal his finger :
Immediate are my needs; and my relief
Muft not be tofs’d and turn’d to me in words,
But find {upply immediate. Get you gone:
Put on a moft importunate afpedt,
A vifage of demand ; for, Ido fear,
When every feather fticks in his own wing,
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull,
Who flafhes now a pheenix. Get you gone.
Cap. 1 go, fir.
Sen. Ay, go, fir: take the bonds along with you,
And have the dates in count.

Cap. 1will, fir.

23

Sen. Go. [ Exeunt.

SCENE
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s LEN E 1L
Timon's Hall.

Enter Flavius, with many Bills in bis band,

Flav. O care, no ftop! fo {enfelefs of expence,
That he will neither know how to maintain it,
Nor ceafe his flow of riot ; takes no account
How things go from him, and refumes no care
Of what is to continue: never mind
Was, to be {o unwife, to be {o kind.
What f{hall be done? He will not hear, till feel :
I muft be round with him, now he comes from hunting,
Fie, fie, fie, fiel

Enter Caphis, Ifidore, and Varro',
Cap. Good evening, #arro: What,

You come for money ?
#ar. Is't not your bufinefs too ?
Cap. It is; —and yours too, Ifidore?
Ifid. 1t is fo.
Cap. "Would we were all difcharg’d!
Far. 1 fear it.
Cap. Here comes the lord.

Enter Timon, and bis Train.

Zim. So {oon as dinner’s done, we'll forth again,
My Aicibiades—Well, what is yourwill? [#bey prefent their Bills,
Cap. My lord, here is a note of certain dues.
Zirn. Dues ? whence are you ?
Cap. Of Athens here, my lord.
Zim. Go to my fteward.
Cap. Pleafe it your lordfhip, he hath put me off

: e : : .
* The two loff are but fervants 13 Midore and Varco, bere cail'd by their maflers’ names as it ufual

ameng fervants with ene anither,
To
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To the fucceflion of new days, this month :
My mafter is awak’d by great occafion,
To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you
That with your other noble parts you'll fuit,
In giving him his right.
Zim. Mine honeft friend,
I pr'ythee, but repair to me next morning.
Cap. Nay, good my lord, —
Tim. Contain thyfelf, good friend.
Par. One Farro's fervant, my good lord, —
Ifid. From Ifidere; he prays your {peedy payment —
Cap. If you did know, my lord, my mafter's wants, —
Par. *Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, fix weeks, and patft.
Ifid. Your fteward puts me off, my lord, and I
Am fent exprefsly to your lord(hip.
Tim. Give me breath: —
I do befeech you, good my lords, keep on; [ Exeunt Lords.
I'll wait upon you inftantly. — Come hither :
How goes the world, that I am thus encounter'd
With clamorous demands of broken bonds,
And the detention of long-fince-due debts,
Againft my honour ?
Flav. Pleafe you, gentlemen,
The time is unagreeable to this bufinefs:
Your importunity ceafe, till after dinner ;
That I may make his lordfhip underftand
Wherefore you are not pay’d.
Zim. Do fi:r, my friends: —iee them well entertain’d. [Exfﬁ Tim.
Flav. Pray, draw near. | Exit Flav.

SCENZE IIIL

Enter Apemantus, and Fool,

Cap. Stay, ftay, here comes the fool with Apemantus; let’s
have fome fport with 'em.

¥ar. Hang him, he’ll abufe us.

Vo, IV, D Ifid.
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Ifid. A plague upon him, dog |

Far. How doft, fool ?

Apem. Doft dialogue with thy fhadow ?

#ar, 1 {peak not to thee.

Apem. No, ’tis to thylelf. Come away.

Ifid. There’s the fool hangs on your back already.

Apem. No, thou ftand’ft fingle, thou art not on it yet.

Cap. Where's the fool now ?

pem. He laft alk’d the queftion. Pgor rogues, and ufurers’
men! bawds between gold and want |

All. What are we, Apemantus?

Apem. Affes.

All. Why ?

Apem. That you afk me what you are, and do not know
yourfelves, — Speak to’em, fool.

Fool. How do you, gentlemen ?

All. Gramercy, good fool: how does your miftrefs ?

Fool. She’s e’en {etting on water to feald fuch chickens as you
are. "Would we could fee you at Corinzh /

Apem. Good! gramercy !

Enter Pa e,

Fool. Look you, here comes my mafter’s page.

Page. Why, how now, captain ? what do you in this wife
company ! — How doft thou, Apemantus 2

Apem. "Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I might anfwer
thee profitably.

Page. Prythee, dpemantus, read me the fuperfcription of
thefe letters; I know not which is which.

Apem. Canft not read ?

Page. No.

Apem. There will little learning die then, that day thou art
hang’'d. This is Yo lord Zimoen 5 this to Alcibiades. Go; thou
walt born a baftard, and thou’lt die 2 bawd.

Page. Thou waft whelp'd a dog, and thou fhalt famifh, a dog’s

death, Anfwer not, I am gone, Exit.

ﬁp EW7 .
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Apenr. Ev'n {o thou outrun’ft grace. —
Fool, I will go with you to lord Timox’s.

Fool. Will you leave me there ?

Apem, If Timon ftay at home —

You three ferve three ufurers ?

All. T would they ferv’d us,

Apem. So would I —as good a trick as ever hangman ferv'd
thiet.

Fuool, Are you three ufurers’ men ?

All. Ay, fool.

Fool, 1 think, no ufurer but has a fool to his fervant: my
miftrefs is one, and I am her fool. When men come to borrow
of your mafters, they approach fadly, and go away merrily; but
they enter my miftrefs’s houfe merrily, and go away fadly, The
reafon of this?

#ar. I could render one.

Fool, Do it then, that we may account thee a whorematfter,
and a knave; which notwithftanding, thou fhalt be no lefs
efteem’d.

Far. What is a whorematfter, fool ?

Fuol. A fool in good cloths, and fomething like thee. "Tis a
{pirit; fometimes, it appears like a lord; fometimes, like a lawyer;
fometimes, like a philofopher, with two ftanes more than’s artificial
one: he is very often like a knight; and, generally, in all fhapes
that man goes up and down in, from fourfcore to thirteen, this
{pirit walks in.

¥ ar. Thou art not altogether a fool,

Fyol. Nor thou altogether a wife man: as much foolery as I
have, fo much wit thou lack’ft.

Apem. That anfwer might have become Apemantus.

All. Afide, afide; here comes lord Timon.

Enter Timon, and Flavius,

Apem. Come with me, fool, come.
Fool. 1do not always follow lover, elder brother, and woman ;
fometime, the philofopher.
D 2 Flav,
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Flav. Pray you, walk near; I'll fpeak with you anon.
[ Exeunt all bur Timon and Flavius.

S CENE " IV,

Zim. You make me marvel : wherefore, ere this time,
Had you not fully lay’d my flate before me ?
That I might {fo have rated my expence,
As I had leave of means.

Flav. You would not hear me;
At many leifures I propos’d.

Tim. Go to:
Perchance, {fome fingle vantages you took,
When my indifpofition put you back ;
And that unaptnefs made you minifter
Thus to excule yourfelf.

Flav. O my good lord,
At many times I brought in my accounts,
Lay'd them before you; you would throw them off,
And fay, you found them in mine honefty.
When, for fome trifling prefent, you have bid me
Return fo much, I've thook my head, and wept ;
Yea, "gainft th’authority of manners, pray’d you
To hold your hand more clofe: 1 did endure
Not feldom, nor no flight checks; when I have
Prompted you in the ebb of your eftate,
And your great flow of debts. My dear-lov’d lord,
Though you hear now, yet now’s too late a time :
The greateft of your having lacks a half
To pay your prefent debts,

Tim. Let all my land be fold,

Flav "Tis all engag’d, fome forfeited and gone ;
And what remains will hardly {top the mouth
Of prefent dues: the future come apace ;
What fhall defend the interim, and at length
Make good our reck’ning ?

: Timn.
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Tim. To Lacedemon did my land extend.

Flav. O my good lord, the world is but a world ;
Were it all yours, to give it in a breath,

How quickly were it gone!l

Tim. You tell me true.

Flav. 1f you fufpe@ my hufbandry, or falfchood,
Call me before th’ cxaﬂef)t' auditors,

And fet me on the proof. So the gods blefs me,
When all our offices have been opprefs’d

With riotous feeders; when our vaults have wept
With drunken {pilth of wine ; when every room
Hath blaz’d with lights, and bray’d with minitrelfy ;
I have retir'd me to a wafteful cock,*

And fet mine eyes at flow.

Tim. Pr'ythee, no more.

Flav. Heav'ns! have I faid, the bounty of this lord |
How many prodigal bits have {laves and peafants
This night englutted! who now is not Zimon's ¢
What heart, head, fword, force, means, but is lord Zimon's ?
Great Timon's; noble, worthy, royal Timon’s ?

Ah! when the means are gone that buy this praife,
The breath is gone whereof this praife is made:
Feaft-won, faft-loft; one cloud of winter {howers,
Thefe flies are couch’d.

Tim. Come, fermon me no further:
No villanous bounty yet hath pafs'd my heart;
Unwifely, not ignobly, have I giv'n. _
Why doft thou weep ? canft thou all confcience lack
To think I fhall lack friends ? fecure thy heart ;
If I would broach the veflels of my love,
And try the arguments of hearts by borrowing,
Men, and men’s fortunes, could I frankly ufe,
As I can bid thee {peak.

Flav., Aflurance blefs your thoughts !

* By cock here s meant a cocklsfty o gavret : and a walteful cock figmifier a garret Fring in wo/le,
weplelled, put is no ufe,
Tirm,




30 TIMON OF ATHENS,

Tim. And, in fome fort, thefe wants of mine are crown’d,
That I account them bleflings ; for by thefe
Shall I try friends. You fhall perceive how you
Miftake my fortunes: in my friends I'm wealthy, —
Within there, ho! Flaminius | Servilius!

SCENE V.
Enter Flaminius, Servilius. and other Servants.
b 3

Serv. My lord, my lord, —
Zim. 1 will defpatch yau fev’rall y.— You, to lord Lueius, —
To lord Lucullus you, I hunted with his
Honour to-day, — you, to Semproniws, —
Commend me to their loves, and I am proud, fay,
That my occafions have found time to ufe ‘em
Toward a fupply of moeney; let the requeft
Be fifty talents.
Flam. As you have faid, my lord,

Flav, Lord Lucius, and Lucullus  hum | [afide.
Zim. Go you, fir, to the {enators ; [0 Flavius.

Of whom, even to the flate’s beft health, I have
Deferv’d this hearing ; bid 'em fend o’th’ inftant
A thoufand talents to me.

Flav. I've been bold,
(For that I knew it the moft gen'ral way,)
To them to ufe your fignet and your name ;
But they do fhake their heads, and I am here
No richer in return.

Tim. Is’t true ? can’t be?

Flav. They anfwer, in a joint and corporate voice,
That now they are at fall, want treafure, cannot
Do what they would ; are forry — you are honourable —
But yet they could have wifh'd — they know not — but
Something hath been amifs — a noble nature
May catch a wrench — would all were well —'tis pity —
And fo, intending other ferious matters,

After
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After diftafteful looks, and thefe hard fra&tions,
With certain half caps, and cold-moving nods,
They froze me into filence.
Zim. You gods, reward them!—
1 prythee, man, look cheerly. Thefe old fellows
Have their ingratitude hereditary :
Their blood is cak’d, ’tis cold, it feldom flows,
*Tis lack of kindly warmth they are not kind ;
And nature, as it grows again tow'rd earth,
Is fathion’d for the journey, dull and heavy. —
Go to ¥ entidius, — Pr’ythee, be not {ad,
Thou’rt true, and juft; ingenuoufly I fpeak,
No blame belongs to thee: — Fentidius lately
Bury'd his father; by whofe death he’s ftepp’d
Into a great eftate: when he was poor,
Imprifon’d, and in fcarcity of friends,
I clear’d him with five talents. Greet him from me;
Bid him fuppofe, {fome good neceffity
Touches his friend, which craves to be remember’d
With thofe five talents. ‘That had, give't thefe fellows,
To whom ’tis inftant due. Ne’er {peak, or think,
That Timon's fortunes 'mong his friends can fink.
Flav. "Would T could not: that thought is bounty’s foe ;
Being free itfelf, it thinks all others fo. [ Exeunt.

ACT 111 SCEN B GE
The Houfe of Lucullus #n zhe City.

Flaminius waiting, enter a Servant to him.

SERVANT.

I Have told my lord of you ; he is coming down to you.
Flam. 1 thank you, fir.
Enter
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Enter Lucullus.

Ser. Here's my lord.

Lucul. One of lord Timon's men ? a pift, I warrant.

Why, this hits right: I dream’d of a filver bafon and ewer
to-night. — [afide.] Flaminius, honeft Flaminius, you are very
refpectively welcome, fir. —Fill me fome wine. — [ Exit S ervat. |
And how does that honourable, complete, free-hearted gentleman
of Athens, thy very bountiful good lord and mafter ?

Flam, His health is well, fir.

Lucul. 1am right glad, that his health is well, fir: and what
haft thou there under thy cloak, pretty Flaminizes &

Flam. *Faith, nothing but an empty box, {fir; which in my
lord’s behalf, I come to entreat your honour to {upply : who,
having great and inftant occafion to ufe fifty talents, hath fent
to your lordfhip to furnith him, nothing doubting your prefent
afliftance therein.

Lucul. La, la, la, la, —nothing doubting, fays he? alas, good
lord, a noble gentleman tis, if he would not keep fo good a houfe.
Many a time and often I ha'din'd with him, and told him on't;
and come again to fupper to him on purpofe to have him {pend
lefs: and yet he would embrace no counfel, take no warning b
my coming. Every man hath his fault, and honefty is his: I ha’
told him on’t, but I could never get him from’t.

Reenter a Servant, with wine.

Ser. Pleafe your lordfhip, here is the wine.

Lucul, Flaminius, 1 have noted thee always wife,
Here's to thee,

Flam. Your lordfhip fpeaks your plealure.

Lucul. 1 have obferved thee always for a towardly prompt
{pirit, give thee thy due: and one that knows what belongs to
reafon ; and canft ufe the time well, if the time ufe thee well :
good parts in thee. — Get you gone, firrah. — [20 the Servant,
who goes out,] Draw nearer, honeft Flaminius - thy lord’s a
bountiful gentleman; but thou art wife, and thou knoweft well

enough
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enough although thou comeft to me, that this is no time to lend
money, efpecially upon bare friendfhip without fecurity. Here's
three folidares for thee ; good boy, wink at me, and fay, thou
faw’ft me not. Fare thee well.

Flam, Is’t poflible the world fhould fo much differ,
And we alive that liv'd # Fly, damned bafenefs,

To him that worfhips thee. [tbrowing the money away.
Lucul. Hal now I fee, thou art a fool, and fit for thy mafter.
[ Exit Lucullus,

Flam, May thefe add to the number that may fcald thee!
Let molten coin be thy damnation,
Thou difeale of a friend, ‘and not himfelf'!
Has friendfhip fuch a faint and milky heart,
It turns in lefs than two nights ? O ygu gods !
I feel my mafter’s paflion. This flave
Unto this hour has my lord’s meat in him
Why fhould it thrive, and come to nutriment,
When he is turn’d. to poifon ?
O, may difeafes only work upon’t!
And, when he’s fick to death, let not that part
Of nurture my lord pay'd for, be of power
To expel ficknefs, or prolong his hour | [Ewxit.

Skl N =
A publick Street.
Enter Lucius, with three Strangers.

Luc. § R THO, the lord Timon# he is my very good 'friend,
and an honourable gentleman.
I Stran. We know him for no lels, thmlgh we are but f’crallgﬂl‘ﬁ
to him. But I can tell you one thing, my lord, and which I
hear from common rumours 3 now lord Timon’s happy heurs are
done and paft, and his eftate fhrinks from him.

Lwue. Fie, no, donot believe it: he cannot want for money.
Mi'..rD L \'-?. ]_1-: 2 -H1.’.-"-:':'-'.'-.
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2 Stran. But believe you this, my lord, that, not long ago,
one of his men was with the lord Lucullus, to borrow fo many
talents; nay, urg’d extremely for’t, and fhowed what neceflity
belong'd to’t, and yet was deny’d.

Luc. How!

2 Stran. 1 tell you, deny’d, my lord.

Luc. What a ftrange cafe was that | now, before the gods, I am
alham’d on’t. Deny’d that honourable man ? there was very little
honour thow’d in that. For my own part, I muft needs confefs,
I have received fome {mall kindnefles from him, as money, plate,
jewels, and fuch like trifles, nothing comparing to his ; yet, had
he o'er-look’d him, and fent to me, I fhould ne’er have deny’d
his occafion fo many talents,

Enter Servilius.

Ser. See, by good hap, yonder’s my lord ; I have fiveat to fee
his honour. — My honour'd lord, — » [#0 Lucius,

Luc. Servilius! you are kindly met, fir. Fare thee well,
commend me to thy honourable virtuous lord, m y very exquifite
friend.

Ser. May it pleafe your honour, my lord hath fent —

Luc. Hal what hath he fent? Iam fo much endear’d to that
lord; he’s ever fending: how fhall I thank him, think’ft thou?
and what has he fent now ?

Ser. H'as only fent his prefent occafion now, my lord ;
requefting your lordfhip to fupply his inftant ufe, with fifty talents.

Luc. 1know, his lordfhip 1s but merry with me;

He can’t want fifty times five hundred talents.

der. But in the mean time he wants lefs, my lord.

If his occafion were not virtuous,
I thould not urge it half {o fervently,

Lue, Doft thou {peak ferioufly, Servilius?

Ser. Upon my foul , ’tis true, fir.

Luc. What a wicked beaft was I, to disfurnith myfelf againft
{fuch a good time, when I might ha’ (hown myfelf honourable !
how unluckily it happen’d, that I fhould purchafe the day before

a little
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a little dirt, and undo a great deal of honour! Servilius, now,
before the gods, I am not able to do— (the more beat I, fay) —
I was fending to ufe lord Timon mylclf, thefe géntlemen can
witnefs ; but I would not, for the wealth of Athens, 1 had done’t
now. Commend me bountifully to his good lordfhip; and, I
hope, his honour will conceive the faireft of me, becaufe I have
no power to be kind: and tell him this from me, I count it one
of my greateft aflictions, that I cannot pleafure {fuch an honourable
gentleman. Good Servilius, will you befriend me fo far, as to
ufe my own words to him?
Ser. Yes, fir, I fhall. [ Exit Servilius.
Luc. T'll look you out as good a turn, Servilius. —
True, asyou faid, Zémon is thrunk, indeed;
And he that’s once deny’d will hardly {peed. [ Exit.
1 Stran. Do you obferve this now, £ offilius 2
2 Stran., Ay, ay, too well.
1 Stran. Why, this is the world’s foul ;
Of the fame piece is every fatterer’s {pirit.
Who can call him his friend that dips with him
In the fame dith? for, even in my knowing,
Timon has been to this lord as a father,
And kept his credit with his bounteous purfe;
Supported his eftate; nay, Timon’s money
Has pay’d his men their wages: he ne’er drinks,
But Timon's filver treads upon his lip ;
And yet, (o, fee the monftroufnefs of man
When he locks out in an ungrateful {hape!)
He does deny him in refpe& of his
What charitable men afford to beggars.
3 Stran. Religion groans at it.
1 Stran. For mine own part
I never tafted Timon in my life,
Nor any of his bounties came o’er me,
To mark me for his friend ; yet, | Pmteﬂ;,
For his right noble mind, illuftrious virtue,

Moft generous and honourable carriage,
: E 2 Had
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Had his neceflity imade ufe of me,
I would have put my wealth into partition,
And the beft half {hould have attorn’d to him,
So much I love his heart: but, I perceive,
Men muft learn now m;h pity to difpeafe,
For policy {its above con{cience. [Exeunt.

o 2 R R
Eunter a third Servant with Stmpmnius.

Sem. UST he needs trouble me in’t ? "bove all others ? —
He might have tried lord Lucins, or Lucellus;
And now Fentidius is wt;zlt[l}' too,
Whom he redeem’d from prifon: all thefe three
Owe their eftates unto him.
Ser. O my lord,
They've all been touch’d, and all are found bafe metal,
For they have all deny’d him.
Sem. How! deny’d him ?
Have Lucius and Fentidius and Luceedlus
Deny’d him all ? and does he {fend to me?
It fhows but little love or judgment in him,
Muft I be his laft refuge ? friends, like phyficians,
Tried give him over, :md muft I 1:..'LI\L the cure
On me ? h'as much difgrac’d me in’t; 1'm angry.
He might have known my place ; I fee no fenle for't,
But his occafions might have wooed me furft :
For, in my con{cience, I was the firft man
That ¢’er received any gift from him.
And does he think fo backwardly of me,
That T'll requite it laft ? {o it may prove
An argument of laughter to the reft,
And amongft lords I fhall be thought a fool :
I'd rather than the worth of thrice the fum,
H’ad fent to me firft, but for my mind’s {fake:
I'd fuch a courage to have done him good. But
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But now return,

And with their faint reply this anfwer join ;

Who bates mine honour, fhall not know my coin. [ Exit.
Ser, Excellent! your lordfhip’s

A goodly villain. The devil knew not what

He did, when he made man politick ;

He crofs’d himfelf by’t: and I cannot think,

But, in the end, the policy of man

Will {fet him clear. How fairly this lord ftrives

Not to appear foul! takes virtuous copies to

Be wicked : like thofe that under hot

Ardent zeal, would {fet whole realms on fire :

Of fuch a nature is his politick love.

This was my lord’s beft hope ; now all are fled,

Save the gods only. Now his friends are dead,

Doors, that were ne’er acquainted with their wards

Many a bounteous year, muit be employ’d

Now to guard fure their mafter,

And this is all a liberal courfe allows ; :

Who cannot keep his wealth, muft keep his houfe, [Exiz.

S C E N E.:=1¥.
Timon’s Hall,

Enter Varro, Titus, Hortenfius, Lucius, aznd other Servants
of Timon’s Creditars, who wait for bis coming out.

Far. ELL met; good-morrow, Zitus and Hortenfius,
Zit. The like to you, kind Farro,
Hor. Lucius, why do we meet together ?
Lue. 1 think, one bufinefs does command us all 5
For mine is money.
Zit. So is theirs, and ours.
Enter Philotas.
Liue. And fir Philotas's too,
Phi. Good day at once. L.
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Luc. Welcome, good brother, What d’you think the hour ?
Phi,- Labouring for nine,
Lue, So much ?
Phi, Is not my lord
Seen yet ?
Lie. Not yet,
Phi. I wonder: he was wont
To fhine at {even.
Luc. Ay, but now the days
Are waxed fhorter with him: you muft confider
That fuch a prodigal courfe is like the fun’s,
But not like his recoverable, I fear:
"Tis deepeft winter in lord Zzmoen’s purfe ;
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet
Find little.
Phi. I am of your fear for that.
7it. I'll fhow you how t'obferve a ftrange event :
Your lord fends now for money.
Hor. True, he does.
Ti. And he wears jewels now of Zimoen’s gift,
For which I wait for money,
Hor. Againft my heart.
Zir. How ftrange it fhows, Timon in this fhould pay
More than he owes! and ¢’en as if your lord
Should wear rich jewels, and fend for money for "em,
Hor. I'm weary of this charge; the gods can witnefs:
I know, my lord hath {pent of 7mon’s wealth,
Ingratitude now makes it worfe than ftealth,
Var. Yes, mine’s three thoufand crowns: what’s yours ?
Luc. Five thoufand. '
¥ar. "Tis much too deep, and it fhould feem by th’ fum,
Your mafter’s confidence was above mine ;

Elfe, furely, his had equall’d.
Eanter Flaminius.

Tit. One of lord Tismon’s men.
Luc, Flaminius! Sir, aword: pray, is my lord Ready
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Ready to come forth ?
Filam. No, indeed, he is not.
7i¢. We attend his lordfhip ; pray, fignify {fo much:
Flam. 1 need not tell him that, he knows you are
Too diligent.
Enter Flavius in a cloak muffled.
Lue. Hal is not that his fteward muffled {o ?

He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him.

T:¢. Do you hear, fir? [ Exit Flaminius.
Var. By your leave, fir.

Flav., What do you afk of me, my friend?

Tiz. We wait for certain money here, fir.

Flav, If money were as certain as your waiting,

"Twere fure enough.

Why then preferr’d you not your {ums and bills,

When your falfe mafters eat of my lord’s meat ?

Then they would {mile and fawn upon his debts,

And take down th’ intereft in their glutt’nous maws.

You do yourfelves but wrong to ftir me up;

Let me pafs quietly:

Believ't, my lord and T have made an end ;

1 have no more to reckon, he to {pend.

Lue, Ay, but this anfwer will not {erve.
Flav. If "twill not ferve, ’tis not fo bafe as you;

For you ferve knaves, [ Exit.
Var. How! what does his cafhier'd worfbip mutter ?
7iz. No matter what; he’s poor,

And that’s revenge enough. Who can {peak broader

Than he that has no houfe to put his head in ?

Such may rail againft great buildings.

Enter Servilius.
Zit. O, here’s Servilius ; now we fhall have
Some anfwer,
Ser. 1f I might befeech you, gentlemen,
To repair fome other hour, I {hould
Derive much from it: for take it of my foul, My
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My-lord leans wondroufly to difcontent
His comfortable temper has forfook him ;
He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber.
Luc. Many do keep their chambers, are not fick :
And, if he be fo far beyond his health,
Methinks, he fhould the fooner pay his debts,
And make a clear way to the gods.
Ser. Good gods!
Tit. We cannot take this for an anfwer.

Fiam. [within.] Servilius, help! my lord, my lord, —

SCENE V.
Eanter Timon 2 a rage.

Zimn. What, are my doors oppos’d againft my paffage ?
Have I been ever free, and muft my houfe
Be my retentive enemy, my jail ?
The place which I have feafted, does it now,
Like all mankind, fhow me an iron heart ?
Luc. Put in now, Titus,
Tiz, My lord, here’simy bill.
Lue. Here's mine.
Far. And mine, my lord.
Cap. Andours, my lord.
Phi. And our bills,
T, Knock me down with ’em; cleave meto the girdle.
Luc. Alas, my lord, —
Tim. Cut out my hedrt in fums,
77t. Mine, fifty talents.
Zim. Tell out my blood.
Luc. Five thouland crowns, my lord,
Tim. Five thoufand drops pay that, —
What’s yours ? — and your. ?
Far. My lord, —
Cap. I'VIJ:-' lord, —
Zimm. Here, tear me, takeme, and the gods fall on you!l [Exir.
Hor,
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Hor. 'Faith, I perceive, our mafters may throw their caps at
their money ; thefe debts may be well call’d defperate ones, for
a madman owes em. [ Exeunt,

Reenter Timon, and Flavius,

Zim. They have €’en put my breath from me, the flaves,
Creditors | — devils.
Flav. My dear lord, —
Tim:. What if it thould be {o?
Flav. My dear lord, —
Zim. I'll have it {fo : — My fteward |
Figv. Here, my lord.
Zim. So fitly ? — Go, bid all my friends again,
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius; all:
I'll once more feaft the rafcals.
Flav. O my lord!
You only {peak from your diftracted foul ;
There’s not fo much left as to furnith out
A moderate table.
Tim. Be it not thy care:
Go, and invite them all; let in the tide
Of knaves once more: my cook and I'll provide. [Exeunt.

S-CE-NIE VL
The Senate-houfe.

Senators, and Alcibiades.

I 6'5;;.‘%\/1 Y lord, you have my voice to't, the fault’s bloody 5
L *Tis neceflary he fhould die:
Nothing emboldens fin {o much as mercy.
2 Serr. Moft true 3 the law fhall bruife him.
Ale, Health, honour, and compaflion to the fenate
1 Senr. Now, cnptaiu?

Ale. Tam an humble {uitor to your virtues,
Voi. V., F For
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For pity is the virtue of the law,
And none but tyrants ufe it cruelly.
It pleafes time and fortune to lic heavy
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood,
Hath ftep'd into the law, which is paft depth
To thofe that without heed do plunge into’t.
He 1s a man, .ﬁ;ttiﬂg this faét afide,
Of virtuous honour which buys out his fault;
Nor did he foil the fa& with cowardife,
But, with a noble fury, and fair {pirit,
Seeing his reputation touch’d to death,
He did oppofe his foe :
And with fuch fober and unnoted paflion
He did behave in’s anger, ere “twas {pent,
As if he had but prov'd an argument.
1 Sen. You undergo too ftriét a paradox,
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair :
Your words have took {uch pains, as if they labour'd
To bring manflaughter into form, fet quarrelling
Upon the head of valour; which, indeed,
Is valour misbegot, and came into th’ world
When feéts and fa@ions were but newly born.
He's truly valiant, that can wifely {uffer
The worft that man can breathe, and make his wrongs
His outfides, wear them like his rayment, carelefly,
And ne’er prefer his injuries to his heart,
To bring it into danger.
If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill,
What folly 'tis to hazard life for ill ?
Ale. My lord, —
1 Sen. You cannot make grofs fins lock clear ;
It is not valour to revenge, but bear.
Ale. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me,
If I fpeak like a captain.
Why do fond men expole themfelves to battle,
And not endure all threat’nings, fleep upon’t,

And
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And let the foes quietly cut their throats,
Without repugnancy ! but if there be
Such valour in the bearing, what make we
Abroad ? why then, fure, women are more valiant
That ftay at home, if bearing carry it;
The afs, more than the lion; and the fellow
Loaden with irons, wifer than the judge,
If wifdom be in fuff’ring. O my lords,
As you are great, be pitifully good :
Who cannot condemn rathnefs in cold blood ?
To kill, I grant, is fin’s extremeft guft;
But, in defence, by mercy ’tis moft juft.
To be in anger, is impiety :
But who is man, that is not angry ?
Weigh but the crime with this.
2 Sen. You breathe in vain.
Ale, In vain? his fervice done
At Lacedemon, and Bizantium,
Were a fufficient briber for his life.
1 Sen. What's that ?
Ale. 1 fay, my lords, h’as done fair fervice ; {lain
In battle many of your enemies:
How full of valour did he bear himfelf
In the laft confli®, and made plenteous wounds ?
2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with ‘em ; he
Is a {worn rioter: he has a fin
Oft’ drowns him, and takes valour prifoner.
Were there no foes, that were enongh alone
To overcome him: in that beaftly fury
He has been known to commit outrages,
And cherifh fa&ions. 'Tis inferr’d to us,
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous.
1 Sen. He dies.
Ale, Hard fate! he might have dy’d in war.
My lords, if not for any parts in him, ;
(Though his right arm might purchafe his own time,
F 2

43

And
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And be in debt to none) yet, more to move you,
‘Take my deferts to his, and joifi ’em both,
And, for I know your reverend ages love
Sceurity, I'll pawn my victories,
My honours to you, on his good returns.
If by this crime he owes the law his life,
Why, let the war receiv’t in vahiant gore ;
For law is ftri&, and war is nothing more.
1 Sen. We are for law, he dies; urge it no more,
On height of our difpleafure: friend or brother,
He forfeits his own blood that fpills another.
Ale. Muft it be fo ? it muft not be:
My lords, I do befeech you, know me.
2 Sen. How !
Ale. Call me to your remembrances.
3 Sen. What, fir]
Ale. 1 cannot think but your age hath forgot me;
It could not elfe be, I fhould prove fo bafe,
To fue, and be deny’d fuch common grace.
My wounds ake at you.
1 Sen. Do you dare our anger?
"Tis in few words, but fpacious in effe& :
We banith thee for ever.
Ale. Banith me!
Banith your dotage, banifh ufury,
That make the fenate ugly.
1 Sen, If, after two days’ fhine, ~A#bens contains thee,
Attend our weightier judgment.
2 Sen. And, (not to {well our fpirit,) he fhall then
Be executed prefently. [ Exeunt.
Ale. Gods keep you old enough, that you may live
Only in bone, that none may look on youl
I'm worfe than mad: I have kept back their foes,
While they have told their money and let out
Their coin upon large intereft; I mylelf,
Rich only 1n large hurts, = All thofe, for this?

Is



TIMON OF ATHENS. 45

Is this the balfam that the ufuring {enate

Pours into captains’ wounds? ha! banifhment!

It comes not ill: I hate not to be banifh'd ;

It is a caufe worthy my fpleen and fury,

That I may ftrike at Azbens. 111 cheer up

My difcontented troops, and lay for hearts.

*T'is honour with moit lands to be at odds;

Soldiers as little fhould brook wrongs, as gods. [ Exit.

GG ENETNIY
Timon's Houfe.

Enter divers Senators at ﬁva‘f'ﬂf Doers.

x Sen. HE good time of the day to you, fir |
2 Sen. 1alfowifh it to you. 1 think, this honourable
lord did but try us this other day.

1 Sen. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when we encounter’d.
I hope, it is not fo low with him, as he made it feem in the trial
of his feveral friends.

2 Sen. It fhould not be, by the perfuafion of his new feafting.

t Sen. I{hould think fo: he hath fent me an earneft inviting,
which many my near occafions did urge me to put off ; but he
hath conjur’d me beyond them, and I muft needs appear.

2 Sen. In like manner was I in debt to my importunate
bufinefs ; but he would not hear my excufe. I am forry, when
he fent to borrow of me, that my provifion was out.

1 Sen. 1am fick of that grief too, as I underftand how all
things go.

1 Sen. Every man here’s fo. What would he have borrowed
of you ?

1 Sen. A thoufand pieces.

2 Sen. A thoufand pieces!

1 Sen. What of you?

1 Sen.
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3 Jen. He fent to me, fir, — here he comes.

Enter Timon, and Attendants.

Zim. With all my heart, gentlemen both; and how fare you?

1 Sen, Ever at the beft, hearing well of your lordthip.

2 Sen. The {wallow follows not fummer more willingly, than
we your lordfhip.

Tim. Nor more willingly leaves winter: fuch fummer-birds are
men. [afide.] Gentlemen, our dinner will not recompentfe this lon
ftay : feaft your ears with the mufick a while; if they will fare
{o harfhly as on the trumpet’s found : we fhall to’t prefently.

1 Sen. 1 hope, it remains not unkindly with your lordfhip,
that I return’d you an empty mefienger.

Tim. O, fir, let it not trouble you.

2 Sen, My noble lord, —

Tim.-Ah, my good friend, what cheer? [#be Banguet brought in.

2 Sen. My moft honourable lord, I'm e’en fick of {hame, that,
when your lordfhip t'other day fent to me, I was {o unfortunate
a 11cggar,

Tim. Think not on’t, fir.

2 Sen. If you had fent but two hours before —

Tim. Let it not cumbeér your better remembrance, —

Come, bring in all together,

2 Sen. All cover'd dithes!

1 §en. Royal cheer, I warrant you.

3 Sen. Doubt not that, if money and the feafon can yield it.

x Sen. How do you ? what’s the news ?

3 den. Alcibiades is banifh’d; hear you of it?

Both. Alcibiades banifh’d !

q Sen. “Tis {o, be fure of it.

1 Sen. How ? how ?

2 Sezn. I pray you, upon what ?

Zim. My worthy friends, will you draw near ?

3 Sen. I'll tell you more anon. Here’s a noble feaft toward.

2 Sen. This is the old man ftill.

3 Sen. Will't hold ? will't hold ?

2 Seny
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g Sen. It does; but time will, and fo —

g Sen. 1 do conceive.

Zim. Each man to his ftool, with that fpur as he would to the
lip of his miftrefs: yourdiet fhall be in all places alike. Make
not a city feaft of it, to let the meat cool ere we can agree upon
the firft place. Sit, fit.

The gods require our thanks.

You great benefaltors, [prinkle our fociety with thankfulnefs. For
your own gifts, make yourfelves praisd: but referve flill to give,
leff your deities be defpifed. Lend to each man enough, that one
need not lend to another : for, were your godbeads to borrow of men,
men would forfake the gods. Make the meat beloved, more than
the man that gives it. Let no affembly of rwenty be without a feore
of villains.  If there fit twelve women at the table, let a dozen of
them be as they are. The reff of your foes, o gods, the fenators
of Athens, together with the common lag of people, what is amifs
in them, you gods, make [uitable for deftruction. For thefe my
[friends — as they are to me nothing, [fo in notbing blefs them, and
to notbing are they welcome,

Uncover, dogs, and lap.

Some [peak. What does his lordfhip mean ?

Some other. 1 know not.

Tim. May you a better feaft never behold,

You knot of mouth-friends! fmoke, and lukewarm water
Is'your perfection. This is Timon's lait,

Who, ftuck and {pangled with your flatteries,
Wathes them off, and {prinkles in your faces
Your reeking villany. Live loath’d, and long,
Moft fmiling, {fmooth, detefted parafites,
Courteous deftroyers, affable wolves, meek bears,
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time-flies,
Cap-and-knee flaves, vapours, and minute-jacks!*
Of man and beaft the infinite maladies

Cruft you quite o’er] — What, doft thou go ?

*/

.= J'I-Jrr;.'m'.-,la"' :r-r:ilr,l!;g::f the Eg;n[s fatiuus E‘ﬂfu calld j:li_‘k with a lantern, ..’.'Jp‘f-;ari.ﬂj and T.'.d'n']ll_f?.rllﬂg in a
M.

Soft,
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Soft, take thy phyfick firft, — thou too, —and thou ; —
[throwing the difbes at them, and drives’em out.

Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none.

What! all in motion? henceforth be no feaft,

Whereat a villain’s not a welcome gueft.

Burn, houfe; fink, Athens; henceforth hated be

Of Zimon, man, and all humanity! [ Exit.

Keenter the Senarors.

1 Sen. How now, my lords.?

2 Sen. Know you the quality of lord Zimon’s fury ?

3 Sen. Pifh! did you fee my cap ?

4 Sen. T've loft my gown.

1 Sen. He's but a mad lord, and nought but humour fivays
him. He:gave me a jewel th’ other day, and now he has beat it
out of my cap. — Did you {ee my jewel ?

2 Sen. Did you fee my cap ?

3 Sen. Here tis.

4 Sen. Here lies my gown.

1 Sen. Let’s make no ftay.

2 Sen. Lord Timoen’s mad.

3 Sen. 1 feel’t upon my bones.

4 Sen. One day he gives us diamonds, next day ftones, [Eweunt.

R R RO R R IICIGIEIOR I DO R D

AGCE . LY. SICEINE L
Without the walls of Athens,

Enter TiMoN.

ET me look back upon thee, o thou wall,
‘That girdleft in thofe wolves| dive in the earth,
And fence not Arhens! Matrons, turn incontinent ;
Obedience fail in children ! flaves, and fools,
Pluck the grave wrinkled fenate from the bench,

And
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And minifter in their fteads! to general filth
Convert o' th'inftant, green virginity |

Do’t in your parents’ eyes! bankrupts, hold faft ;
Rather than render back, out with your knives,
And cut your trufters’ throats! bound fervants, fteal;
Large-handed robbers your grave mafters are,

And pill by law! maid, to thy mafter’s bed ;
Thy miftrefs is i’ th’ brothell fon of fixteen,
Pluck the lin’d crutch from thy old limping fire,
And with it beat his brains out! fear, and piety,
Religion to the gods, peace, juftice, truth,
Domeftick awe, night-reft, and neighbourhood,
Inftruftion, manners, myfteries, and trades,
Degrees, obfervances, cuftoms, and laws,
Decline to your confounding contraries |

And let confufion live! Plagues, incident to men,
Your potent and infectious fevers heap

On Athens, ripe for ftroke! thou cold [ciatica,
Cripple our fenators, that their limbs may halt
As lamely as their manners! luft and liberty
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth,
That ’gainft the ftream of virtue they may ftrive,
And drown themfelves in riot | itches, blains,
Sow all the Athenian boloms, and their crop

Be general leprofy ! breath infec breath,

That their fociety, as their friendthip, may

Be merely poifon! Nothing F'll bear from thee,
But nakednefs, thou town deteftable! |

Take thou that too, with multiplying bans!
Timon will to the woods ; where he fhall find
Th’unkindeft beaft much kinder than mankind.
The gods confound (hear me, you good gods all)
Th' Athenians both within and out that wall |

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate.may grow
To the whole race of mankind, high and low ! [ Exit.

Vor. V, G S CEN L
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G ENE Il
Timon's Houfe.
Enter Flavius, with tiwo or three Servants,

1 Ser. EAR you, good mafter fteward; where's our mafter?
Are we undonc ? caft oft ? nothing rem: lillil:lT?

Flav. Alack, my fellows, what (hould I fay to you ?

Let it be recorded by the righteous gods,

I am as poor as you.
1 Ser. Such a houfe broke!

So noble a malfter fall'n! all gone! and not

One friend to take his fortune by the arm,

And go along with him !
2 Ser. As we turn our backs

From our companion thrown into his grave,

So his familiars from his buried fortunes

Slink all away, leave their falfe vows with him

Like empty purfes pick’d: and his poor felf,

A dedicated beggar to the air,

With his difeale of all-fhun’ d pmcrn p

Walks, like contempt, alone. More of our fellows.

Enter other Servants.

Flav. All broken implements of a ruin’d houfe ,
3 Ser. Yet do our hearts wear Zimon's livery,
That {ece I by our faces; we are fellows,
Serving alike in forrow. Leak’d is our bark
And we, poor mates, ftand on the dying deck,
Hearing the furges threat: we muft all part
Into the fea of air.
Flav. Good fellows d]l
The lateft of my wealth I'll fhare amongft you.

Wherever we fhall meet, for Timon’s fake,
Let’s
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Let’s yet be fellows ; fhake our heads, and fay,

As 'twere a knell unto our mafter’s fortunes)

We have feen better days. Let each take fome;
Nay, put out all your hands. Not one word more:
Thus part we rich in forrow, parting poor.

[be gives them money, they embrace and part [everal ways,
O, the fierce wretchednefs that glory brings us!
Who would not wifh to be from wealth exempt,
Since riches point to mifery and contempt ?

Who'd be fo mock’d with glory, as to live

But in a dream of friendfhip ?

To have his pomp, and all what ftate compounds,
But only painted like his varnifh'd friends?

Poor honeft lord, brought low by his own heart,
Undone by goodnefs | — Strange unufual blood,
When man’s worft fin is, he does too much good !
Who then dares to be half {fo kind again ?

For bounty, that makes gods, does {till mar men.
My deareft lord, bleft, to be moft accurs’d;

Rich, only to be wretched ; thy great fortunes

Are made thy chief afli¢tions. Alas, kind lord!
He's flung in rage from this ungrateful feat

Of monftrous friends: nor has he with him to
Supply his life, or that which can command it.

I'll follow after and inquire him out:

I'll ever ferve his mind with my beft will;

Whilit I have gold, I'll be his fteward fhill. ' [ Exits

S:CrENGE 1L
The Woods.
Eunter Timon.

Tim, BLESSED breeding fun, draw from the earth
Rotten humidity : below thy fifter’s orb
G2 Infeét
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Infeét the air] Twinn'd brothers of one womb,

Whole procreation, refidence, and birth,

Scarce is divided, touch with feveral fortunes,

The greater {eorns the lefler : not ev’n nature,

To whom all {ores lay fiege, can bear great fortune

But with contempt of nature.

Raife me this beggar, and degrade that lord;

T'he {enator fhall bear contempt hereditary,

The beggar native honour :

It is the pafture lards the weather’s fides,

The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who dares,

In purity of manhood ftand upright,

And fay, This man's a flatterer 2 if one be,

So are they all ; for every greeze of fortune

Is {mooth’d by that below. The learned pate

Ducks to the golden fool : all is oblique;

There’s nothing level in our curfed natures

But direét villany., Then, be abhorr'd

All feafts, focieties, and throngs of men !

His {femblable, yea, himfelf, Zimon difdains.

Deftruction phang mankind | — Earth, yield me roots!
[digging the earth.

Who feeks for better of thee, fauce his palate

With thy moft operant poifon | — What is here ?

Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? no, gods,

I am no idle votarift ; roots, clear heav’'ns!

Thus much of this will make black, white; foul, fair;

Wrong, right; bafe, noble; old, young; coward, valiant.

You gods! why this ? why this, you gods? Why, this

Will lug your priefts and fervants from your fides;

Pluck fick men’s pillows from below their heads.

This yellow flave

Will knit and break religions; blefs th’ accurs'd;

Make the hoar leprofy ador’d ; place thieves,

And give them title, knee, and approbation,

With {enators on the bench ; this, this is it
That
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That makes the waped widow wed again ;

tlcr, whom the fpittal-houfe and ulcerous fores

Would caft the gorge at, this embalms and {pices

To th'April day again. Come damned earth,

Thou common whore of mankind, that putt'ft odds

Among the rout of nations, I will make thee

Do thy right nature. — [drum.] Hal a drum? — Thou'rt quick,
But yet I'll bury thee: thou'lt go, firong thief,

When gouty keepers of thee cannot ftand.

Nay, ftay thou out for carneft. [ keeping fome gold,

SCENE IV

Enter Alcibiades with drum and fife in warlike manner,
and Phrynia and Timandra.

Ale. What art thou there P fpeak.

Tim. A beaft, as thou art: cankers gnaw thy heart,
For fthowing me again the eyes of man |

Ale, What is thy name ? is man fo hateful to thee,
That art thyfelf a man ?

Tim. 1 am mifantbropos, and hate mankind,
For thy part, I do wifh thou wert a dog,
That I might love thee {fomething.

Ale. 1 know thee well ;
But in thy fortunes am unlearn’d and ftrange.

Zim. 1 know thee too ; and more than as I know thee
I not defire to know. Follow thy drum,
And with man’s blood paint all the ground gules, gules:
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel;
Then what fhould war be? This fell whore of thine
Hath in her more deftruétion than thy fword,
For all her cherubin look.

Phry. Thy lips rot off |

Tim. 1 will not kifs thee, then the rot returns
To thine own lips again.

Ale. How came the noble Timon to this change ?

Tim.
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Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give :
But then renew I could not, like the moon
There were no funs to borrow of.
Ale. Noble Timon, what friendfhip may I do thee ?
Tim. None, but to maintain my opinion,
Ale. What is it Timon
Tim. Promife me friendfhip, but perform none. If
Thou wilt not |n'+rJu‘nii:.::r the gnds ;J];iguc thee, for
Thou art a man: if thou doit perform,
Confound thee, for thou art a man !
Ale. I've hear’d in fome fort of thy miferies.
Zin. Thou faw’ft them when I had profperity.
Ale. 1 fee them now; then was a blefled time.
Zim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots,
Timan. s this th’ Athenian minion, whom the world
Voic'd fo regardfully ?
Tim. Art thou Timandra?
Timan. Yes.
Trm. Be a whore ftill ] they love thee not that ufe thee ;
Give them difeafes, leaving with thee their luft:
Make ufe of thy falt hours: feafon the flaves
For tubs, and baths; bring down the rofe-cheek’d youth
To th’ tub-faft, and the diet.
Timan. Hang thee, monfter !
Ale. Pardon him, {weet Timandra; for his wits
Are drown'd and loft in his calamities. —
I have but little gold of late, brave Zimonm,
The want whereof doth daily make revolt
In my penurious band. I have heard and griev'd,
How curfed Azhens is mindlefs of thy worth,
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour ftates
But for thy fword and fortune had trod on them.
Tim. 1 prythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone,
Ale. 1 am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon.
Zim. How doft thou pity him, whom thou doft trouble ?
I'ad rather be alone.

Ale.
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Alc. Why, fare thee well :
Here's gold for thee.
Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it.
Ale. When 1 have lay’d proud Atbens on a heap, —
Tim. Warr'ft thou gainft Arbesns 2
Ale. Ay, Timon, and have caufe.
Tim. The gods confound them all then in thy conquelt ;
And after, thee, when thou haft conquered !
Ale. But why, me, Timon ?
Zim. That by killing villains
Thou waft born to make conqueft of my country.
Put up thy gold. Go on, here’s gold, go on;
Be as a planetary plague, when fove
Will o’er fome high-vic’d city hang his poifon
In the fick air: let not thy fword fkip one:
Pity not honour’d age for his white beard,
He is an ufurer : ftrike me the matron,
It is her habit only that is honeft,
Herfelf’s a bawd: let not the virgin’s cheek
Make foft thy trenchant fword ; for thofe milk-paps
That through the window-lawn bore at men’s eyes,
Are not within the leaf of pity writ,
Set them down horrible traitors: fpare not the babe
Whofe dimpled {miles from fools extort their mercy ;
Think it a baftard, who, the oracle
Hath doubtfully pronounc’d, thy throat fhall cut,
And mince it fans remorfe: fwear "gainft all objets,
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes;
Whofe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes,
Nor ﬁght of prieftsin holy veftments bleeding,
Shall pierce a jot. There’s gold to pay thy foldiers:
Make large confufion ; and, thy fury {pent,
Confounded be thyfelf! Speak not, be gone.
Ale. Haft thou gold yet ?
I'll take the gold thou giv’'ft me, not thy counfel.
Tim, Doft thou, or doft thou not, heav’n’s curfe upon theel

Both.
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Both. Give us fome gold, good Timen; haft thou more ?
Tim. Enough to make a whore forfwear her trade,
And to make whores abundant, Hold up, you {luts,
Your aprons mountant : you're not oathable,
( Although, I know, you'll {wear, terribly fivear
Into ftrong thudders and to heavenly agues
Th’ immortal gods that hear you,) ipare your oaths;
I'll truft to your conditions : be whores ftill ;
And he whole pious breath feeks to convert you,
Be ftrong in whore, allure him, burn him up :
Let your clofe fire predominate his {fmoke,
And be no turncoats: yet may your pains exteriour
Je quite contrary ; make falfe hair, and thatch
Your poor thin roofs with burdens of the dead,
Some that were hang’d, no matter:
Wear them, betray with them ; and whore on ftill :
Paint till a horfe may mire upon your face;
A pox of wrinkles!
Both. Well, more gold ; — what then ?
Believe that we'll do any thing for gold.
Zim, Confumptions {ow
In hollow bones of man, firike their fharps fhins
And mar men’s fparring.. Crack the lawyer’s voice,
That he may never more falfe tide plead,
Nor {ound his quillets fhrilly : hoar the flamen,
That {colds againft the quality of flefh,
And not believes himfelf : down with the nofe,
Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away
Of him, that his particular to forefee
Smells from the gen'ral weal : make curl’d-pate ruffians
Quite bald, and let the unfcarr’d braggarts of
The war derive fome pain from you: plague ally
That your a&ivity may defeat and quell
The fource of all ereétion. — There’s more gold :
Do you damn ethers, and let this damn you,
And ditches grave you all |

E&:'{l;l'
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Both. More counfel with more money, bounteous Timon.

Tim. More whore, more mifchief firft; I've given you earneft.

Ale. Strike up the drum tow'rds Atbens, — Farewel, Timon ;
If I thrive well, I'll vifit thee again.

Tim. If I hope well, I'll never fee thee more.

Alc. I never did thee harm.

Zim. Yes, thou {pok’ft well of me.

Ale. Call'ft thou that harm ?

Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee hence away,
And take thy beagles with thee.

Ale. We but offend him. — Strike.

[ Exeunt Alcib, Phrynia and Timandra.

S0 NG,

Tim. That nature being fick of man’s unkindnefs
Should yet be hungry | — Common mother, thou
Whofe womb unmeafurable, and infinite breaft,
Teems, and feeds all; o thou, whofe {elfsame mettle,
Whereof thy proud child arregant man is puff’d,
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue,

The giidcd newt, and u_}-'r;‘lt{'s venom'd worm ;
With all th’ abhorred births below crifp heav'n
Whereon Hyperion's quick’ning fire doth fhine ;
Yield him, who all thy human fons does hate,
From forth thy plenteous bofom, one poor root!
Then fear thy fertile and conceptious womb ;

Let it no more bring out ingratcﬁﬂ man !

Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears,
Teem with new monfters whom thy upward face
Hath to the marbled manfion all above

Never prefented ! — O, a root, — dear thanks|!
Dry up thy meadows, vineyards, plough-torn leas,
Whereof ingrateful man with liqu’rifh draughts,
And morfels un&ious, greafes his pure mind,

‘That from it all confideration {lips! —
Your. V, H SCENE




58 TIMON OPF ATHENS

SCENE VL

Enter Apemantus.

More man? plague, plague!
Apem. 1 was directed hither: men report,
Thou doft affeét my manners, and doft ufe them.
Zim. 'Tis then, becaufe thou doit not keep a dog
Whom I would imitate: confumption catch thee'!
Apem, This 1s in thee a nature but affected,
A poor unmanly melancholy, fprung
From change of fortune. Why this fpade ? this place ?
This flave-like habit? and thefe looks of care ?
Thy flatt'rers yet wear filk, drink wine, lie {oft,
Hug their difeas’d perfumes, and have forgot
That ever Timon was. Shame not thefe weeds,
By putting on the cunning of a carper.
Be thou a flatt’rer now, and feek to thrive
By that which has undone thee ; hinge thy knee,
And let his very breath, whom thou’lt obferve,
Blow off thy cap ; praife his moft vicious ftrain,
And call it excellent. Thou waft told thus:
Thou gav’ft thine ears, like tapfters, that bid welcome
To knaves, and all approachers: ’tis moft juft
That thou turn rafcal ; hadft thou wealth again,
Rafcals thould hav’t. Do not aflume my likenefs.
Tim. Were I like thee, I'd throw away myfelf.
Apem. Thowaft caft away thyfelf, being like thyfelf,
So long a madman, now a fool. What, think’ft thou
That the bleak air, thy boifterous chamberlain,
Will put thy thirt on warm ? will thefe mofs’d trees,
That have outliv’d 'the eagle, page thy heels,
And fkip when thou point'ft out ? will the cold brook,
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning tafte
To cure thy o'er-night’s {furfeit ? Call the creatures,
Whofe naked natures live in all the {pite

Of
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Of wreakful heav’'n, whofe bare unhoufed trunks,
To the confli&ting elements expos’d,

Anfwer mere nature, — bid them flatter thee;

O, thou fhalt find —

Tim. A fool of thee: depart,

Apem. 1 love thee better now than e'er I did.

Zim. I hate thee worfe: thou flatter’ft mifery.

Apem. 1 flatter not, but fay thou art a caitiff.

Zim. Why doft thou feek me out?

Apem. Only to vex thee.

Tim. Always a villain’s office, or a fool’s.

Doft pleafe thyfelf int ?

Apem. Ay.

Tim. What a knave thou |

Apem. If thou didft put this {our cold habit on
To caftigate thy pride, “twere well ; but thou
Doft it enforcedly : thou’dft courtier be
Wert thou not beggar. Willing mifery
Outftrips incertain pomp, is crown'd before it:
The one is filling ftill, never complete ;

The other, at high wifh: beft ftates, contentlefs,
Have a diftracted and moft wretched being,
Worfe than the worft, content.

Thou fhouldft defire to die, being miferable.

Zim. Not by his breath, that is more miferable.
Thou art a flave, whom fortune’s tender arm
With favour never clafp’d ; bred but a dog.
Hadft thou, like us from our firft fwath, proceeded
Through {weet degrees that this brief world affords
To fuch as may the paffive drugs of it
Freely command, thou wouldft have plung’d thyfelf
In general riot, melted down thy youth
In different beds of luft, and never learn’d
The icy precepts of refpect, but followed
The fugar’d game before thee. But myfelf,

Who had the world as my confectionary,
i 2 The
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The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, the hearts of men
At duty, more than I could frame employments
‘That numberlefs upon me ftuck, as leaves

Do on the oak ; yet with one winter’s brufh

Fall'n from their boughs, have left me open, bare

For every ftorm that blows; I to bear this,

That never knew but better, is fome burden :

Thy nature did commence in fuff’rance, time

Hath made thee hard in’t.  Why fhouldft thou hate men ?

They never flatter’d thee. What haft thou given ?

If thou wilt curfe, thy father that poor rag

Muft be thy fubje&, who in {pite put ftuff

To fome fhe beggar, and compounded thee

Poor rogue hereditary. Hence! be gone!

If thou hadft not been born the worlt of men,

Thou hadft been knave and fatterer,

Apem. Art thou proud yet ?

im. Ay, that I am not thee,
Apem. 1, that I was no prodigal.
Tim. 1, that I am one now :

Were all the wealth I have fhut up in thee,

I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone.

That the whole life of 4zbens were in this!

Thus would I eat it." [eating a root.
Apem. What wouldft thou have to Athens 2
Zim, Thee thither in a whirlwind : if thou wilt,

Tell them there, I have gold ; look, fo I have.
Apem. Here is no ufe for gold.

Zim. The beft and trueft :

For here it fleeps, and does no hired harm.

Apem. Where ly’lt o’ nights, Zimon €

* Thus would 1 eat it,
Apern. Here will [ mend thy feaft,
Tim. Firlt mend my company, take away thyfelf.
Apem. So I fhall mend my own, by th’ lack of thine.
| i Tim. "Tis not well mended fo, it is but botch'd ;
" If not, I would it were,
Apem, What wouldft thou &5,

Tim.
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Tim. Under that's above me.

Where feed’ft thou o days, Apemanius?

Apem. Where
My ftomach finds meat; rather, where I eat it.

Tim. *Would poifon were obedient, knew my mind |

Apem. Where wouldft thou fend it then?

Tim., To fauce thy difhes.

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never kneweft, but the
extremity of both ends. When thou waft in thy gilt, and thy
perfume, they mock’d thee for too much courtefly; in thy rags
thou knoweft none, but art defpis’d for the contrary.’ What
things in the world canft thou neareft compare to thy flatterers?

Tom. Women neareft ; but men, men are the things themfelves.
What wouldft thou do with the world, Apemantus, if it lay in
thy power ?

Apem, Give it the beafts, to be rid of the men.

Tim. Wouldft thou have thyfelf fall in the confufion of men,
and remain a beaft with the beafts?

Apem. Ayy Timon.

Tim. A beaftly ambition, which the gods grant thee tattain
to] If thou wert a lion, the fox would beguile thee; if thou
wert the lamb, the fox would eat thee; if thou wert the fox, the
lion would fufpeé thee, when, peradventure, thou wert accus’'d
by the afs : if thou wert the afs, thy dulnefs would torment thee ;
and ftill thoud'ft live but as a breakfaft to the wolf: if thou wert
the wolf, thy greedinefs would affliét thee ; and oft thou thouldft
hazard thy life for thy dinner: wert thou the unicorn, pride
and wrath would confound thee, and make thine ownielt the

----- the contrary. There's a mediar for thee, eat it.

Tim. On what I bate, I feed not.

Apem, Doft hate a medlar

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee.

Apem. An th' hadit hated medlars fooner, thou fhouldt have loved thyfelf better now.
What man didft thou ever know unthrift, that was beloved after his means !

Tim. Who, without thofe means thou talk’t of; did{t thou ever know beloved !

.}ffﬂn. Myfelf,
Tim, 1 underftand thee; thou hadft fome roeans to keep a dag.

Apem. What things &fe.

|

mnqueﬂ;
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conqueft of thy fury:* wert thou a bear, thou wouldft be kill’d
by the horfe; wer’t thou a horfe, thou wouldft be feized by the
leopard ; wert thou a leopard, thou wert german to the lion,
and the {pots of thy kindred were jurors on thy life: all thy fafety
were remotion, and thy defence abfence.  What beaft couldft thoy
be, that were not fubje to a beaft? and what a beaft art thou
already, and feeft not thy lofs in transformation |

Apem. If thou couldft pleafe me with {peaking to me, thou
mightft have hit upon it here: the commonwealth of A¢hens is
become a foreft of beafts.

Zim. How has the afs broke the wall, that thou art out of the
city ?

Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive.

Zim. "Would thou wert clean enough to {pit upon.
A plague on thee!

Apem. Thou art too bad too curfe.

Timm. All villains that do ftand by thee, are pure.

Apem. There is no leprofy but what thou fpeak’ft.

Tim. I'd beat thee, but I {hould infeét my hands.

Apem. I would my tongue could rot them off |

Zim. Away, thou iffue of a mangy dog!
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive;
I {woon to {ee thee.

Apem. 1 would thou wouldft burft.

Zim. Away, thou tedious rogue, I am forry 1
Shall lofe a ftone by thee.

Apem. Bealt)

Tim. Slave!

Apem. Toad

Tim. Rogue!
I am fick of this falfe world ; and will love nought
But ev’n the mere neceflities upon it,
Then, Zimon, prefently prepare thy grave ;

* The accotnt given of the umicorn is thir ; that be and the liom being enemies by mature, as fosn as
the lion fees the wnicern be betakes -"s.:'r.u'fé-_':.'" Yo @ trae = the wnicorn in biv fury and woith all the faifEnes

As " . - . . . i r t = . elle B
bis conerfe rumning at bim flicks bis darn fafl in the tree, and then the Hon Jalls span Bim and Kl fim,

of i
Lciner Hif, Awimal, :
Lie
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Lie where the light foam of the {ea may beat
Thy Eravc-ih::-nc daily ; make thine epitaph,
That death in me at others’ lives may laugh.
O thou fweet king-killer, and dear divorce [looking on the gold.
*Twixt natural fon and firel thou bright defler
Of Hymen's pureft bed | thou valiant Mars/
Thou ever young, frefh, lov'd, and delicate wooer,
Whofe blufh doth thaw the confecrated fnow,
That lies on Dias’s lap! thou vifible god,
That folder’ft clofe impoflibilities,
And mak’ft them kifs | that {peak’ft with every tongue
To every purpole! o, thou touch of hearts|
Think, thy flave man rcbels; and by thy virtue
Set them into confounding odds, that beafts
May have the world in empire.
Apem. "Would ‘twere {o,
But not 'till I am dead | T'll fay, th”haft gold;
Thou wilt be throng’d to fhortly.
Tim. Throng'd to?
Apem. Ay.
Zim. Thy back, I pr'ythee: live and love thy mifery :
Long live {o or fo die, {foI am quit.
Mo things like men? eat, Timon, and abhor them.,
Jeeing the Thieves.
Apem. The plague of company light upon thee! Iwill fear to
catch it, and give way. When I know not what elfe to do, T'll
fee thee again.
Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, thou fhalt be
welcome. 1 had rather be a beggar’s dog than Apemantus. :
[ Exit Ape.
S C EBNE: NI

Enter Thicves.

1 Thief. Where fhould he have this gold? Tt is {fome poor
fragment, fome flender ort of his remainder: the mere want of

gold, and the falling off of friends, drove him into this melancholy.
2 Thief.
2fe
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2 Thief. It is nois’d, he hath a mafs of treafure.

3 Thief. Let us make the affay upon him ; if he care not for't,
he will {fupply us eafily: if he covetoully referve it, how fhall's
get it}

2 Thief. True; for he bears it not about him : ’tis hid.

1 Thief. Is not this he ?

All. Where ?

2 Thief. Tis his defcription.

3 Thief. He; I know him.

All. Save thee, Timon!

Zim. Now, thieves?

Al Soldiers ; not thieves.

Zim. Both, both, and women’s fons.

All. We are not thieves, but men that much do want.

Zim. Your greateft want is, you want much of men.
Why fhould you want ? behold, the earth hath roots ;
Within this mile break forth an hundred {prings :

The oaks bear mafts, the briers {carlet hips ;
The bounteous hufwife nature on each buth
Lays her full mefs before you. Want ? why want ?

1 Thief. We cannot live on grafs, on berries, water,
As beafts, and birds, and fithes.

Tim. Nor on the beafts themfelves, the birds, and fithes:

You muft eat men. Yet thanks I muft you con,
That you are thieves profefs’d ; that you work not
In holier fthapes: for there is boundlefs theft

In limited profeflions. Rafcals, thieves,
Here's gold ;. go, fuck the fubtle blood o’th’ grape
T'ill the high fever feeth your blood to froth,
And o’ {cape hanging: truft not the phyfician ;
His antidotes are poifon, and he flays
More than you rob, takes wealth, and life together :
Do villany, do, fince you profefs to do’t,
Like workmen. I’ll example you with thievery :
The fun’s a thief, and with his great attraction
Robs the vaft fea; the moon’s an arrant thicf,
And
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And her pale fire fhe fnatches from the fun;
The fea’s a thief, whofe liquid furge refolves
The mounds into falt tears; the earth’s a thief,
That feeds and breeds by a compofture ftoln
From gen’ral excrement : each thing’s a thief.
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power
Have uncheck'd theft. Love not yourfelves; away;
Rob one another. There’s more gold : cut throats;
All that you meet are thieves : to Arhens go,
Break open fhops ; for nothing can you fteal
But thieves do lofe it: fteal not lefs for what
I give; and gold confound you howfoever |
Amen. | Exit.
3 Thief. Has almoft charm'd me from my profefiion, by
perfuading me to it.
1 Thief. “Tis in his malice to mankind, that he thus advifes
us; not to have us thrive in our 111'1&::1"};.
2 Thief. T'll believe him as an enemy ; and give over my trade.
1 Thief. Let us firft fee peace in Athens.
2 Thief. There is no time fo miferable but a man may be true.
[ Exeunt.

O RGO R OIGIIIIIGIOIGIOR IO RO,

ACT V. SCE'N-E d.
The Hoods and Timon’s Cave..
Enter Flavius 7o Timon.

FLAV.IUS,

O you gudsf
Is yon defpis'd and ruinous man my lord ?
Full of decay and failing ? O monument
And wonder of good decds evilly beftow'd !
What change of honour defp’rate want has made !
What viler thing upon the earth, than.friends,
Who can bring nobleft minds to bafeft ends ?
Vou. V. I How
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How rarely does it meet with this time’s guile,
When man was wifh'd to love his enemies |

Grant I may ever love and rather woo

Thofe that would mifchief me, than thofe that do.
H'as caught me in his eye: I will prefent

My honeft Erru,r to him; and, as my lord,

Still ferve him with my life. — My dearcft mafler|

Tim. Away! what art thou?

Flav. Have you forgot me, fir?

Ziz. Why doft afk that . I have e forgot all men:
Then, if thou granteft that thou art a man,

I have forgot thee.
Flav. An honeft fervant.
Tim. Then I know thee not :

I ne’er had honeft man about me; all

I kept were knaves, to {ferve in meat to villains.
Flav. The gods are witnefs,

Ne'er did poor fteward wear a truer grief

For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you.

Tim. What, doft thou weep 7 — Come nearer; then I love thee,
Becaufe thou art a woman, and difclaim’ft
Flinty mankind ; whofe eyes do never give,

But or through luft, or laughter.”

Flav. 1 beg of you to know me, good my lord,
T’accept my grief, and, whilit this poor wealth lafts,
To r:nt:.,rm[n me as your fteward {ftill.

Tim. Had I a fteward
So true, fo juft, and now fo comfortable ?

It almoft turns my dangerous nature mild.
Let me behold thy face: furely, this man
Was born of woman., —

Forgive my gen’ral and exceptlefs rafhnefs,
Pc‘rlmtl_ml—fﬂ!‘,lr:r ng:‘:} I do larDC]rLim

N :'-'11""11!2'1' Fity's fleeping :
Strange times! that weep with Jaughing, not with weeping.
Flawv. L'L beg of s=ss=
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One honeft man : miftake me not, but one;
No more, I pray, and he’s a fteward too, —
How fain would I have hated all mankind,
And thou redeem’ft thyfelf: but all, fave thee,
I fell with curfes.
Methinks, thou art more honeft now than wife;
For, by opprefling and betraying me,
Thou mightft have fooner got another fervice:
For many {o arrive at fecond mafters,
Upon their firft lord’s neck. But tell me true,
(For I muft ever doubt, though ne’er fo {ure,)
Is not thy kindnefs fubtle, covetous,
An ufuring kindnefs, as rich men deal gifts,
Expedting in return twenty for one ?

Flav. No, my moft worthy mafter, (in whofe breaft
Doubt and fufpe&, alas, are plac’d too late,)
You fhould have fear'd falfe times, when you did feaft;
Sufpeé ftill comes when an eftate is leaft.
That which I fhow, heav'n knows, is merely love,
Duty, and zeal, to your unmatched mind,
Care of your food and living: and, believe it,
For any benefit that points to me
Either in hope, or prefent, I'd exchange it
For this one wifh, that you had power and wealth
To requite me by making rich yourfelf.

Tim. Look thee, 'tis fo; thou fingly honeft man,
Here, take; the gods out of my mifery
Have fent thee treafure. Go, live rich and happy :
But thus condition’d ; thou fhalt build from men;
Hate all, curfe all: fhow charity to none;
But let the famifh'd flefh {lide from the bone,
Ere thou relieve the beggar: give to dogs
What thou deny’ft to men; let prifons fwallow em,
Debts wither 'em: be men like blafted woods,
And may difeafes lick up their falfe bloods !
And fo, farewel, and thrive.

12 Flaw,
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Fiav, O, let me flay,
And comfort you, my mafler!
Ty, If thou hat'ft curfes,
Stay not ; but fly, whilft thou art bleft and free :
Ne'er fee thou man, and let me ne’er {ee thee. | Excunt.

SCENE 11
Enter Poet, and Painter.

Pain. As I took note of the place, it can’t be far where he
abides.

Poet. What's to be thought of him ? does the rumour hold
for true, that he’s fo full of gold ?

Pain. Certain: Alcibiades reports it 3 Phrywia and Timandra
had gold of him: he likewife enrich’d poor ftragling foldiers
with great quantity : ’tis faid, he gave his fteward a mighty fum.

Poer. ‘Then this breaking of his has been but a trial of his
friends ?

Pain. Nothing elfe: you fhall fee him a palm in Aehens
again, and flourifh with the higheft. Therefore, ’tis not amifs
we tender our loves to him in this {uppos’d diftrefs of his: it will
fthow honeftly in us, and is very likely to load our purpofes with
what they travel for, if it be a juft and true report that goes of
his hawing.

Poet. What have you now to prefent unto him ?

Pain. Nothing at this time but my vifitation : only I will
promife him an excellent piece.

Peet. 1 muft ferve him fo too, tell him of an intent that’s
coming toward him,

Pain. Good as the beft, Promifing is the very air o’th’time ;
it opens the eyes of expectation : performance is ever the duller
for his a& ; and, but in the plainer and fimpler kind of people,
the deed is quite out of ufe. To promife is moft courtly and
fathionable: performance is a kind of will or teftament ; which
argues a great ficknefs in his judgment that makes it.

Reenter
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Reenter Timon from bis Cave, unfeen, but over-hearing bim.

T4. Excellent workman! thou canft not paint a man fo bad
as thyfelf,

Poet. 1 am thinking what I {hall fay I have provided for him:
it muft be a perfonating of himfelf; a fatyr againft the foftnefs
of profperity, witha difcovery of the infinite flatteries that follow
youth and opulency.

Tim. Muft thou needs ftand for a villain in thine owsn work ?
wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men ? do fo, I have
gold for thee.

Pain. Nay, let’s feek him :

Then do we fin againft our own eftate,
When we may profit meet, and come too late,

Poet. True;
While the day ferves, before black-corneted night,
Find what thou want'{t by free and offer’d light.
Come.

Tim. TI'll meet you at the turn, —
What a god’s gold, that he is worlhipped
In bafer temples, than where fwine do feed |
Tis thou that rigg’{t the bark, and plow'ft the foam
Settleft admired rev'rence in a flave;
To thee be worfhip, and thy faints for aye
Be crown’d with plagues, that thee alone obey !
"Tis fit I meet them.

Poet, Haill worthy Zimon.

Pain. Our late noble mafter.

Tim. Have I once liv'd to fee two honeft men #

Poet. Sir, having often of your bounty tafted,

Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fall'n off,

For whofe moft thanklefs natures (abhorr’d fpirits })
Not all the whips of heav'n are large enough :
What ! ev'n to you! whofe ftar-like noblenefs

Gave lifc and influence to their being! I'm rapt,
And cannot cover the monftrous bulk of this

Ingratitudﬁ
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Ingratitude with any fize of words.

Zim. Let it go naked, men may fee’t the better :
You that are honeft, by being what you are,
Make them beft feen and known,

Pain, He, and myfelf,
Have tavell’d in the fhower of your gifts,
And fweetly felc it.

Tim. Ay, you’re honeft men.

Pain. We're hither come to offer you our fervice,

Zim, Moft honeft men | why, how {hall I requite you ?
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water ? no.

Both. What we can do, we'll do, to do you fervice.

Zim. Y'are honeft men: you've heard that I have gold ;
I'm fure, you have: {peak truth; y'are honeft men.

Pain. So it is {aid, my noble lord ; but therefore
Came not my friend, nor I.

Zim. Good honeft man! thou draw’ft a counterfeit
Beft in all Athens : thou'rt, indeed, the beft;

Thou counterfeit’ft moft lively.

Pain. So fo, my lord.

Zim. E'en fo, fir, as I fay. — And, for thy fiction, [0 2be Poe:.
Why, thy verfe fwells with ftuff fo fine and {mooth,
That thou art even natural in thine art, —

But, for all this, my honeft-natur'd friends,
I muft needs fay, you have a little fault:
Marry, not monftrous in you; neither with I
You take much pains to mend.

Both. *Beleech your honour
To make it known to us,

Tim. You'll take it ill.

Both. Moft thankfully, my lord.

Zim. Will you, indeed ?

Borh, Doubt it not, worthy lord.

Zim. There’s ne’er a one of you but trufts a knave,
That mightily deceives you,

Both. Do we, my lord ?

Tim.
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Tim. Ay, and you hear him cog, {fee him diffemble,
Know his grofs patchery, love him, and feed him,
Keep in your bofom ; yet remain affur’d
That he’s a made-up villain.
Pain. I know none {uch,
My lord.
Poer. Nor L
Zim. Look you, I love you well; TI'll give you gold,
Rid me thefe villains from your companies :
Hang them, or ftab them, drown them in a draught,
Confound them by fome courfe, and come to me,
I'll give you gold enough.
Both. Name them, my lord, let's know them.
Tim. You that way, and you this ; not two in company,
Each man apart, all fingle and alone;
Yet an arch-villain keeps him company. —
If, where thox art, two villains {hall not be, [20 the Painter.
Come not near him. — If thou wouldft not refide [0 #he Poet.
But where one villain is, then Ai# abandon. —
Hence ! pack! there’s gold, ye came for gold, ye flaves;
You have work’d for me, there’s your payment: hencel —
You are an alchymift, make gold of that : —
Out, rafcal dogs! [ Exit beating and driving "em out.

SCENE IIL

Enter Flavius, and twe Senators.

Flav. It is in vain that you would fpeak with Zimon ;
For he is fet {o only to himfelf,
That nothing, but himfelf, which looks like man,
Is friendly with him.
1 Sen. Bring us to his cave:
It is our part and promile to th’ Athenians
To {peak with Timon,
2 Sen. At all times alike
Men are not ftill the fame ; ’twas time and griefs

That
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That fram'd him thus: time with his fairér hand
Offering the fortunes of his former days,
The former man may make him: bring us to him,
And chance it as it may.

Flav. Here is his cave. —
Peace and content be here! Lord Timoen ! Tinen !
Look out and {peak to friends : th’ Athenians
By two of their moft rev'rend fenate greet thee;
‘%pm[f. to them, noble Timon.

Enter Timon ot .cy" his Cave.

Zim. Thou fun that comfort'ft, burnl—=Speak and be hang’d:
For each true word a blifter! *md each falfe
Be cauterizing to the root o’th’ tongue,
Confuming it with fpeaking !
1 Sen. Wurthfp Timon, —
i, OF none bat fuch ds you, and you of Timon,
2 Sen. The {enators of Athens greet thee, Timon,
Tim. Ithank them; and would fend thcm back the plague,
Could T but catch it for them.
1 Sen. O, forget
What we are forry for ourfelves, in‘thee :
The fenators, with one confenit of love,
Entreat thee back to Azbens; who have thought
On fpecial dignities, which vacant lie
For th:,e beft ufe and wearing.
2 Sen. They confels
Tow'rd thee forgetfulnefs, too general, g}mﬁ.
And now the publick body (which doth feldom
Play the recanter) feeling in itfelf
A lack of Timon's aid, hath fenfe withal
Of its own fault, reftraining aid’ to Timen ;
And fends forth us to make their forrow’s tender,
Together with a recompence more fruitful
Than their offence can weigh down by the dtam ;

Ay, ev'n [uch heaps and fums of love and-wealth,
As
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As fhall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs,
And write in thee the figures of their love,
Ever to read them thine.

Tim. You witch me in it,
Surprize me to the very brink of tears:
Lend me a fool’s heart, and a woman’s eyes,
And I'll beweep thefe comforts, worthy {enators.

1 Sen. Therefore, fo pleafe thee to return with us,
And of our Athens, thine and ours, to take
The captainfhip : thou fhalt be met with thanks,
Allow’d with abfolute power, and thy good name
Live with authority : foon we fhall drive back
Of Alcibiades th’ approaches wild,
Who, like a boar too favage, doth root up
His country’s peace.

2 Sen. And fhakes his threat’ning fword
Againft the walls of Arhens.

1 Sen. Therefore, Timon, —

Tim. Well, fir, T will; therefore I will, fir; thus, ~—
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen,
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon,
That Timoen caresnot. If he fack fair Athens,
And take our goodly aged men by th’ beards,
Giving our holy virgins to the ftain
Of contumelious, beaftly, madbrain’d war;
‘Then let him know, and tell him Zimon {peaks it,
In pity of our aged, and our youth,
I cannot choofe but tell him, — that I care not:
And let him take’t at worft; for their knives care not,
While you have throats to anfwer: for myfelf,
There’s not a whittle in th’ unruly camp,
But I do prize it in my love, before
The reverend’ft throat in Azhens. So I leave you
To the protection of the profp’rous gods,
As thieves to keepers.

Flav, Stay not, all’s in vain,

Vor. V. K Tim,
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Zim. Why, T was writing of my epitaph,
It will be feen to-morrow : my long ficknefs
Of health and living now begins to mend,
And nothing brings me all things. Goe, live flill;
Be Alcibiades your plague you his;

And laft {o long enough |

1 Sen. We {peak in vain.

Zim. But yet I love my country, and am not
One that rejoices in the common wreck,

As common brait doth put it

1 Sen. That's well fpoke.

Zim. Commend me to my lovin g countrymen,

1 Sen. Thelewords become your lips, as they pafs through them.

2 Sen. And enter in our ears like great triumphers
In their applauding gates.

Zim, Commend me to them;

And tell them, that, to cafe them of their griefs,

Their fears of hoftile ftrokes, their aches, loffes,

Their pangs of love, with other incident throes

‘That nature’s fragile veflel doth fuftain

In life’s uncertain voyage, I will do

Some kindnefs to them, teach them to prevent

Wild Alcibiades’ wrath.

2 Sen. I like this well,

Zim. 1 have a tree, which grows here in my clofe,
That mine own ufe invites me to cut down,

And fhortly muft I fell it: teil my friends,

Tell Athens in the frequence of degree,

From high to low throughout, that whofo pleafe

To ftop affliction, let him take his hafle,

Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe,

And hang himfelf. T pray you, do my greeting.
Flav. Vex him no further, thus you ftill thall find him.
Zim. Come not to me again, but fay to Arhens,

Zirmon hath made his everlafting manfion

Upon the beached verge of the falt flood ;

Which
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Which once a-day with his embofled froth

The turbulent furge fhall cover: thither come,

And let my grave-ftone be your oracle, —

Lips, let four words go by, and language end:

What is amifs, plague and infe&ion mend!

Graves only be men’s works; and death, their gain!

Sun, hide thy beams! Zimon hath done his reign. [Ex# Timon.
1 Sen. His difcontents are coupled to his nature.
2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead : let us return,

And ftrain what other means is left unto us

In our dread peril.
1 Sen. It requires fwift foot. [ Exeunt.

S C.ENE:: IV
The B alls of Athens.

Enter two other Senatorsy, with a Meffenger.

1 Sen. HOU" haft painfully difcover’d ; are his files
As full as they report ?
Mef. 1 have fpoke the leaft:
Befides, his expedition promifes
Prefent approach.’
2 Sen. We ftand much hazardy if they bring not Zinon.
Me/. T met a courfer, one mine ancient friend ;
And, though in general part we were oppos’d,
Yet our old love had a particular force,
And made us {peak like friends: this man was riding
From Alcibiades to Timon's cave,
With letters of entreaty, which imported
His fellowfhip i'th’ caufe againft your city,
In part for his fake mov’d.

Enter the other Senaters.

I Serr. Here come our brothers.
K 2 3 Sen.
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3 ver. No talk of Timon, nothing of him exped
The enemies’drum is heard, and fearful [couring
Doth choke the air with duft. In, and prepare ;

Qurs is the fall, I fear, our foes the fhare.” [ Exeunt.

S CENE V.
Trumpets ﬁw.-f.:f. Enter Alcibiades with bis powers.
Ale.” Sound to this coward and lafcivious town
Our terrible approach, [pariey founded.
[2be Senators appear wupon the walls.
Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the time
With all licentious meafure, making your wills
The {cope of juftice; till now myfelf, and fuch
As {lept within the thadow of your power,
Have wander’d with our traverft arms, and breath’d
Our fufferance vainly : now the time is flufh,
When crouching marrow in the bearer ftron g
Cries, of itlelf, #¢ more : now breathlefs wrong
Shall fit and pant in your great chairs of eafe,
And purly infolence fhall break his wind
With fear and horrid flight.
1 Sen. Noble and young,
‘When thy firft griefs were but a mere conceit,
Ere thou hadft power, or we had caufe to fear,
We fent to thee, to give thy rage its balm,
To wipe out our ingratitude with loves
Abave its quantity,
W our foes the fmare. E i
Enter a Sefdier in the Woods, feeking Timon. S
Sal, ]3:; all defeription, this thould be the place,
Who's here # {peak, ho! No anfwerf ----- What iz this [ a===-
Timer is dead, who hath outftretch’d his fpan :
Some beaft read this; there does not live a man,
Dead, fure; and this his grave. What’s on this tomb?
I cannot read ; the charadter '] take with wax:
Our captain hath in every figure kil ;
An ag'd interpreter, thunLghd;,'ut:|1g in days :
Before proud Arbens he’s fet down by this,

Whoie fall the mark of his ambition is. [ Exi.
DCENE &

2 Sen.
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2 Sen. So did we woo
Transformed Timon to our city’s love
By humble meflage, and by pomis’d ‘mends :
We were not all unkin’d, nor all deferve
The common ftroke of war.

1 Sen. Thefe walls of ours
Were not erected by their hands, from whom
You have receiv’d your griefs: nor are they fuch
That thefe great tow’rs, trophies, and fchools thould fall
For private faults in them.

2 Sen. Nor are they living
Who were the motives that you firft went out :
Shame, -that they wanted cunning, in excefs
Hath broke their hearts. March-on, o noble lord,
Into our city with thy banners {pread :
By decimation and a tithed death,
(If thy revenges hunger for that food
Which nature loaths) take thou the deftin’d tenth.*

1 Sen. We all have not offended ;
For thofe that were, it is not {quare, to take,
On thofe that are, revenge: crimes, like to lands,
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman,
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage:
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and thofe kin
Which in the blufter of thy wrath muit fall
With thofe that have offended ; like a thepherd,
Approach the fold, and cull th’ infeéted forth,
But kill not all together.

2 Sen. What thou wilt
Thou rather fhalt enforce it with thy fmile,
Than hew to’t with thy {word.

1 Sen. Set but thy foot
Againft our rampir’d gates, and they fhall ope:

# m=ma= tike thou the deflin'd tenth,
And by the hazard of the fpotted die,

Let die the fpotted.
i den. We all have &,

So
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So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before,
To fay thou’lt enter friendly.

2 Sen. Throw thy glove,
Or any token of thine honour elfe,
That thou wilt ufe the wars as thy redrefs,
And not as our confufion ; all thy powers
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we
Have feal’d thy full defire.

Ale. Then there's my glove ;
Defcend, and open your uncharged ports:
Thole enemies of Timon, and mine own,
Whom you yourfelves fhall fet out for reproof,
Yall, and no more; and, to atone your fears
With my more noble meaning, not a man
Shall pafs his quarter, or offend the ftream
Of regular juftice in your city's bounds,
But fhall be remedied by publick laws
At heavieft anfwer.

Both. *Tis moft nobly {poken.

Ale. Defcend and keep your words.

Enter a Soldier,

Sold. My noble general, Témon is dead,
Intomb’d upon the very hem o’th’ fea,
And on his grave-ftone this infculpture, which
With wax I brought away ;. whofe foft impreflion
Interpreteth for my poor ignorance,

[Alcibiades reads the epitaph.]
Here lies a wretched corfe, of wretched foul bereft :
Seek 7ot my name : a plague Confume you caitiffs left !
Here lie I Timon; whoe all living men did bate:

Pafs by, and curfe thy fill; bus ﬁcyr not here thy gait.

Thefe well exprefs in thee thy latter {pirits
Though thou abhorr’dft in us our human griefs,
Scorn’dit
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Scorn'dft our brine’s flow, and thofe our droplets which

From niggard nature fall ; yet rich conceit

Taught thee to make vaft Veprune weep for aye

On thy low grave our faults — forgiven, fince dead

Is noble Zimon, of whofe memory

Hereafter more. — Bring me into your city,

And I will ufe the olive with my fword ;

Make war breed peace; make peace ftint war; make each
Prefcribe to other, as each other’s leach, —

Let our drums ftrike, — [ Exeunt,
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