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> 3 euen hee drops d
Thaliee befote it and fetiftaeain beac |
ne¢ Kpee be orC}::.m,' N4 returnes 1n peace

Meftrich in Timens nod,
.Prfﬁttn
Poet, ¢

Feign'd Fortune to be thron d,

The Bafeo'th’ Mount

Is rank’d with all deferts, all kinde of Natures ;

That labour on the bofome of this S

To propagate

e toget her,
Sir,] haue vpon a highanc {F

I faw them fpe3
afant hill

phere,
their ftates ; among’ft them aﬂy_
Whofe eyes are on this Soueraigne Lac
One do I perfonate of Lord Timient s frame, (
Whom Fortune with her luory hand wafts to her, b
Whofe prefent grace, to prefent {laues and {eruants
Tranflates his hm:ﬂﬁ |
Pain. *Tis conceyw’d, to fcope
This Throne ;H Immrw and thi
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With one man becken’d from the refi below,
Bowing his head againft che fleepy Mount
| To climbe his happinefle,would be well expreft
{10 our Condirion,

|  Poer. Nay Sir, but hearemeon:

All thofe which were his Fellowes but of late,
Some better then his valew ; onthe moment

Follow his ftrides, his Lobbies fill with tendance,
Raine Sacrificiall whifperings in his eare,

Make Sacred euen his ftyrrop, and through him
Drinke the free Ayre,

Pain. 1 marry, what of chefe ?

Poet. When Fortune in her fhift and change of mood
Spurnes downe her late beloned; all his Dependants
Which labour’d after him to the Mountaines top,

Euen on their knees and hand, let bim fit downe,
Not one accompanying his declining foot.
Pain. Tis common :

A thoufand morall Paintings I can fhew,
That thall demonfirate thefe quicke blowes of Fortunes,

Mere pregnantly then words, Yet you do well,
To fhew Lord Fimax, thac meane eyes haue feene
The foot aboue the head.

Trumpets forind.
Enter Lord Timon, addrc/fing bimfelfe curteop/ly
tocwery Sntor,

Tim. Imprifon’dis he, fay you?

Mef. I1my good Lord, fiue Talents is his debt,
His meanes moft fhort, his Creditors moft firaite:
Your Honourable Letter he defices
To thofe haue fhut him vp, whichfailing,

Periods his comfert,
Tim. WNoble Ventidizs well:
I 2m not of that Feather, co fhake off
My Friend when he muft neede me. Idoknow him
A Gentleman,that well deferues a helpe,
Which he (hall haue. Ile pay the debt, and free him.

Mef. Your Lord(hip euer bindes him.

Tim. Commend me tohim,l will fend his ranfome,
{ And being enfranchized bid him come to me;
"Tis not enoughi to helpe the Feeble vp,

But to fupport him after. Fare you well.
21ef. All happinefle to your Honor. Exir.
Enter an old Atbenian,

Oldm. Lord Timon,heare me{peake,

Tim, Freely good Father.

Oldm, Thow haft a Secuant nam’d Lucilin.

Tim, 1 have fo : What of him ?

Oldm. Moft Noble Timon, call the man before thee,

Tim. Attends he heere, or no? Lucillizs.

Luc. Heere at your Lordfhips feruice.

Oldms, This Fellow heere, L. Timon, this thy Creature,
By nightfrequents my honfe. Tamaman
That from my firft haue beene inclin’d to thrift,

And oy cftate deferues an Heyre more rais’d,
Then one which holds a Trencher.

Tim, Well: whar furcher?

Q/d. One cnely Daughter haue I, no Kin elfe,
On whom [ may conferre what [ haue got :
The Maid is faive, a'th’youngeft for 2 Bride,
And I hate bred her at my deereft coft
in Qualities of the befl. Thisman of thine
Atremprs her loue : T prythee (Noble Lord)

T imon of e A thens.
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Joyne withmeto forbid him her refort,
My felfe haue {poke in vaine,

Tims, Themanis honeft,

Oldm. Therefore he will be Tiwon,
His honefty rewards him in it felfe,
It muft not beare my Daughrer,

Zims. Does fhe lone him ?

Oldm, Sheisyong and ape:

Our ewne precedent paffions do inftrudt vs
VWhat leuities in youth.

Tim. Loue youthe Maid?

L#c. 1wy good Lord,and fheaccepes of it

Oldm. 1finher Marriage my confent be miffing,

1 callthe Gods to witneffe, I will choofe
Mine beyre from forth the Beggers of the world,
And difpofleffe her all.

Tim. How fhall fhebe endowed,
1f fhe be mated with an equall Husband ? ;

O/dm. Three Talertson the prefent ; in future, all.

Tim. This Gentleman of mine

Hath {eru’d melong
To build his Fortune, I will flrainealittle,
For’tisa Bondinmen. Giue him thy Daughtes,
What you beflow, in himi Ile counterpoize,
And make him weigh with her.

Oldm. Mot Noble Lord,

Pawne me to this your Honeur, the is his,
Tims. My bandto cthee,
Mine Henour on my promife.
Luc. Humbly I thaoke your Lordihip, neuer may
That ftate or Fortune fall into my keeping,
Which is not owed to you.
Poct, Vouchfafe my Labour,
And long liue your Lordfhip.

Tim. %thankeyou,you fhall beare from mie anon:
Gonotaway. What have you there, my Friend ?

Paiz. Apeeceof Painting,which Ido befeech
Your Lordfhip to accepr,

Tim. Painting is welcome.
The Painting is almoft the Naturall man :
For fince Difhonor Traflickes wich mans Nature,
He is but out-fide : Thefe Penfil'd Figures are
Euen fuch asthey give out. I like your worke,
And yeu thall finde I like it ; Waite attendance
Till you heare further from me.

Pain. The Gods preferue ye.

Tim, Well fare youGentleman : ginemeyourhand,
We muft needs dine rogether: fir your Iewell
Hathi (uffered vnder praifc,

lewel, Whatmy Lord, difpraife?

Tim. A meere{aciety of Commendations,

If I thould pay you for’c as 'tis extold,
Trwould vaclew me quite.

lewel, My Lord, tis rated
As thofe which {ell would giue : but you well know,
Things of like valew differing in the Owners,

Are prized by their Mafters. Beleci’t deere Lord,
Youmend the Iewell by the wearing ir.

Tim, Wellmockd, Enter Apermaxtsis

Mer. Nomy good Lord,he fpeakes j conimon teong
Which all men fpeake wich him.

Tim. Looke who comes heere,will you be chid?

Tewel, \Wee'l beare with your Lordlhip,

Ater. Hee’lfpare none.

Tim. Goodmorrowsothee,

Gentle Apermantis,

Exit
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Ape, Tilll be geutle,Ray thou for thy goed morrow.
When thou arc Timsors dogge, and thefe Knaues honefl.

Tim. Why doft thou call them Knaues, thou know’t
¢chem not?

Ape. Arethey not Athenians ?

Tim. Yes.

Ape. Then Irepentnot.

Iew. Youknow me, dpemantsas?

Ape. Thouknow’it 1do, I call’d thee by thy name.

Tim. Thouart proud Apemantos ?

Ape. Ofnothing (o much,as that I am not like Timen

Zim. Whether art going ?

Ape.. Toknacke out anhoneft Athenians braines.

Tim, That’s adeed thou't dye for.

e4pe. Right,if doingnothing be death byth’Law,

Tim. How lik'@ thou this picture Apemanzsa?

Ape, Thebeft,forthe innocence,

Tams. Wrounghe he not well that painted it.

Ape. He wrought becter that made the Painter, and
yet he’s bue a filthy peece’of worke.

Pain, YareaDogge.

~Ape. Thy Moihers of my generation : what’s fhe,if I
beaDogge?

Tims. Wilt dine with me Apemsantsss

Ape. No: Leate not Lords,

Tim, Andthou thould'ft,thoud’@t anger Ladies.

Ape. O they eate Lords;

So they come by great bellies.
Tsm. That's alafciuious apprehenfion.
Ape. So,thouapprehend'tic,

Take iz for thy labour,

Tim. How doft thoulike this Tewell, Apemrantsss?

Ape. Not fo well as plain-dealing,which wil not caft
aman a Doirt,

Tim. What doft thou thinke *tis worth?

_Ape. Not worth my thinking.
How now Poet?

Peet, How now Philofopher?

Ape. Thoulyeft.

Poets Artnotone?

Ape. Yes.

Post. ThenIlye not,

Ape. ‘ArtnotaPoer?

Pact. Yes,

Ape. Thenthoulyefl:

Looke in thy laft worke, where thouhafi fegin'd him a
worthy Fellow.

Poct. That's notfeign'd, heis fo.

Ape. Yesheis worthy of thee,and to pay thee for thy
Iabour, He that louesto be flartered,is worthy o’th flat-
terer. Heauens,chatIwerea Lord,

Tim. What woulditdo then Apemantsn?

Ape. E'ne as dpemantus does now,jhate a Lord wich
my heart.

Tim. Whatthy felfe?

Ape. 1.

Tims. Wherefore?! ;
Ape. ThatIhad noangrywittobeaLord.)
Art not thou a Merchant 2
Mer. V. Apesianins.
Apes Traffick confound thee,if the Gods willnot,
Mer. 1§ Trafficke doit, the Gods do it.
Ape. Traffickes thy God,8& thy Ged confound thee.
Trumpet founds. Enter & Meffanger.
Tim. What Trumpessthar @
Mef. 'Tis Alcibiades ,and fome twenty Horfe
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Ttm. Pray entertaine them, givethem guidetovys, |
Youmuft needs dine with me : g0 not you hence
Till T haue chanke you ; when dinners done
Shew mic chis peece, Tam ioyfull of your fights,
Enter Aleibiades with the reff.
Mot welcome Sir, ) '
 uApe. So,{o0; their Aches contraét, and
luppleioynts s that there fhould bee {mall loue amongef
thefe fweet Knaues, andall this Currefie, The firaine. of
mans bred out into Baboon and Monkey.
/I!‘c. Sir,you haue faw’d my louginggand Ifeed
Moft hungerly onyour fight,
7im. Rightwelcome Sir:
Ere we depare, wee'l fhare a bounteous time
In different pleafures.
Pray youlet vsin.

Enter two Lords,
v.Lord What tinae a day is’t Apemantss
Ape. Time to be honeft
1 That time ferues @ill.
«Ape. The moft accurfed thou that Rill omitfl it,

2 Thou are going to Lord Timons Feaft, -
Ape. 1,10 fee meate fill Knaues,and Wine heat fooles.
2 Fartheewell, farthee well,
«Ipe. Thou artaFoole to bid me farewell twice,
2 Why Aztfpemamrm ?
Ape. Should’ft have kept oneto thy felfe, for Imeane
to give thee none. :
1 Hangthy felfe, .
Ape. NoIwill do nm‘hing at ﬂjy bidding :
Make thy requefis to thy Friend,
2 Away vnpeaceable Dogge,
Or lle {purne thee hence.
eApe. Twillflyelike adogge, the heeles a'th*Affe,
1 Heesoppofiteto humanicy,
Comes fhall we in,
And rafie Lord Tomens bounije
Theverie heatt of kindnefle.
2 Hepowresicout: Plurms the God of Gold
Is buthis Steward s no meede but he repayes
Seuen-fold aboue it [elfe : No guifi to him,
But breedsthe giver areturne:: exceeding
All vfe of quittance,
1 TheNobleft mindehe carries,
That euer gouern’d man.
2 Long may he liue in Fortunes, Shall wein ?
Ilc keepe you Company. Exeuns,

erue your

Exenmnt,

®

:he oug-gocs

Hobayes Playing lowd Muficks.

A great Banguet [erw'din : and then, Enter Lord Tivson, the
Stares, the A:hentan Lovds, Ventigins which Timon re-
deers'd from prifon, Thes comes Jgopy:’ng after ail Ape-
mants difcontentedly like bimf:{fe.

Pentig. Moft honovred Timan,
It hath pleas’d the Gods to remember my Fathers age,
And callhim ro long peace:
Heis gone happy and has left merich:
Then, as in gratefull Vertve ] am bound
To your free beare, I do returne thofe Tafents
Doubled with thankes and feruice, from whofe helpe
I deriv’d libertie.
Tmn. O by nomeanes,’
Honel Pewrsging : You miftake my loue,
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I gaue it freely euer, and ther’snone
{ Can truely (ay he giues, if he receiues ;

Ifour betters play s at that game,we muft not dare
| To imitate them : faults that sre rich are faires

Viilf,. F’s N\) t"l': r\):'””'

Tins.Nay my Lords,Ceremony was but deuis'd at fislt
To fet a glofie on faine ‘icm s,hollow welcomes,
Recanting goodanefle,{or tis fhowne :

Buat wh cx:,rhf“;:t 15¢
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v fir,more welcome 2

2y :’“;
Zher my Fortunes tome,

. Lord. My L’sm we aiwlkcf haue confeftit,

{wr Hoho, confel it? H andg’d it ? Haue you net ¢

Timsa. O Apermantus, youare welcome.

Aper. No:You (hall not make me welcome :
I cometo haue thee thruft me outo of doores.

Tim. Fie,th’arza a churley ye't "haue got 2 humour there
Does not become 2 man, ‘tis muchtoo blame s
Th"y fay my Lords,fraj
Jut yo ﬂému is verie
o,let him haue a Ta !
ot he does neither 2
: Nc-r is heficfor'cin
Apers Letme ftayat chine

mtic

farer bre,

*"C')\«“‘
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apperill Tiwon,

(4

[cometo Obiqfi'iit.’yi giug thee warning en’c,
El ‘are an Athewian,
no power,

Tim. 1take no heede ofthee ;
therefore welcome : T my {clfe would haue
prythee let my meaze m J.M\,Lh"‘\, file
Aper. 1 f{corne thy
| fhould nere ﬂ&%i’:;’ﬁ‘i’i.f-?n -
of men eats Timeon, and
t to fee fomany dip there mica
all the maunﬂﬂcr ’Cf§]€¢’!£3 1’-"
I wonder men da;f. vruft them{eh
Me thinks vnc'"," {hould enuire
Goced for the: C"ﬂcatf,.‘-;‘ﬁ.s {afer
There’s much exa mple for’ '
now parts s,t ead withh

’Z'L!:CF
1}

a dlﬂ‘&" lrapght :is L‘:’e t him, *Tas
beene: Iudd" d, if I were .',‘-,',:‘,.Li:’_?;i‘: man  If "';]d feare to
ke at meale a,iiﬁ&z;hcy ﬂwouw 19:rm;, ind-pipes

dangerous noates,great men fhould drinke with harneffe
on their throates.
"}r‘rs. My Lord in heare : ém‘E et the healtl
. Lerd. Letitflow thisw
Apfr Flowr this way?A‘n;
tides well, thofe healths will m
fooke I,Xg.m”m
Heere’s that which is too weake to bea finner,
Honeft water,which nere left man 'th’mire s
This and iy ixmd arecquals, there’s no ods,
Feaftsare to proud to giue thanks tothe

Gods,

h goround.

Apermantus Grace,
i"rﬁrﬁa?fﬂﬂ[}ﬂd’f,[crmw 10 pelfe,
Tpray for wo man but mj felfe,
Graupt I may neuer prose jafaraz
To fr’#_@' misis o big Oatls or Boud,
Ora Harlot for ber weeping,

5 i
Org ﬂ&gcre that fcemes nﬂmpmg
Orake RELPEY W h my f’rra’o,;z'
Or sy friends if I [bowld need "ers,
Amen. Sofalltan’s
Richmen fim, and I cat voot.

Much 200t 'Ld*cw Wy good heatt prrmm #s
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Mlcibiades, s your hedrts in the dnow.

Alei. My heart is cuer at your {eruice;my Lord,

Tim. Youhadrather beata breakefaft of Enemies,
then a dinner of Friends.

Aje, Sothey wereb Gf?fj‘ii"f new my Lord.there’s no
meat like’em, 1 could wifh my beft fii iend at fuchaFeaft.

£el
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Aper. W ould all thofe Flatrerers were thine Enemies
then, thatch cm,i -::szn‘x' fkill"een ; & bid meta’em. §

- ,'M,,! ,\ e
L. £u¢ It

4‘?“1‘:
that you wo .dd once vie our hear

but have that happinelle my iorr‘,

s, v,,.rr;,h‘, wemig Jt
uld thinke our
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efic fome pare of our
for ener pcrh ¢t

Timon. Oh no doubt my good Friends, butthe G
themf{elues hane prouided

ale
zeales,

ods {
that T fhall kavemuch helpe
fomjau how had you beenemy Friends elfe. Why
haue y"'l that chcam..n)l title from thoufands ? Did not
ou chiefely belong to my hearc 21 haue told more o f
you to my {elfe, then you can with modeftic fpeake in
your owne bebalfe, Andthus farre 1 confirmeyou, Oh
youGods(chinke I, )what need wehaue 2ny Frien ds; if
we fhoold nere haue need of’em? They were the moft
needlefle Creatures lining; {hould we nere haue vie for
‘em ? And would moft refemble {weete Inflruments
hung vp in Cafes;that keepes there founds to them-
felues, Why Ihaue ofien withe my felfe poorer, that
I might come neerer to you : we are borne to do bene-
fics. And what better or PrOpEEer ent wie call our owne,
then the riches of our Friends ? Oh whar a pretious com-
fore’ to haue fo many hke Brothers wmmmd?ng
one anothers Fortunes. Oh ioyes,ene madeaway er't
cah be borne : mine eies cannot hold out watetme thinks
‘orect their Fanles, 1 drinketo you.
Thou weep’ft to make them drinke, Témon,
Lord, 1oy had the like conception in our eies,
atchatinftant, like a babe !}J&uu” vp.
Aper. Ho,ho: Ilaughto thinke thac babm 2 baftard,
3. Lerd. Ipromiie youmy Lord you mou’d me much.
AAper. Much,
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Seund Tucket. Enter the AMaskers of Amazons with
Liites in theit bands danncing andplaying ,

m. Whatmeanesthac Trumpe? Hownow#

Enter Sevviant.
Ser. Pleafe yon my Lord,there are certzing Ladies
ft defirous nfadmmancm
Tim, Ladies? whar are their wils ?
Ser. Theres comes with them a fore-runner my Lotd,
which beares thac cffice, o fignifie their pleafuses,
Tim. 1pray lecthem be admitced.

Mof

Enier Cupidwith the CMasks of Ladzu

Cup, Haileto thee worthy Timen and to all that of
.u:. Bounties tafteithe fiue beft Sencesa cknowledge thee
their Patron,and come freely to gratulate thy plentious
bofome,’
Thereta 1. touch all,pleas’d fromthy Table rife:
They onely now come but to Feaft thine eies.
Timo. They’r wecomeall, let ‘émbauekind admig.
tance, Muficke make their welcome.
Luc. You fee my Lord,how ample y'are bﬂﬂﬂi@g
Aper. Ho):m 7
What a (weepe of vasitie comes this Way.
Thf/ daunce? Th ey are mgdWthn

£883 Like
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Like Madneffe is the glory of this life,

As this pompe fhewes to a little oyle and roote.
Wemake our felues Fooles, to difpert our felues,
And fpend our Flatteries, to drinke thofe men,
Vpon whofe Agewevoyde ic vp agen

With poyfonous Spight and Enuy,

Who liues, that’s not depraued, or depraues ;
Who dyes, that beares not,one fpurne to their graues
Oftheir Friends guift :

I fhould feare, thofe that dance before me now,
Would one day ftampe vpon me : *Tas bene done,
Men fhuc their doores againft a fetting Sunne,

Toe Lords rife from Table, with much adoring of Timon, and
to[bew their loses, each fingle ont an Amazon,and all
Dance, men with women,, aloftie ffraine or twoto the

Hoboyes, and ceafe.

Tim, You haue done our pleafures
Much grace (faire Ladies)
Set a faire fafhion on our entertainment,
Which was not halfe fo beautifull, and kinde ;
Youhaue added worth vntoo’t, and lufter,
And entertain’d me with mine owne deuice.
Tamto thanke you for't.
1 Lord, My Lord you take vs euen at the befl.
Aper Faith for the worft is filthy, and would net hold
taking, I doubeme.
Zim. Ladies,thereisanidle banquet attends you,
Pleafe you to difpofe your felues,
Al La. Moft thankfully,my Lord.
Tim. Flansus.
Fla. My Lord.
Tim. The little Casket bring me bither,
Fla. Yes,my Lord. MorcIewels yet?
Thereisno croffing him in’s humor,
Elfe I fhould tell him well, yfaith I {fhould
Whenall's {pent,hee’ld be croft then,and he could
"Tis pitty Bounty had not eyes behinde,
That man might ne’re be wretched for bis minde.  Exit.
I Lord. Where be ourmen ?
Ser. Heeremy Lord,in readineffe,
2 Lord. Our Horfes.
Tim. Omy Friends:
Ihaue one word to fay to you : Looke you, my good L.
I muft intreat you honour me fo much,
Astoaduance thisTewell,acceptit,and weare it,
Kindemy Lord.
1 Lord. Tam fo farrealreadyinyour guifts.
All, Soare weall.
Enter a Sevnant.
Ser. My Lord,there are certaine Nobles of the Senate
newly alighted, and come to vifit you,
7 im. They are fairely welcome.
Eunser Flasins.
Fla, 1befeech your Honor, vouchfafemea word, it
does concerne you neere.
Tim. Neere? why then another time 1le heare thee,
I prytheelet’sbe prouided to thew them entertainment,
Fla. 1f{carfe knowhow.
Enter another Sernant.
Ser, May it pleafe your Honor,Lord Lucissi
(Outof his free loue) hath prefented to you
Foure Milke-whice Horfes, traptin Siluer.
7Zim. 1(hallaccept them fairely :let the Prefents”
Beworthily entertain’d,

Exennt,

W
Enter a third Sergant, i

Hownow ? What newes 2 {

3.8¢r. Pleafc youmy Lord, that honourable Gentle-
man Lord Lucullns entre ats your companie tomorrow,
to hunt with him, and ha's fent your Honour two brace
of Grey-hounds,

Tim. 1le hune with him,

And letthem bereceiv’d, not withour faire Reward.
Fla. What will this come to?
He commands vs to prouide, and giue great guifts, and
all out of an empty Coffer » n
Nor will he know his Purfe,or yeeld me this,
To fhew him whata Begger his heart is,
Being ofno power to make his wifhes good,
His promifes flye fo beyond his flate,
That what hefpeaks is all in debt, he ows for eu’ry word;
He isfo kinde,that he now payes intereft for'e;
His Land’s put to their Bookes. Well, would I were
Gently put out of Office,before I were forc’d out:
Happier is hethat hasno friend to feede,
Then fuch that do e’ne Enemies cxceede,
I bleed inwardly for my Lord.
Tim. Youdo your felues much wrong,
You bate too much of your owne merits,
Heere my Lord,a trifle of our Loue,
3.Lord, ‘With more then common thagkes
I will receyue e,
3.Lord. Ohe’s the very fonle of Bounty.
Zim. Andnow Iremember my Lord,you gaue good
words the other day of a Bay Courfer I rod on, Tis yours
becaufeyoulik'd ir.
1.L.Oh, 1befeech you pardon mee, my Lord, in that,
Tms. Youmay take my wordmy Lord : 1know no
man can iuftly praife, buc what he does affe@. 1 weighe
my Friends affcétion with mine owne: 1le tell you true,
lle call to you.
All Lor. Onone {owelcome,
Tim. Itakeall,and your feuerall vifitations
So kinde to heart, ’tis not enough to giue :
Me thinkes, Fcoild deale Kingdomes to my Friends,
And nere'be wearie. “Alcibiades,
Theu art a Soldiour, therefore fildomerich,
Lt comes in Charitieto thee : forall thy living
Ismong’{tthe dead : and all the Lands thouhaft
Lyein a pitcht field.
Ale. 1, defil'd Land;my Lord,
1.Lord. Weare{o verruoufly bound,
Tim. And fo am toyou.
2.Lord. Soinfinitely endecr’d,

Tim. All:oyoun. Lights,morse Lights,

1.Lord. The beft of Happines,Honor, and Fortunes
Keepe with you Lord Timon.

Tim. Ready for hisFriends. Exeunt Lords

Aper. What acoiles heere, feruing of beckes,and jut-
ting out of bummes. Idoubcwhether their Legges be
worth the fummes that are giuen for em,

Friendfhips full of dregges,

Me thinkes falfe heares,fhould neuer haue found legges.

Thus honeft Fooles lay out their wealth on Curtfies.
Tim. Now Apermantus(ifthouwercnot fullen)

I would be good tothee,

Aper. No, Ilenothing ; for if I fhould be brib’d too,|
there would be none left to raile yponthee,2nd then thou |
wouldft finne the fafter, Thou giv't fo long Timoz (1]
feare me) thou wilt giue away thy felfe in paper {hortly.|
What needs chefe Feafts,pompes, and Vaine-glorie

-%

Exit
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Tim. Nay,and you beginto raile on Societic once,
am iwaorne not
with better Muficke.

Aper. So:Thou wilt not heare meenow, thoufhalt
notthen. llelocke thy heauen from thee i
Oh that mens eares (hould be
To Counfell deafe, but not to Flatterie. Exit

Enter a Senator.

Sen, And late fiue thoufand : te Farroand to Ifidore
He owes nine thoufand, befides my former fumme,
Which makes it fiue auJ twenty, Still in motion
Of raging wafte? It cannot hold, it will not.

I£1 want Gold [teale but abeggers Dogge,
And giue ic Temon, why theDonbe coines Gold.
If I would fell my Horle ,and buy twenty moe
Better then he ; why giue my Horle to Timon.
Aske nothing, giueic him, it Foles me firaight
And able Horfes : No Porter at his gate,
But rather one thatfmiles,and fhll inuices
All that pa{‘“e by. Itcannothold, norealon
Can found his ftate in fafcry Caplais hoa,
(aphis I fay.

Enter Caphis.

Ca. Heere fir,wharis youry'cof’u e

Ser. Get on your cloake,& haft youto Lord Timen,
Importune him for my Moneyes, be not ceaft
With {light deniall ; nor then filene’d, when
Commend me to your Maf’csr,and the Cap
Playes in the right hand, thus : but tell him,

My Vfes cry tome I muft ferue my turne
Qutof mine owne, h:s dayes and times are patt,
And my reliances on his fra&ed dates
Haue {mit my credit. I loue,and honour him,
Butmuft not breake my backe, to heale his ﬁn ger.
Immediate are my needs, and my releefe
Muft not be toft and turn’d to me in words,
But finde fupply immediate, Get you gone,
Put onamoft importunate aipcc%,
A vifage of demand : for I do feare
Wlu.u cuery l*cuhu' ftickes in his owne wing,
Lord Timon will be left anaked gully
Which flafhes now a Pheenix, get you gone.
Ca. 1gofir,
Sen. Igofir?
Take the Bonds along with you,
And haue the dates in. Come.
Ca. I will Sir.
Sen, Go. Exennt
Enter Steward,with many billes in las band.

Stew. No care,no flop, (o fenfeleffe ofcxpcnce,

That he will nexther know how to maintaineit,

Nor ceale his flow of Riot. Takesno accompt

How things go from him, nor refume no care

Ofwhat is to continue: neuer minde,

Was to be {o vawife, to be {o kinde.

What (hall be done, he will not heare, till feele =

Imuft be round with hims, now he comes from hunting.

Fye,fic,fie,fic

Enter Caphis, Ifidore,and Uarro.
Cap. Good euen Parro : what, you come for money?
Var. 1s'tnot your bufinefle too ¢
Cap. Itis,and yours too,/fidore?

i Timon of Athens.

t to giveregard to you. Farewell,& come |
Exit |

Ifid. Itisfo, B!

e >

Cap. Would we were all difchar
Var., 1feareit,

Cap. Heere comes the Lord.”

oo |

Enter Timon,and bis Traine,
Tim. Sofooneas dinners dcm,wrc .fm‘ﬂz againe
My Alcibiades. With me,what is your wi 112
Cap. My Lord,heere is a noteof certaine dues,
Tim, Dues? whmcc are you?
(#p. Of Athens heere,my Lord.
Tim. Goto myStcward
Cap. Pleafe iryour Lordfhip,he hath put me off
To the fucceffion of new dayes this moneth:
My Mafter is awak’d by great Occafion,
To call vpon his owne, and humbly prayes you,
That with your other Noble parts,youw'l fuite,
Io gining him his right.
Tim. Mine honeft Friend,
Ipry\;hcr but repaire ro me next moming.
Cap. Nay,good my Lord.
‘T:m Coataine thy felfe,good Friend,
Var. One Varroes e ruant, my good Lord.
Ifid. From Ifidore,he humbly prayes yous {peedy pay-
ment.
Cap, I“you did know my Lord,my Mafters wants.
Var. “T'was due on Forfc"}r:urL my Lo;d fixe weekes,
and paft.
1fi. Your Steward puts me off my Lord,and I
Am fent exprcﬂeiy to your Lordthip.
Tim, Giuemebreath:
I do befeech ydu good my Lords keepe on
Ile waite vpon you mﬂam:vg Come hither : pray you
How goes the world, that 1 am thus encountred
W ith dammcm (!emands of debt, broken Bonds,
And the detention of long fince ¢ .im. debrs
Againft my Honor?
Stew, Pleale you Gentlemen,
Thetime is vnagreeable to this bufinefle:
Your importunacie ceafe, till after dinner,
Thatln may make his Lm‘d{hip voderftand;
Wherefore you are not paid.
Tim. Do fo my Friends,{ce them well entertain’d,
Stew. Pray drawneere, Exit.

Enger Apemamm and Foole.

Caph. Stay,ftay, here comes the Foole with Apeman-
tus, ler’s ha {ome fport with’em,

Vm‘. Hang him,hee’l abufe vs,

Iﬁo.{,, A plague vpon him dogge.

Var. How doft Foole?

Ape. Doft Dialegue with thy fhadew 2

Var. 1{peakenotto thee,

Ape. No'tis to thy felfe. Comeaway

Ifi, There’s the Foole hangs on your backe already.

Ape. Nothoufland'ft fingle, thart nec on him yet,

(ap. Where’s the Foole now #

Ape. Helaftask’d the queftion. Poore Rogues, and
Viurers men, Bauds betweene Gold and want.

Al W hat are we Apemavins ?

Ape. Affes.

All, Why?

epe, That you ask me what you are, & do not know
your {clues. Speake ro 'em Foole,

Feole. How do yu.;(‘m'mnfn”

All. Gramercies g hr»«mi’aoh :
How does your Miftris ?

" Foole. )
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;, Foole. She’s e’ne fetting on water to fcal’d fuch Chic- | At many leyfures I propofe. i
kens as you are, Would we could {ee yonacCorinth. | = Tim. Gotoo: P
Ape. Good, Gramercy, - Perchance fome fingle vantages you tooke,

‘ When my indifpofition put you backe,
i Andthat vnaptnefle made your minifter
Foole. Looke you heere comes my M | Thus to excufe your {elfe, r‘

Page. Why how now Captaine? what d 2 in th Stew, Omy good Lord, :
wife Company. | Acmany times I
How deft thou Apermant aus?

Enter ."'-'.":jc"‘.

brought inmy accompts,
) e 1 I . ‘
Laid ther before you, you would throw them off, |

.fﬁ“‘ﬁf, Would 1 h.’ld d R_:)(!, in my mm;:'n, '1m I w‘_’ﬁ;ﬁai Aﬂd ﬂly you i})und ;hc;n in mine -ltiﬂﬂ:f"fit,
anfwer thee profitably. When for fome trifling prefent you haue bid me
Boy. . Prythee Apemantss reade me the fa:lrvc:-f«:ré}nz?a Returne fo much, I haue (hooke my head and wept :
e . v X ’ . 4
onof thele Letters, 1 know not which is which, Yea

gainft th’ Authoritie of manners,pray’d you
o~ - iy in 3 -
T'o hold your hand more clofe: 1 did indure
Not fildome, nor no flight checkes,when I haue

Ape. Canft notread?
P 17¢, No.

|

Ape. There will litle Learning dye then thae day thou I Prompted you inthe ebbe }’}f}?(mr eftare, !
arthang’d. Thisisto Lord Timon, thisto Alcibiades.G ! And your great flow of debis ; my lou’d Lord, !
thou was’t borne a Baftard, and thou't dye a Bawd. }‘ Thoughyouhearenow (too late) yet nowesatime, ;

Page. Thou was’t whelpta Dogge,” and thou fhalt | The greateft of your having, lackes a halfe, /
famifh 2 Dogges death. | Topayyour prefent debes, (
Anfwernot, I amgene. Exit | Tim Lecallmy Land befold,

Ape. Ene{othouout-runft Grace, | Stew. *Tisall engag’d, fome forfeyted and gone,
Foole I will go with you to Lord Timons. | And what remaines will hardly ftop the mouth

Foole, Will youleane me there ? | Of\

1t dues ; the future comes apace :

| e il
Ape, If Timon ftay at home, { What (hall defend the interinyand atlength i
Youthree (eructhree Viurers 2 | Howgw_sum;rz:k"mng? 0
All, Twould they feru’d vs, Tim. Tolacedemon did my Land extend. i
Ape, Sowould1: Steww. Omy good Lord,the world is byt a word, "
As good a tricke as ever Hangm: Wereit all yours, to giue it inabreath, j
Foole. Are you three Viurers How quickely were it gone. i
All. TFoole. Tim. You tell mecrue. ;
Faole. 1 thinke no Viurer, but ha’s a Foole to his Ser- Stew. Ifyou fulpe my Husbandry or Falthood, 4
uant. My Miltris is one, and I am her Feole : whenmen | Call me before th’exacleft Auditors, "
come to borrow of your Maflers, they approach fadly, | Andfermeonthe proofe. Sothe Godsbleffe me,
and go away merry @ but they enter my Maliers houfe | When ali our Offices haue beencopypreft .:
merrily,and go away {adly: The reafon of this ? ¢ ¥ithriotous Feeders,when our Vaules have wepe |
Far. 1couldrender one. Wich drunken ipiich of Wine ; when euery roome '
Ap. Doitthen, that we may account theea Whore- | Hath blaz’d wath Lights, and braid wiLhMinﬁr:EEg i
mafter,and a Knaue, which notwith@i anding thou fhalt { T have recyr'd me to a walteful] eocke, :
be no lefle eftecmed. And fet mine eyes at flow,
Varro. Whatis a Whoremafier Foole? Tim, Prythee nomore,
Foole. AFoulein good cloathes, and fomething like | Siew, Heauens haue1{aid, the bounty of this Lord s "

thee. *Tis 3 fpirit, fometime Cappeares L ke a Lord fom- | How m any prodigall bits haue Slaues and Pezants

time like a Lawyer, {fometime like a Philofopher, with | This nightenglurted : whois not Timons, p
two ftones moe then’s artificiall one. Hee is verie often What heart,head, fWef)rd,torce,mcaufs,bm is L. Timons:
likea Knight ; and generally,in all thapes thac man goes | Great Timaon,Noble,Worthy Royall Trmon ;

downe in, from fourefcore to thirteen, this fpirit | Ah, whenthemeanes are gone, that buy this praife,
Thebreathis gone, whereofthis praife is made -

Var. Thou art notaltogether a Foole. Feaft wou, faft loft 5 one cleud of Winter thowres, ‘;

Foslz, Wor thou al: era Wife man, Thefe fiyes are coucht, ‘

Asmuch fool {fo much wit thou lack’.; Tim, Come {fermon e no further, "

Ape. Thatar might have become Apemrant, No villanous bounty yet hath paft my heart s n‘
Al Afidsyatideheere comes Lord Timon, Vnwifely, notignobly haue 1 giuen,
Why dofl thou weepe, canfl thou the confcience lacke, L
rer T umon and Steward, TothinkeI fhall lacke friends sfecure thy heart,
If1 would broach the veffels of my loue,
Age. Come with me{Foole)come, And ixy the argument of hearts, by borrowing, |
Feole, 1 do notalwayes follow Louer, ielder Brother, | Men,snd mens forcunes could I frankely vie :,‘
aad Woman. fometime the Philofopher. As] can bid thee fpeake. - }
Stew. Pray youwalkeneere, Ste. AL rance blefle your thoughts.
Ile fpeal h you anon, Exeunt, Tim And infome foce thefe wanes of mine arecrown’d, |
Tim., Youmake memeruell wherefore ere chis time Thart I account them bleflings. Forby thefe |
j Had younot fully laide my ftate before me, Shall I tric Friends. You {hall perceive |
That Tmighe (o haue rated my expence How you miftake my Fortunes:
I AsThad leaucof meares, 1 am wealthie in my Friends.
1 Stevig Youwould not heare me s Within there, Flaniss,Serniliszs ? bl
i i E st
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Enter three Sernants,

Ser. My Lord, my Lord.

Tims. 1will difpatch you feuerally.
Youto Lord Lucius, to Lord Lucallus you, 1hunted
with his Honos to day; you to Sempronius; commend me
to their loues ; and I amproud fay, that my occafions
haue found time to vfe ’em toward a fupply of meny :let
the requeft be fifey Talents.,

Flam. Asyouhaue faid, my Lord.

Stew, Lord Lucius and Lucslls ? Humh,

Tim, Go you fir to the Senators
Of whom, euen 1o the States beft health ;Thaue
Deferv’d this Hearing : bid ’em{end o'th'inftant
A thoufand Talents to me.

Ste, 1hauebeene bold
(For that I knew it the mofl generall way)
To them, to vie your Signet,and your Name,
But they do fhake their heads, and I am heere
No richer in returne,

T'im. 1sttrue? Can't be?

Stew, They an{werina ioynt and corporate voice,
That now they are at fall, want Treatare cannot
Do what they would, are {orric : youn are Honourable,
But yez they could haue wifht, they know not,
Something hath beene amifle ; 2 Noble Nature
May catcha wrench ; would all were well 3 tis pitty,
'And fointending other {erious matters,
After diftaftefull lookes; and thefe hard Fradtions
With certaine halfe-caps,and cold mouing nods,
They froze me into Silence,

Tim. You Godsreward them:
Prythee man looke cheerely, Thefe old Fellowes
Haue their ingratitude in them Hereditary
Their blood is cak’d, *is cold, it fildome flowes,
Tis lacke of kindely warmth, they are nockinde 5
And Natureyas it growesagaine toward earth,
Is fathion'd for the iourney dull and beauy.
Go to Ventiddims (prythee benot fad,
Thou art trie,and honeft ; Ingenicufly I fpeake,
| No blame belongs to thee : ) Ventiddizs lately
Buried his Father, by whofe death hee’s ftepp’d
Into a greaceftate: When he was poore,
Imprifon’d, and in fcarfitie of Fricnds,
I cleer’d him with fine Talents : Greet him from me,
Bid him fuppofe, fome good neceffity
Touches his Friend, which craues to be remembred
With thofe fiue Talents j that had, giuc’t thefe Fellowes
To whom’tis inftant due. Neu'r fpeake,or thinke,
That Timons fortunes ‘mong his Friends can finke,

Stew. T wouldI could notthinkeics
That thought is Bounties Foe ;
Being free it felfe, it thinkes all others fo. Exennt
Flawginins waiting to (peake with & Lord froms bis Cafter,

enters a [ersant to bums.

Ser.] haue told my Lord of you, heis comming down
to you.

Flam. 1thankeyou Sir.

Enter Lucnllus.

Ser. Heere'smy Lord,

Lue. Oneof Lotd Timons men? A Guift T warrane,
Why this hits right : I dreampe of a Siluer Bafon & Ewre
tonight. Flaminisns, honel Flaminins, you are verie re-
fpecively welcome fir. Fillme fome Wine, And how
does that Honourable, Compleate,Free-hearted Gentle-

{

| And we aliue that lived ? Fly damned bafeueile

man of Athens, thy very bouutifull good Lord and May-
fter?

Flam, Hishealthis well fir.

Lyc. Tamrigheglad that hig healthis well fir : and
what haft thou there vnder thy Cloake,pretty Flaminisns?

Flam. Faith,nothing but an empry boxSir, whichin
my Lords behalfe, I come to intreat your Honor to fup-
ply : who hauing great and inftant occafion ro vie fiftie
Telents, hath fent to your Lordthip to furnifh him: no-
thing doubting your prefentafhiftance therein.

L#xe, La,lala,la:Nothing doubting fayeshee? Alas
good Lord,aNoble Gentleman 'tis,if he would not keep
o geoda houfe. Many a time and often 1 ha din'd with
him, and told him on’, and come againe to fupper to bim
of purpole, to haue bim {pend lefle, and yet he wold em-
brace no counfell,take no warning by my comming,tue-
ry man has his fault,and honefty is his.l ha told him on’t,
but I could nere get him fron’.

Enter Sersant with Wine,

Ser. Pleafe your Lordthip,beere is the Wine.

Lwuc. Flaminins, L hauenoted thee alwayes wifes
Heere’s to thee,

Flam., Y our Lordfhip fpeakes your pleafure.

Lnc. 1haue obferued thee alwayes for a towardlie
prompt {pirit, giuetheethy due, and onethat knowés
what belongs to reafon; and canft vie the time wel, if the

ime v{e thee well. Good partsin thee ; get you gone fit-
rah. Drawnecrer honeflt Flaminizs. Thy Lords a boun-
tifull Gentleman, butthouart wile, and thouknow’ft
well encugh (although thou com’(t to me) that thisis no
time to lend money, elpecially vpon bare {riend{hippe
without fecuritie. Here’s three Sofidares for thee, good
Boy winke at me, and fay thou faw’t mee not. Fare thee
well.

Flam, 1s’tpoflible the world fhould fo much differ,
To him that worfhips thee.

Lec. Ha?Now I fee thouarta Foole, and fic for rhy
Mafler. Exit L,

Flam May thefe adde to the number y may fcald chee:
Let moulten Coine be thy damnation,

Thou difeafe of a friend,and not himfelfe &

Has fricndfhip fuch a fainc and milkie heart,

Itturnes in leffe then ewo nights? O you Gods!

I fecle my Mafters pallion. This Slaue voto bis Honor,
Has my Lords meate in him:

‘Why fhould it thriue, and tuine to Nutriment,

When hé istarn’d to poylon?

O may Difeafcs onely worke vpon't:

And when he’s ficke to death let not that part of Nature
Which my Lord payd for, be of any power

To expell ficknefle, but prolong his hower. Exit,

Fnter Lucina with three ffrangers.
Lue. Who the Lord Timen? He is my very good friend |
and an Henourable Gentleman. {
1 We know him for no I:fle, thegh we are but firan- |
gers tohim. ButI can tell youone ching my Lord. and |
which I heare from commen rumours ,now Loro Timons |
happie howres are done and paft, and his eftaie {hrinkes g
from him. i
Lucims. Fyeno, doe not belecueic: hee cannotwant |
for money. i
2 But beleeus you chis my Lord, thatnot long agos, |
one of his men yas with the Lord Lucailas, to bargow {g |
many Talents, nay vrg'd extreamly for's, andilf e j}

v nat
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what necefliry belong’d too't,and yet was deny’de.

Luci. How?

2 1tell you, deny’de my Lord.

Laci. Whataflrange cafe was that? Now beforethe
Gods I amafham’d on’t, Denied that honourable man ?
There was verie lictle Honour fhewd in't. For my owne
part, Imaft needes confefle, I baue receyued fome {mall
kindneffes from him, as Money, Plate, Iewels, and fuch
like Trifles; nothing compazing tohis: yet had hee mi-
ftooke him,and {entto me,1 fhould ne’re haue denied his
Occafion fo mapy Talents,

Eutey Seruilins.

Sernil. See, bygood hapyonders my Lord, Ihaue
{wet to fee his Honer. My Honor’d Lord,

Lacil. Seruilins? Youare kindely met fir. Farthewell,
commend me to thy Honourable vertuous Lord, my ve-
ry exquifite Friend.

cruil. May it pleafe your Honour, my Lord hath
et e

L#ci. Ha? what ha's hefent 21 am {fo much endeered
to that Lerd ; hee'’s euer fending : how fhall I thank him
think’( thou ? And whar has he fent now ?

Sernil. Has onely fenthis prefentOccafion now my
Lord : requefting your Lordthip to fupply his inflant vie
with fo many Talents.

Luctl, Tknow his Lord(hip is but merry withme,

He cannot want fifty fiue hundred Talents,

Serws!. Burin themean timme he wants leffemy Loxd.
1f his occalion were not vertuous,

I {hould not vrge it halfe {o faithfully.

Iuc, Doftthou {peake ferionfly Sersilinaz

Sersil. Vpon my foulc 'tis true Sir,

Luci. Whatawicked Beaft was I to disfurnith my
felfagainft fuch agood rime,when I might ha thewn my
{clfe Honourable ? How vnluckily it hapned,that T thold
Purchafe the day before for alittle part,and vndo a great
deale of Honour? Serwifius, now before the Gods | am
not able to do (‘the more beaft I {3y)I was fending to vie
Lord Zimon my felfe, thele Gentlemen can witnefle 5 bue
I would not for the wealth of Athens I had done’t now.
Commend me bountifully to his goed Lordfhip, and I
hope his Honor will conceiue the faireft of mee, becaufe
I haue no power to be kinde. And tell him this from me,
1 count ic one of my greatet affliGions fay,chat I cannot

leafure fuch an Honourable Gentleman. Good Seruifi-
w, will you befriend mee {ofarre, astovfemine owne
words to him ?

Sere Yes fir,] (hall. Exit Seruil,

Iucil. llelooke you out 2 good turne Seraslins,
True as you faid, Timoen is thrunke indeede,

And he that’sonce deny’de,will hardly fpecde.

1 Doyouobfcrue this Hoffilins ?

2z I,towell.

¥ Why this is the worlds [oule,

And iuft of the fame peece _

Is every Flatterers {port : who can call him bis Friend
That dips in the fame difh ? Forin my knowing
Timon has bin this Lords Father,
And kepthis credit with his putfe:

Supported kis eftate, nay Témons money

{as paid his men their wages. Hene’re drinkes,
But Timons Siluer treads vpon his Lip,
And yet, oh fee the monfiroufnefie of man,

Exit.

- When he lookes out in 2n vagratefull fhape ;

Hz does deny him (in refpeét of his)

e —

Timonof e Athens.
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What charitable men 2ffoord to Begoers.
3 Religion grones atit, 3
1 Formine owne part, I nener tafted
Neor carne any of his bounties ouer me,
Tomartke me for his Friend, Yet I proteft,
For hisright Noble minde, illufirious Vane,
And Honoeurable Carriage,
Had hus neceffity made vfe of me,
I would baue put my wealth into Donation
And the beft halfe fhould haue returnd to bim.
Somuch loue his heare But T perceiue ?
Men muf¥learne now with pitty to cii.""mxm:e
For Policy fitsaboue Confcience, :

Beg

Timoninmy |ife
v Life

Exeunt,

Enter athird ﬁrmnf with S&i?ﬁ??"??:’fﬂ:;dﬂo;égr
of Timons Friewds,

Semp. Mufthe needs trouble me in’t ; Hum.
"Boueall others ?
He might hauvetried Lord Lueins ot Lucsllus.,
And now Pentidgins is wealthy too, ;
Whom he redeem’d from prifon. All thefe

| Owes their eftates vato him,

Ser. My Lord,

They haue all bin touch’d, and found Bafe.M
For they haue 21l denied him.

Semp. How? Haue they deny’de him?
Has Pentidgins and Lucwlius deny’de him,
And does he fend to me ? Three » Hymh
It fhewes but lictle loue, or iudgement in him.

Muft I be his laft Refuge ? His Friends(like Phyfitians)

Thriue, give him ouer : Muf I take th'Cure vponme ?

Has much difgrac’d me in’t, T'me angry at him,

That might haue knowne my place. Ifee no fenfe for’t,

But his Occafions might haue wooed me firfi -

Forin my confeience, I was the firft man

Thatere reccived guift from him.

And does he thinke fo backwardly of me now,

Thatllerequiteiclaft? No ;

So it may proue an Argument of Laughter

To th'reft,and ‘mong’ft Lerds be thought a Foole;

I’derather chenthe worth of thrice the fumme,

Had fent to me fir}, but for my mindes fake :

I'de fuch a courageto do him good. Butnow returne,

Aod with their faint reply, this an(wer ioyne;

Who bates mine Honor fhall not know my Coyne. Exit
Ser. Excellent: Your Lordfhips agoodly Villain: the

divell knew not what he did, when hee made man Poli-

ticke ; he crofied himfelfe by’t: and I cannot thinke, but

in the end, the Villanies of man will {et him cleere. How

fairely this Lord ftriues to appeare fonle 2 Takes Vertu-

ous Copies to be wicked: like thofe, that vnder hotte ar-

dent zeale,would {et whole Realmes on fire,of fucha na-

ture is his politike love,

This was my Lords beft hope, nowall are fled

Saue onely the Gods. Now his Friends are dead,

Doozes that were ne’re acquainted with their Wards

Many abounteous yeere, muft beimploy’d

Now to guard fure their Mafler :

Andthis is all aliberall courfe allowes,

Who cannot keepe his wealth, muft keep his houfe, £xit.

etile,

Enter Varro's man, meeting others, Al Timons Creditors ta
wait for bis comming outs Then enter Lucins

and Hartenfins.
Uar.man.Well mer,goodmorrow Titws & Hortenfins
Titas
o= e




" Tit. Theliketo youkinde Parro, P

Hort. Lucins,whatdo wemeet mﬁ,ﬁ(

Luci. 1,and I chink one bufinefle do’s command vsall,
For mine is money.

T#ta So s theirs,and ous,

Lﬂf;. A”d rl [;7 [u:.r—m oo,
Phb:l. Good day at ance. i
Lfi\.'ft ! : i
WI](hlh_) V"

Ln':fi}.c: the houre ?
uring for Nine,
= giast
S0 much ¢

Isnotmv L¢ e B s O
1SNOt My LOIg lecnecyet ¢

t.he was won

fz‘ai"f'a (trrue,he doe's.
'T;;, And he weares Fewelsnow
For which I waitef

of Timens guift,

I fRone

j—[ars‘, Itisagain(t aly heare,
Luci. ?»ft?.ri;c how frange it fhowes,
Tfﬁ"'”?} lt‘ %’I" Fﬂ‘ '31 ’ r --’;j"_‘ E_tn nl 1C OEeS o

Ance ‘neasif your L.orc (hould we 11e ric “1CWEIS;,
And fend for mency fo1 l‘ﬁ_m.
Hore, lr* weary of this C
The Gods car 1 effe :
i

: { Timons wealt 'n?

And G\u"]l”"'“'“l ude, mak then Gealch,
Varro, e’s threet

-Wh ‘-I"s‘;’()l’r“ f
Leuei. Fiue thoulan
Varro. ‘{zu mich deepe,and it thosldfeemby th’fum

Your Maiters confidence was aboue mine,

tlfe i:f:r'?:’ his ha

Y e

fie fo much,
SUArcroo

ufi

Tit, *.f-.’"c atee
Flam. Inee

G ¥ w.:.,lto
He go

T
> K.

2.V arro, By your
Stew, W :»r;": do ye as! ne, my Eri
Tit. We waite for certaine Mo

Stew, iﬁi{"?,ﬁlc“ﬂ;z;“ s cercaine .wf;« our w.’tl:?ng,
"Twere fure eency
W hy

(ummes and Billes
(-luﬁ meat "‘

D1l kC‘LCLJtJ
nto their plutt’nous M

Andtakedo awes,
You do yout
Lft[ ne p A!l’l\ ‘\.l:ii 2ClY
Beleeve’t, iny Lord

T haue o mo

rong,to {urrg me vp,

T imon mon of A thens.

Stew. 1Pt twill not ferue, tis not fo baf {easyou,
Foryou ferue Knaues, :

1.Varro. How? What does his catheer’d W 7otfhip
mumr?

2.Varre, Nomatter what, 'hee’s s poore, and that’s
uenge enough, Who can !ueakc broader, then heethat
has no houfe to put his head in#~ Such may rayle
great bujldings.

G». d.h ‘

Enter §

Tit, Ohheere’s Seruilin
anfwere.

Sers. If I might befeech you Gentlemen, to repayre
fomcotr‘erﬁnmc Ithould deriue much f Fta
of my foule, my L')" dleanes w
His r.a.m\p.m%irle

Ser 7’4; 1545 .

#s : now wee {hall know {ome

rem’t. Forcak’t

< =
to difcontent :

ndroufly

D}‘ﬁ!‘ ""'. fo

n,he’s much out

of healr |,m-’*-“"-pmi.?“s(\‘mh
Luci. Many do keepe their Chambers,are not ficke :
And ifit be fo farre H”}f" nd his healt! 1

Mechinkes he ihou]d the fooner pay his debts
And makeac leere w;y to the Gods,
S:.‘:*‘;é:.-r (rf.l yd \JO
Titus. We car
Flaminins n’nlmx, S

+C 1D or "l]'('w')ﬂ,v(xlj (”‘
2441008 nch ¢, my Lord, my Lord,

Enter Timon in a rage.

Tim Wl*at are my dores o l pos’ d J a1 m’}g
Haue 1 bin euer free, and muit my houf
Bemy retentiue “nr‘mv ? My Gaole ?
The Lthc\. W] 1.Lh -mm Feafted, does it now
([_1 e w.c .‘,’i Ju OHL) new me an jron L»JI &?

Luci. Purin now Titss.

7. My Lord heere is my Bill.

Luci. Here’s mine.

1.Far. Andmine,my Lord,

2 Far. And ours. u,',’ L. ord.

l OUr [.il“'"’;’»

pvﬁagc?

em, cleaue meeto the

1. ar,

2. Far., J".'.}' Lord. ¥

Tim. Teare me,take me,and the Godsfa

; Exit Timon.

our Maflers may throwe their

€y thefe debts may well be call’d def

LE\.M"! 1 0WEesS (‘rn :

Enter Timon.

Timon. Theyhauee’ene put my breath from mee the

{laves, Creditors ? 1‘:;-3-_]-;1&

Hort, Faith I perceiue
caps at their mon
rate ones, fora

S

Stew, M y déere

Tim. \‘\]h atif "ft {hc

Stew, J‘\f'f Lf)“"

Tim. 11 My Steward

Stew, F::cremj,' i.ord, g

7:5:7

Srcw, (.) my L )
&ted foule : there’s net fo
derate Table,

s e e e SR = T S——
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| Who cantio t ol ]dLmﬂFi‘nu!K iein fcl» blood?
{ To ",‘-,L‘\Ej I grane, is innes extreameft Guft,
| Butin defence, by Mercy, 'tis moft 1uft. |

| Of Knaucs once more: my Cookeand Ile p:f."-u%ilc.E.-:a‘.‘f.‘nr

Tobring g Man —h; uc:zri into forme, and {et Q:,p (e '“-w: ]
v ponthe head of V .,-Ic:zr, which mdf‘c ie
Is i’ Jour mil.begor, and came into the worl i
| When fu(ft:;, and Faclions were nr*wl} borne.
Hcc"’struly ‘w"‘«""i\,t.}d‘iat can wif en.’ {uffer
The worft that man can breath,
| And make bis Wrongs, his Out-fides,
To weare themlike 1" R :syfﬂmu. 5.;.91(‘:1(:‘{?&,31-,";
And ne’ve preferre his iniuries to his heare,
To bring it into danger,
1 YE Wrongs b'ﬁ“' €, :lir-'f:zrrev” il
' G hife for 11k, i

Such Valour in the bear ii‘}ji what make wee
tllu“ Vi

.Auxﬂ d?

( ) a“l
i) e . zmm 0/

Tim, I)cnﬁ:nﬂtz &n",rm P4 i
Go Icharge thee, inuite them all, letin the tide |

Enterthree Senators atone dosve, Alcibiade
w u) .//U».“’1 iNEs,

1.8en. MyL rmi‘, you haue my veyce, too’t,

he faults Blooc

Tisneceflary hef

1

5o .;,rnt oems,

“L,r‘Ij
Nothing imboldens finne fo much,as Mercyo
2 “w:} truc the Law (hall bruife’em %
. Hono n,nmith,, and compafiion to the Senate,
b1 ’401.'\'()“%;1.“
Ale, Tam anhumble Sutorto your Vertues 3
\For pite ty is the vertue of the Law,
And nonebut ]wams vieit cruelly,
It mmw» time and Fortuneto lye keauie
K«’Unnahl\.nu of mine, who in hot blood
I—' ath fteptinto the Law : which is paft depth
Tomof{'l‘mt(mt nmnr\uc; ‘cpmnumv'.mm)"r
He is a Man (fetting his Fate afide)of comely Vertues
Nor did }*Mru}lr., the fact with Cowardice,
(And Honour in him,which buyes out his faulr)
| But with a Noble Eny and faire [pirit,
Sccmw his Rrpuz tion touch’d to c.cu;h, :
Hedi d nngzoic his Foe:
And with {uch foberand vnnoted paflion
“m id behocue his anger ere ‘twas fpent,
Asif he haa but piond an A
1 Sen. gnumumgdmcﬂ

i‘;l'l"ﬂ.“!i

& a Paradox,

looke farres

{ our words haue to oke fuuch paines, asif they labour'd

trithne

o to make an vgl y deed

— Y [ o = | 1 .
act make ;:i"J:LC (innes locke cleare,
mxm‘v alour, but

b{"'dl'f"
My L mc., thenv .l fauour,pardonme,

iemfelues to Bateell,
;c¢r~c='po:1 E,
eir Throat

icy ¢ lt there be

iteh
r Ut

A7
‘V'H“

cmen are more valiantg
That ftay ach Bearin r'cmn.“'r‘

And the ),ﬁgﬂ more (,’H"J.s ie then the Lyon?

The fellow loaden with Irons, wifer then the Judge?

]f\-‘-,‘-'iicc-nmc brﬂ‘ ering, Oh m y Lozds,

at, be pittifully Ghnw

"-TC

Tobein Anger, is -mpm:“:
3ut who is Man hat isnot Angrie.
’cmh butthe Crime with

w.lnn

*i f‘"en;f,

Youbreathiny
i, Invaine?
uice done at

val
v Aili%e

His fer Lacedemon,and Bizantium,
Were 2 y...ﬁic;:.n.' briber for his life,

1 What's chat?

Ale. Why fly my Lords ha's done faire fernice,
And{lainein hghL many of your enemies :
How full ofvalour did he beare him{elfe
In the laft Confli&,and made picnrefms wounds

2 Hehas rchr@omuchl lency w ithhim
He’s a fworne Riotor, hehas a finne
That often drownes him,and takes his valour prifoner.
Ifthere were no Foes, that wer recnough
To ouercome him, Tnthat,)c;ﬁ“ y futie
He has binknowne tocomm.rhu' WH,,
And cherrifh Faltions. 'Tis inferr’d ro vs,
His (].Ayes are foule, and his drinke dangerous,
1 Hedyes,
Alei, Hard fate : he might have dyed in warre .
My Lords,if not for any partsin w*fm
i) [ar-n“h his H”‘ t arme mm‘" purchs
Andbein debt to n

Take my H*"‘t:t'sm;_r:', and ioy

And for ] me, your

ile pawne my Vit

Vpon 115 goodre

Ifbyh fﬂm

VV!)Y 1ett !,,

ForLawisit A arre is nothin 5mr~rca
1V e for Law. he dyes, vrgeit nomore

On beight of our difpleafure : ¥;7'1r‘|iﬁ or Brother,

He forfeits his owne bloo d, that {pilles another,
Ale, Muftitbefo21x r.;uf not bees

y Lor I(fot'cfbc.:.iyr.,;u‘m:‘,:;;“-i mee.

2 How?

Ale. Call me to your remembrances.

1 What.

Ale. 1cannot thinke bur your A"’f has forgorme,

[t u_uhi notelfe be Tfhwuid;,m )

To fueand be deny dr‘-rrn(o!rmzut

A
My ,S’?uﬁduﬂuﬁ at you.

>
car

(!'\

13¢¢,

iface.

1 Do yf)!u.’w“ our anger ?
*Tisin few ﬂmrm bu {muoua ineffeéts
Vv ‘L,wu.:- £ .C! fo [ CUSI,
Ale J_J.J'ﬂ;ﬂ'(’f?
Bun h you e, banifh viurie,
Thacmakes the Senate vely.
1 ifafter two ds layes fhine, Achens containe thee,
Attend f\v“wamhr m Iudegement,
Andno ﬂf"'f:in?.: Spirit,
He 11:.,11 be executed prefentls
Ale, Now the Gods ke epe you old enough,
Ll’l\ \U ]n'uv’ H:!u
Onel yin Lotac)&arn-ﬂv:e may lo :kmonyr)u.,
I'm worle then mad : I haue kept backe theirFoes
While they hauetold their Money, and let ouc
Their Coine vponlargeintereft, [nw felfe,
Richonely inlarge h.lm. All thofe,for this?
Isthiscthe Ba Mor. e, thatthe vfuring Senat
Powresinto i"wan-:-*'mﬁ wounds? Banifhment,
It comes notill : I hate not to be banitht,
Itis a caufe worthy my Spleencand Funes
That I may firike ac Athens. Ile cheere vp
My difcontented Troopes,and lay torhmrfs :
»Tis Honour wich moﬁ Lands to beat ods,
Souldiers fhould broeke as little wrongs as Gods. .

\!J A

Exeunt,

Fxit,
Ewnter

9 i
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Eunter diners Friends at fenerall doores,

1 The good time of day to you,fir.

2 Talfowifhitto you : Ithinke this Honorable Lord
did but try vs this other day.

1 Vpon that were my thoughts tyring when wee en-
countred. I hopeitisnot fo low with him as he made it
{eeme in the triall of his feuerall Friends.

2 ltfhould not be, by the perfwafion of his new Fea-
fting.

1 I{hould thinke i’o.

He hath {ent mee an earneftin-
uiting, which many my neereoccafions did vrgemeeto

Hue oﬁ but he hath con iur’r. mee beyond them, and I
muft needs appeare.

2 InlikemannerwasT in debttomy importunat bu-
fineffe, but he would not heare my excufe. I am forrie,
when he fent to borrow of mee, thatmy Prouifion was
out.

1 574

=

i 1amficke of that greefetoo,as I vaderftand how all
things go. ;

2 Euery man heares fo : what wou!d hee haue bosre-
wedofyou?

4 1 Athoufand Peec

o A thoufand Pecces ?

1 W h;uofyou?

s He{entzo me (it e Heere he comes.

Enter Timon and o4 ttendants.

Tim. Withal nboth;and how
fare you?

1 Euer at thebeft,hearing well of your Lordfhip.

2 TheSwallow followes not Su nm,“ more willing,

then'we your Lordfhip,

Tim, Noymorew :lsmrh’ﬁﬂwa Winter, fuch Sum-
mer Birds are men, Gentlen nen, our dinner will nor re-
compence this long {tay: Feafl your eares wich the Mu-
fcl\eaw vile: 1f they will fare {o harfhly o’ th'Trumpets.

found we (ha ‘: too.;m,x:m ly.

Lmiy hearc Gentleme

dely with your Lord-
R 7, (7 s T
.a’rEﬂuInSLl.

fhip, that I re

O fir,lecit nottr

Tim
2 ooNT o1 Tk
2 |\ }7 "xODlﬁ Lt.nu-

Time. Ahmy good Friend,what cheere?
d mf:b‘,ﬂ" tév‘)"f”’ t in2.
2. My moft Honorable Lord,1 am e’ne fick nt"t‘._ﬁ""
!H"it when your Lordfhip this other day fentto me, [ was
{o vnfortunate a Beggar.
T:‘m Thinke:

not on’t, fir.
2 Ifyouhad fent buttwo houres before.
’T.—m. Ler it not ct mh»sfou?batcer remembrance
Come bring in all together.

All

couer’d Di hm,

2 fild

1 Royall Cheare, 1 warrant you,

3 Doubrnogthat ifm:' ney and the feafon can yeild it
) | 1 ’VVI) at’

3

U )

r’?

w3 !' ')udrawn €

e e e e e e e ————

\

re/tf mc,;zf,

3 l do conceyue.

7 im. Each man to his ftoole, with that fpurreas hee
would to the lip of his Miftris : your dyet fhall beein all
places alike, Makenot a Citie Feaft ofit,to let the meat
coole, ere we can agree vpon the firft place. Sit,fit.

The Gods require our Thankes.

Yo groat Bencfatlors, [prinkle our Society with Thanke-
f,’lnefje For yomr owne guifts, make yonr felues prazs’d : But
referne fHill to gine, leaft your Deities be defpifed. Lendtoeach
man enongh, that one neede wot lend to another. For were yosr
godw{r(b to borrow of men, men wonld for[ake r/m Gods. mrl@

the Meate be beloned, more thewn the Adan t‘mt ginesit. Let

no Affembly of Twenty, be withont 4 [core of Vi ”"’MEJ Ifihere
fit !I’J(‘/I!{' Women st the Table, let a dozen of thems bee as they
are. The reft of your Fees, O Gods, the Senators of Atbeus,
zonc'ber with the common leg ge of P eople, what is amiffe in
l}wm yois Gods, m’enéL o dg/ﬂ rution. For thefe myy
prefent Friends, as they areto mse nothing, [oin nothing ble(fe
shem, andton soths 7 Ave .u.; welcoms.

Vncouer Dogges, and lap.
Some {]Wlw What de’s his |
Some other, 1knownot,
Timon, M'Vj voua ?“ev:rf'-r Feaft neuer beheold

You knot of Mouth-Friends: Smoke, & lukewarm vwater

I'; y'nu nerfedtion. This is Timons laft,

Vho {mL ke 'md fpangled you with Flatteries,

W uﬂms it off and ‘p rinkles in your faces

Your reeking villany, Liueloath’d,and long

Mof fmiling, fmooth, detetted Parafites,

Curteous Deftroyers, affable Wolues, meeke Beares:

You Fooles of Fortune, Trencher-friends, Times Flyes,

Ca ap and knee-Slaues, va i"rul,' s, an0d Minute Tackes.

OfMan and Beaft, the mmmc M”dee

Cmft yuu quiteo’re. Whard

{ ckefirl} ythou too,and thous
end thee money, borrow none.

Wha z’ A E; in Motion ? Hencefoith be no Feat,

Wherest aVill 'mtz" not a welcome Gueft.

Burne lu @f-ﬂ.,im Athens, henceforth hated be
('1'1’ imon Wi a ”;"'] HHL:UQ] n}‘}';

e e A G A

o7

b 0%

Lordihip meane?

o'ltthoueo?
s

e
e

Euter vhe Senators with other Loydes

How now, my Lords ?
Know you rhe quality of Lord Témons fury ¢

Pufh dld you {ee € my (,1p?
i Haucloﬁ my Gowne,
He’s but 2 mad Lord, & nought but humors {waies
him, Hegauemealewell th ‘other day, and now hee has
beateit out of my hat,

Didyoufeemy I well?

Dic i)mu fee my Cap.
Heere tis.
Heere lyesmy Gowne,
Let's make no flay.,
Lord Timens mad.

1 feel typonmy bones,
One day he giues vs Diamonds,next day ftones,

Sxennt tie Senators.

=< .

e B U

Hubukw

oo

Enter Timon.,

Tim. Let me lookebacke vponthee, Othon Wall
Tl’mt girdles in thofe Wolues, diue in the earth,
And fence not Athens. Matrons, turne incontinent,

()ucdm“cwwy lein Children : 512\[!@?3 and Fooles
hh

Plucke




GO
Plucke the graue wrinkled Senare fromthe Bench,
And minifter in their fReeds, to gencrall Filthes,
Conuert o th'Inftant greene Virginiry,
Doo’t in your Pareats eyes. Bankrupts,hold faft
Rather thenrender backe; out with your Kniues,
Aund cut your Trufters throates. Bound Sernants, ficale,
Large-handed Robbess your graue Mafers are,
And pill by Law. Maide, to thy Mafters bed,
Thy Miftris is o'th'Brothell. Some of fixteen,
Plucke the !yn’d Crutch from thy old hmping Sire,
With it, beate out his Braines, Piety,and Feare,
Religion to the Gods, Peace, luftice, Truth,
Domefticke awe, Night-ret, and Neighbour-hood,
Inltru&ion, Manners, Myfterics,and Trades,
Degrees, Obferuances, Cultomes, and Lawes,
Decline to your confounding contraries.,
And yet Confufion liue: Plagues incident zo men,
Your potentand infe&ious Feauors,heape
On Athens ripe for ftroke, Thou cold Sciatica,
Cripple our Senators, that their limbes may hale
Aslamely as their Manners. Luft,and Libertie
Creepe in the Mindes and Marrowes of our youth,
That ’gain(t the fireame of Vertue they may frive,
And drowne themfelues in Riot, Itches,Blaines,
Sowe all th’Athenian bofomes, and their crop
Be generall Leprofic : Breach infect breath,
That their Society (as their Friend{hip) may
Be mecrely poylon. Nothing Ilebeare fromthee
But nakedneffe, thou deteffable Townes,
Take thou that too, with multiplying Bannes :
Timon will to the Woods, where he fhall finde
Th'vokindeft Bealt, more kinder then Mankinde,
The Gods confound (heare me you good Gods all)
Th’Achenians both within and our that Wall :
And grauntas Timerz growes his hate may grow
To the whole race of Mankinde, high and low,
Amen.

Exit,
Enter Steward with twe oy three Sevsant s

1 Heare you M.Steward,where’s our Mafter?
Are wevndone, cafll off, nothing remaining?
" Stew. Alack myFellowes,what {hould I{ay to you?
Let me berecorded by the rightecoss Gods,
Tamas pocge as you.

¥ SuchaHoufe broke?
So Noble a Maiter falne, all gone, and not
One Friend to take his Fortune by the arme, *
And go alopg with him.

2 As wedo turne our backes
From our Companion, throwne into his graue,
So his Familiars o his buried Fertunes
Slinke all away, leaue their falfe vowres with him

A dedicated Beggar to the A
Wich his difeale,of all (hu I
Walkes like contempr elone. More of our Fellowes,
Exter other Seruants,

Seew, All broken Implements of a ruin’d houfe,

3 Yet do our hearts weare Témons Livery,
That fee 1 by our Faces : weare Fellowes flill,
Serving alikein forrow : Leak’d is our Batke,
And we poore Mates,ftand on the dying Decke,
Hearing the Surges threat : we muft allpare
Into this Sea of Ayre.

Stew. Good Fellowes all,

inda U‘zﬁij’\‘fﬂy,

Temon of e A thens.

The lateft of my wealth Ile thare among’fi yon,
Where euer we (hall meete, for Timsans fake, -
Let’s yet be Fellowes. Let’s fhake our heads,and fay
As*twere a Knell vnto our Mafters Fortunes,
Wehaue {eene beteer dayes. Leteach take fome:
Nay put out all your hands : Not one word more,
Thus part we nichin forrow, parting poore.

Embrace andpart fewerall wayes.
Oh the fierce wretchednefTe thar Glory brings vs!

g o
Who would not wifh to be from wealth exempt,|
SinceRiches point te Mifery and Contempe?
Who would be fo mock’d with Glory,or to live
ButinaDreame of Friendfhip,
To haue his pompe, and all what fate compounds,
But onely painted like his varnifhe Friends -

" Poore honelt Lord, brought lowe by his owne heart,

Vndone by Goodnefle : Strange vov{uall blood,
When mans worft finne is, He do’s too much Good.
Who then dares to be halfe fo kinde agen?

For Bounty that makes Gods, do fill marre Men,

My deereft Lotd, bleft to be moft accurft,

Rich oncly to be wretched ; thy great Fortunes

Are made cthy cheefe Afflictions. Alas (kinde Lord)
Hee's flung in Rage from this ingratefull Scate
Of monfirousFriends:

Nor ha's he with him to fupply his life,

Or that which can command it :

Ile follow and enquire him out.

Ile euer {eruc his minde, with my beft will,
Whilk I haue Gold, Tle be his Steward @ill, Exit,
Enter Tinsom i the woods.

Tims. Oblefled breeding Sun, draw from the earth
Rotten humidity : below thy Sifters Orbe
Infect the ayre. Twin'd Brothers of one wombe,
Whofe procreation, refidence, and bisth,
Scarfe s dinidanc s touch them with feuerall fortunes,
The greater {cornes the leffer. NotNature
(To whom all fores lay fiege) can beare great Forsupe
But by contempt of Nature,
Raife mechis Begger,and deny’t that Lord,
The Senators fhall beare contempt Hereditary,y
The Begper Natiue Henor,
Icisthe Paftour Lards, the Brothers fides,
The wart that makes him leaue: who dares? who dares
In puritic of Manheod ftand vpright
And fay, this mans 2 Flatcerer. Ifenc be,
So are they al] : for euerie grize of Fortune
Is fmooth’d by that below. The Learned pate
Ducles to the Golden Foole. All’s obliquie:
There snothing leuell in our curfed Natures
Bug diret villanie, Therefore bezbhere’d,
All Feafis, Societies,and Throngs of men.
His femblable, yea himfelfe Timon difdaines,
Deftruction phang mankinde ; Earth yeeld me Rootes
Who feckes for betrer of thee, fawce his pallate ;
With thy moft operant Poyfon. What is heere?
Gold? Yellow, glittering,precious Gold ?
No Gods, I am noidle Votarift,
Roots you cleere Heauens, Thus much of this will make
Blacke, white ; fowle, faire ; wrong, right;
Bafe, Noble ; Old, young ; Coward,valiant.
Ha you Gods | why this? what this. youGods ? why this
Will lugge your Priefts and Serusnts from your fides:
Plucke flour mens pillowes from below their hcads,_r‘ '

e




Zimon of eAthens.

o1

This yellow Slaue,

Will knit and breake Religions, bleffe thaccurft,
Make thehoare Leproficador’d, place Theeues,

And giue them Title, knee,and approbation

Wich Senators onthe Bench : Thisisit

That makes the wappen’d Widdow wed againe s
Shee, whomthe Spittle-houfe, and vicerous fores,
Would caft the gorge at, This Embalmesand Spices
Toh’Aprill day againe, Come damu’d Earth,

Thou common where of Mankinde, that puttes oddes
Among the rout of Nations, I will make thee

Do thy right Nature. Marck sfarre off.
Ha? A Drumme ? Th'art quicke,

But yet liebury thee : Thowc go (Arong Theefe)
When Gowty keepers of thee cannot ftand

Nay ftay thou out for earncit.

Enter Alcibiades with Drumme and Fife in warlike manner,
and Phrynis and Timandra,

Ale. What art thou these ? fpeake,

Tém. ABeattasthouart. The Canker gnaw thy harc
For fhewing me againe the eyes of Man,

Ale. Whatis thy name7 Is man {o hatefull to thee,
That arethy felfea Man¢

Tim. 1am CWUifantropes, and hate Mankinde,

For thy pare, I do wifh thou wertadogge,
Thae I might loue thee fomc:hing,

Ale. Tknow thee well ;

Butin thy Fortunes am vnlearn'd, and firange.

Tims.] know thee too, and more then that I know thee
I not defiretoknow. Follow thy Drumme,

With mans bloed paintthe ground Gules,Gules :
Religious Cannons, ciuill Lawes are cruell,

Then what fhould warre be ? This fell whore of thine,
Hath in her moze defiruétion then thy Sword,

For all her Cherubin looke,

Phris. Thy lips ot off,

Tim, I will not kiffe thee, then the rot returnes
To thine owve lippes againe,

Alec. How came the Noble Timox to thischange?

Tim. Asthe Moone do’s,by wanting light to giue :
But then renew I could not like the Moone,

There were no Sunnesto borrow of,

Ale. Noble Timon,what friendfhip may I do thee ?

Tim. None,bat to maintaine my opinion,

Ale. What isit Timex?

Tim. Promileme Friendfhip,butpeiforme none,
Ifthou wilt not promife,the Gods plague thee, for thou
artaman : .if thou do'ft performe, confound thee, for
thou arta man,

Alec. Thave heardin fome fort ofthy Miferies.

Tim. Thou faw'(t chem when I had profperitie,

Ale, 1{eethem now, then was a bleffed time,

Tim. Asthineisnow,held with a brace of Harlots,

Timan, Tsthis th’ Achenian Minion,whom the world
Voic'd fo regardfully 2

Tim. Arcthon Timawdra? Timan, Yes.

Tim.Be awhore flill, they loue thee not that vfe thee,
giue them difeales, leaning withthee their Luft, . Make
vie of thy {zlt houres, feafon the flaues for Tubbes and
Bathes, bring downe Rofe-cheeke youch to she Fubfaft,
and the Dier.

Timan, Hang thee Monfter,

Ale, Pardonhim {weet Timandra for his wits
Are drown’d and loft in his Calamities.

\

|

—————

Ihaue but little Gold of late, braue Timon,
The want whereof, doth dayly make reuole
In my penurious Band. Ihaue heard and greev’d
How curfed Achens, mindeleffe of thy worth
Forgetting thy great deeds, when Neighbour fates
Bur for thy Swerd and Fortune trod vpon them.
Tim. 1prycthee beatethy Drum,and get thee gone,
Afe. Tam thy Friend, and p tty thee deere Zimon,
Tim. How docft thou pitty him whom § doft troble,
I had rather be alone.
eAle. Why fare thee well :
Heere s fome Gold for chee,
Tim. Keepeit, 1cannoteate it.
<Als. When Ihaue laid proud Achens on a heape; |
Tim. Warr'ftthou ’gainft Achens. {
Ale. 1Timon,and haue caufe, l
Tim. The Gods confound themallin thy Conqueit
And thee after,when chou hat Conquer d. |
Ale. Why me, Timen? I
|
i
!
]
|

2

Tim, Thatby killing of Villaines
Thou was’ borne to conquer my Country.
Put vp thy Gold. Go on,heeres Gold, gocn;
Be as a Plannetary plague,when Toue
Will o’re fome high-Vic’d City, hang his poyfon
In the ficke ayre :letnot thy fword skip cne:
Pitty not honour’d Age for his white Beard,
Heisan Viurer, Strike me the counterfer Macron;
fis her habite onely, that is honc &,
Her felfe’s a Bawd. Letnotthe Virgins cheeke
Make foft thy trenchant Sword : for thofe Milke pappes
That through the window Barne bore at niens eyes,
Are not within the Leafe of picty writ, ,:
But fecthem down horrible Traitors.Spare not the B be |
Whofe dimpled {miles from Fooles exhauft their mercy; |
Thinke it a BaRard,whom the Oracle ,
Hath doubtfully pronouneed, the throac thall cut, |
And mince it {ans remorfe. Swesre againft Obie&sy |
Puc Armour on thine eares,and on thine eyes,
Whofe proofe, nor yels of Mothers, Maides, nor Babes,
Nor fight of Priefts in holy Ve@tments bleeding,
Shall pierceaict. There’s Gold to pay thy Souidiers,
Make large confufion : and thy fury Ipent,
Confounded bethy felfe. Speake not, be gone.
Ale. Haftthou Gold yet, lle take the Gold thou gi-
ueft me, not all thy Counfell.
Tim. Doftthou ordoft thou not, Heauens curfe vpon
thee.
Both, Giue vsfomeGold good Timor haft § ainte?
Tim. Enough to makea Whore forfweaie her Trade,
And to make Whores,a Bawd. Hold vp you Sluts
Your Aprons mountant ; you are not Ochable,
Although I know you’l fiweare, terribly fweare
Into firong fhudders, and to heauenly Agues
Th'immortall Gods that heare you.Spare your Qathes::
e truft vo your Conditions, be wheres fill.
And he whofe pious breath feckesto conuere you
Be firong in Whore, allure him, burne him vp,
Let your clofe fire predominate his fmoke,
And be no turne-coats : yer may your paines fix months
Be quite contrary, And Thatch
Your poore thin Roofes with burthens of the dead,
(Some that were hang’d) no matter :
W eare them, betray with them ; Whore fill,
Paine till a horfe may myre vpon your face s
A pox of wrinkles, :
Both, Well,more Gold,what then?
hh 2
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Beleeue't thar wee'l do any thing for Geld.
Tim, Confumpsionsfowe
In hollow bones of inan, firike their (harpe fhinnes,
And marre mens {purring. “Cracke the 1,.awyer:s voyce,
That he may neuer more falfe Title pleade;
Nor found his Quillete fhrilly: Hoare the Flamen,
That fcold'R againft che quality of flefh,
And not beleeues himfelfe. Downe withthe Nofe;:
Downe with it flar, take the Bridge quite away
Ofhim,that his particular to forefce (bald
Smels from the generall weale. Make curld’pate Ruffians
Andletthe vofcarr’d Braggerts of the Warre
Deriuc fome paine {rom you. Plagocall,
That your Actiuity may defeate and quell
The fourle of all Ereion. There’s more Gold,
Do you damne others, and lec this demne you,
Andditches graue you alls
Borh. More counfell with more Money, bounteous
Timon.
Tim. More whore, more Mifcheefe firft, T haue gi.
uen you earneft.
Ale, Strikevp the Drumtowardes Athens, farewell
Timon  if 1 thrine well, Ile vifit thee againe.
Tim. Iflhope well, lle neuer {ee thee more,
Ale, 1neuver did thee harme.
Tim. Yes,thoufpok’lt well of me.
Ale. Call' thou thatharme ?
Tim. Mendayly findeir, Gettheeaway,
And take thy Beagles wich thee,
Ale. Webuor offend him, @rike, Exeunt,
Tom, ThatNature being ficke of mans vnkindneffe
Should yet be hungry : Common Mother, thou
Whofe wombe vnmeafureable, and infinite breit
Teemes and feeds all : whole felfefame Mettle
Whereof thy proud Childe (arrogant man)is puft,
Engendersthe blacke Toad, and Adder blew,
The gilded Newt, and eyelefle venom'd Worme,
With all th’abhorred Births below Crifpe Heauen,
Whereon Hyperions quickning fire doth (hine:
Yeeld him, who all the humane Sonnes do hate,
From foorth thy plenteous bofome, one poore roote :
Enfeare thy Fertile and Conceptious wombe,
Let it no more bring outingratefull man.
Goe greac with Tygers, Dragons, Wolues, and Beares,
Teeme with new Monfters, whom thy vpward face
Hath to the Marbled Manfion all aboue
{{ Neuer prefented. O,a Root, deare thankes:
Dry vpthy Marrowes, Vines,and Plough.torne Leas,
Whereof ingratefull man with Licourifh draughts
And Morfels Vactious,greafles his pure minde,
That fromit all Confideration {lippes
Enter Apemantus.
n ? Plagae plagie.
was directed hicher. Menreporr,
ffe&k my Manners,and doff v{e them.
“im. "Tis then, becaule thou doft not keepe a dogge
| Whom [ would imitate, Confumption catch thee.
Ape. Thisisinthee a Nature but infe&ed,
A po‘ore vamanly Melancholly fprung
From change of future.. Why this Spade? this place?
This Staue-like Flabit, and thefe lookes of Care ?
| T s yer weare Silke, drinke Wine,lye {oft,
1 Hugge thar difeas’d Perfumes,and haue forgot
That cuer Timow was. Shame not thefe Woods,
By putcing on the cunning of a Carper.
Be theu a Flatterer now, and fecke to thrive

i
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By that which ha’s vndone thee ; hindge thy knee,
And lethis very breath whom thou’le obferue
Blow off thy Cap : praile his moft vicious firaide,
And call it excellent ; thou waft told chus :
Thou gau’fi thing eares (like Tapfiers, that bad welcom)
To Knaues;and al] approachers :°*Tis moft juft »
That thou turne Rafcall, had'ft thou wealth apaine
Rafcals fhould have’r. Do notaﬁumemy lik‘cneﬂ‘;,

Tim, Were llike thee,1’de throw away my {elfe,

vApe. Thouhaft caft away thy felfe,beino like thy felf |
A Madmani folong, now a Foole : what thlzk’ﬂ
Thatthe bleake ayre, thy boyfterous Chamberlaine
Will put thy fhirt on warme ? Will thefe moyft Trees
Thathaue out-liv'd the Eagle, page thy heeles ;
And skip when thou peint’ft out? Will the cold brooke
Candied with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning tafte
To cure thy o’re-nights furfet ? Call the Creatures
Whofe naked Natares liuein all the fpight ’
Of wrekefull Heauen, whofe'bare vahoufed Trunkes,
Tohe confliting Elements expos’d
Anfwer meere Nature : bid them flaccer thee,
Q thou fhaltfinde.

Tim. AFooleofthee: depart.

~pe. Tlouethee better now, then ere I did.

T, 1hatethee worfe,

Ape. Why?

Tsm, Thouflacter’ mifery,

Ape. 1flatter not, burfay thou are a Cayriffe,

Tim. Why do’t thou (eeke me out? "

Ape. Tovexthee,

Tim. Alwayes a Villaines Office, or a Fooles,
Doft pleafe thy felfe int 2

Ape. 1,

Tm. What,aKnaue too?

«pe. T'thou did’f} put this fowre cold habit on
To caftigate thy pride, twere well : but thou
Doficenforcedly : Thou'dft Courtier be againe
Wertthounot Beggar ; willing mifery
Que-lives: incertaine pompe, iscrown’d before =
1 he one is filling ftill, pever complear :
The other, at high wifh :beft ftace Contentleffe,
Hath a difira&ted and moft wretched hein g,
Worfe then the worll,Content, J
Thou thould'ft defire to dye,being miferable,

Tim. Not by hisbreath thatis more miferable.
Thou art aSlaue,whom Fortunes tender arme
With fauour neuer clafpt; butbred a Dogge.
Had*@ thou like vs from our fir} {fwath proceeded
The {weet degrees thac this breefe world affords,: ¢
To {uch as may the paffive drugges of it
Freely command'ft : thou would'ft haue plung’d thy felf
In generall Riot, melted downe th youth
In differenc beds of Luft, and never learn'd
Thelcie precepts of refpedt, but followed
The Sugred game before thee. Butmy felfe,
Who had the world as my Confe&iconatie,
The mouthes, the tongues, the eyes,and hearts of men,
At duty more then I could frame employment ;
That numberlefle vpon me ftucke, 25 leaues
Do on the Oake, haue with one Winters brufh
Fell from their boughes, and left me open, bare,
For euery ftorme that blowes, Ito beare this,
That neuer knew but better, is fome burthen:
Thy Nature, did commence in {ufferance, Time
Hath made thee hard in’t. “Why fhould’t YhateMen?
They neuer flatter'd thee. Whathaft thougiuen ?

lf' .
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| Ifchoa wilc carle; thy Facher (that pooreragge)

Muft be thy fubie&t s who in fpight put ftufte
To fome fhee-Begger, and compounded thee
Poore Rogue, hereditary. Heace, be gone,
If theu hadft not bene bornethe worft of men;
Thou bad@tbene z Knaueand Flatterer,

Ape. Artthou proud yer?

Tins, 1,chatl amnotthee.

Ape, 1, that I wasno Prodigall.

Tim. Iythat ] amonenow.

Wereall the wealth I haue thut vp in thee,
1’ld give thee leaueto hangit, Gettheegons:
Thatthe whole life of Arhens were inthis,
Thaswould I eate it,

Ape, Heere, I will mend thy Feaft.

Tim, Fisft mend thy company, take away thy felfe.

Ape, Sol thall mend mine owne,by’th’lacke of thine

‘Tim, "Tis not well mended fo, it is buc botche;
1fnot, I wounld ic were.

Ape. 'What would'tt thouhaue to Athens ?

Tiwz. Thee thicher in 2 whirlewind : ifthou wilt,
Tellthemthere I haue Gold looke,{o I haue.

Ape. Heereisnovlefor Gold,

Tim. Thebeft, and trucft :

For heere it fleepes, and do’s no hyred harme,

Ape. Wherelyeftanights Timon ?

Tim. Voder that’s abone me.

Where feed’® chou a-dayes eApemant s 2

Ape, Wheremy flomacke findes ineare, or rather
where [ eate it.

Tim. Would poyfon were obedicnt, & knew my mind

Ape. Where would'ft thou {end it

Tim. To{awcethydithes.

Ape. The middle of Humaniry thou neaer kneweft,
but the extremitie of both ends. When thou waftin chy
Gilt, and thy Perfume, they mocke thee for too much
Curiofitie: in thy Ragges thou know’ft none,burt arr de-
fpis’d for the contrary. There’s 3 medlet for thee,eateiit,

Tim. On what 1hate,l feed tot.

Ape. Do’ hate a Medler?

Tim. 1ythough itlooke like thee,

Ape. And ith’hadft hated Medlers {ooner, § fhould'ft
haue loued thy fclfe betternow. What man didd'ft thou
cuer know vnthrift, that was beloued after his meanesy

Tim. Whe without thofe meanes thou talli(t of  didft
thou euer know belou'd 2

Ape. My felfe.

Tm. ‘1vnderftand thee : thou had’@ fome meanes to
kécpe a Dogge.

Apems. Whatthingsinthe world canftchou neereft
compare to thy Flatterers ?

Tim. Womenneereft, butmen: men are che things
themfelues. What would’ft thou do with the wosld A-
pemanten, ifis lay inthy power?

Apz. Giueit the Beafls, to berid of the men.

Tém. Would'ft thou haue thy felfe fall inthe confu-
fion of men, 2a0d remaine a Beaft with the Beafts,

Ape. 1 Tiwsoa,

Tins. A beafily Ambition,which the Goddes graunt
thee t'actaine ro. Ifthow wertthe Lyon, the Fox would
beguile chee . ifthouwert the Lambe, the Foxe would
ea:=thee: if thou wertthe Fox, the Lion would fufpe&
ther, when pcmdum:urc thou wezt accus’d by the Afle:
It thoo wert the Affe, thy dulnefle would torment thee ;
and @&ill thoulin'd:t but as a Breakefa(} to the Wolfe. If
thou wert the Wolfe, thy greedineffc would afflictthee,

BN, T
& oft thou thould’ R hazard thy lifeforthy dinner. Were
thou the Vnicorne, pride and wrach would confeund
thee, and make thine owne felfe the conque ft ofthy fury,
YWere thou a Beare, thou would'@t be kill’d by the Horfe:
wert thou a Horfe, thou would’® be feaz’d by the Leo-
pard : wert thoua Leopard, thou wert Germene to the
Lion, and the {pottes of thy Kindred, were Turors on th
life. Allthy fafety wereremotion, andthy defence ab-
fence. What Beaft could’ft thou bee, that were not fub-
iettoaBeall 1 andwhataBeaft arcchou alteady, that
{eclt notthy lofle in transformation. g
Ape. 1t thou conld'® pleafe me
With {peaking to me,thou mighe'ft
Haue hit vpon it heere. s
'he Commonwealth of Athens, is
A Forreft of Beatls.
Tims. Howha's the Afle broke the wall, that thou art
out of the Citie,
Ape. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter
The plague of Company light vpon thee :
I will feare so carchit, and giue way.,
When I know not what elletodo,
Ile fec thee againe,
Tim. When thereis nothing liaing but thee,
Thouw fhalt be welcome. ]
Ihad rather beaBeggersDogee,
Then A4 pemnantieg .
Ape. Thouarethe Cap
Of all the Fooles aliue,
Tim. Would thou wert cleane enongh
Te {pitvpon.
Ape. A plague on thee,
Thou a1t too bad 1o curfe.
Tim. AllVillaines
That do fland by thee,are pure.
Ape. Theseir no Leprofie,
Buc what thou fpeak’fi.
Tim. If] namethee, lle beate thee;
But I fhould infeét my hands,
Ape. Twould my tongue .
Could rot them off. :
Tim. Awaythouiflue of amangie dogge,
Choller does kill me,
Thatthou art alive, I {fwoond to fee thee,
Ape. Would thos would it burft,
Tim. Away thoutedions Rogue,Tam forry 1 (hall
iofe a one by thee,
Ape. Bealt, :
Tim. Slaue,
Ape. Toad,
T1m. Rogue,Rogue,Rogue.
Y am ficke of this falfe world,and will loue noughe
But euen the meere neceffities vpon't:
Then Timon prefently prepare thy graue :
Lye where thelight Fome of the Sea may beats
Thy graue ftone dayly ;make thine Epicaphs
That deathin me, ac others liues may lavgh.
O thou fweete King-killer, and desre diuorce
Twixt naturall Sunne and fire : thou brighc defiles
of Hismens pureft bed, thou valiant Mars,
Thou euer, yong, frefh, loucd ,and delicate wooer,
Whofe blufh doth thawe the confecrated Snow
That lyes on Dians lap,
Thouvifible God, i
That fouldreft clofe Impoffibilities,
And mak’@t them kifle; that fpeak’ft with euerie Tongue
hh 3 Tal

become

o




<

| 94.¥

To euerie purpofe : O thou touch of heares,
Thinke thy {laue-manrebels, and by thy vertue
Set them into confounding oddes, that Beafts
May haue the world in Empire.

Ape, Would’twere fo,
But noc till Lam dead. llefayth’haft Gold :
Thou wiltbe thromg’dtoo thortly.

Tim. Throng'dtoo?

4'1[.':’. I.

Tim. Thy backel pryshee,

Ape. Live,and loue thy mifery,

Tim. Longliue fo,and fo dye. Iam quit.

Ape. Mo things like men,
Eate Timon, and abhorre then,

Exit Apeman,
Enter the Bawndesti,

1 Where fhould he haue this Gold ? It is fome poore
Fragment, fome {lender Ort of his remainder : themeere
want of Gold, and the falling from of his Frieodes, droue
him into this Melancholly.

3 Itisnois’d
He hath a maffe of Treafure.

3 Letvs make the affay vpon him,if he carenot fort,
he will fupply vs eafily : if he couctoufly referueit, how
(hall's getic?

2 True: for he beares it not about him:

*Tis hid.
1 Isnotthishee?
All, Where?
a2 'Tis his defcription.
3 He? 1know him.
All. Saue thee Timon.
Tim. Now Theeues,
All, Soldiers,not Theeues.
Tivs, Both too,2and womens Sonnes.

All, Wearenot Theeues, butmen
That much do want.

Tim. Your greatcft want is,you want much of meat:
Why fhould you want ? Behold,the Earth hath Rootes:
Within this Mile breake forth a hundred Springs:

The Oakes beare Maft, the Briars Scarlet Heps,

‘The bounteous Hufwife Nature, on each buth,

Layes her full Mefie before you. Want? why Wane?

1 We cannot lite on Grafle,on Berries, Water,
AsBealts,and Birds, and Fifhes.

Ti, Noron the Beafts themfelues,the Birds & Fifhes,
Youmuft catemen, Yet thankes I muft youcon,

hat you are Theeues profeft : that you worke not
in holier fhapes : For there isboundleffe Theft
1n limired Profeffions. Rafcall Theeues
i Heere’s Gold. Go, fuckethe fubtle blood o'th’Grape,
Till the high Feaucr feech your blood to froth,
And fo feapehanging. Truft nat the Phyfitian,’
His Ant dotes are poyfon, and he flayes
Moethenyou Rob: Take wealth, and liues together,
Do Villaine do, fince you proteft to doo'c.
Like Workemen, 1le example you with Theeuery
The Sunnes a Theefe, and with his greatattraction
Rébbes che vafte Seas The Moones an arrant Theefe,
And hier pale fire, ihe fnatches from the Sunne,
The Seasa Theefe, whofe liquid Surge, refolues
The Moone into Salt teares. The Earch’sa Theefe,
That feeds and breeds by acompofture ftolne
From gen'rall excrement : each thing’s a Theefe.
Fhe Lawes; your curbe and whip, in theirrough power
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Ha’svncheck’d Theft, Louenot your felues, awa;
Rob one another, there’s more Gold, cut throates,
All that you meete are Theeues : to Athens g0,
Breake open fheppes, nothing can you feale
But Theeues do loofe it : Reale leffe, for this giue you
And Gold confound you howfoere : Amen. ;
3 Has almoft charm’d me from my Profeflion,by per.
fwading me to it,
1 ’Tis in the malice of mankinde, that he thus aduifes
vsnot to haue vs thriuein our myftery.
2 llebeleeuc himasan Enemy,
And giuc ouer my Trade.
1 Letvsfirft fec peacein Athens, thereisno time fo
miferable, but 2 man may be truc. Exit Theenes, g ;

Enter the Steward 1o Timon,

Stew. OhyouGods !
Is yon'd defpis’d and ruinous man my Lord ?
Full of decay and fayling ? Oh Monument
And wonder of good deeds, euilly beftow’d!
What an alteration of Honor has defp’rate want made ?
What vilder thing vpon the earth, then Friends,
Who can bring Nobleft mindes, to bafefl ends.
How rarely does it meete with this times guife,
When man was witht ro loue his Enemies s
Grant I m3y euer loue, and rather woo -
Thofe that would mifcheefe me, then thofe that dod
Fas caught me in his eye, I will prefent my hone ft gricfe
vito him; and as my Lord, il ferue him with my life.
My deereft Mafter.

7im. Away : what art thou?

Stew. Haue youforgot me, Sir ?

Tim. Why doft aske that? 1 haue forgoc all men.
Then, ifthou grunt’®, th’art a man,
I haueforgot thee. A

Stew, Anhoneft poore feruant of yours.

Tim. Then!know theenot :
I'neuer had honeft man about me, 1 all
I kepr were Knaues, to ferue in meate to Villajnes.

Stew. The Gods are witnefle,
Neu'r did poore Steward weare a truer greefe
For his vndone Lord, then mine eyes for you,

Tim. What,deft thou weepe ? a3 v
Come neerer, thenI lone thee
Becaufe chou art 2 woman, and difclaim'(t
Flinty mankinde : whofc eyes do meuer giue,
Buc thorow Luftand Laughter : pitcie’s fleeping:
Strange times y weepe with laughing, not with weeping,

Stew. 1begge of you ta know me, good my Lord,
T’accept my greefe,and whil'ft this poore wealth lafis,
To entercaine me as your Steward Qill.

Tim. Had Ia Steward
So true, foiuft, and now {6 comfortable?
It 2lmoft turnes my dangerous Nature wilde,
Lecme behold thy face : Surely, this man
Wasborne of woman,
Forgiue my generall, and exceptlefle rafhnefle
You perpetuall fober Gods. Idoproclaime
Ouae honzft man : Miftake me not, bue one :
No more I pray, and hee’s aSteward.
How faine would | have hated all mankinde,
And thou redecm’ft thy felfe. Buc all fave theey
I fell with Curfes,
Me thinkes thou art more honeft now, then wife s
Fer, by opprefling and betraying mee,

i
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Timon of e Athens.

Thour m:gm "R haue fooner got another Seruice ;
For maoy fo arriue atfecond Mafters,
Vpon their firt Lords necke. Bur teli me crue,
(For I muft cuer doubr, though ne’re fo fure).
Is not thy kindnefle { ubtlc, coueteus,
Ifnot a Viuring kindneffe,and as rich men deale Guifts,
Expe&ing inreturne twe nty for one?

Stew. Nomy moft worthy Mafter,in whofe br
Doubt, and {u{pet (alas) are plac’d too late:
You thould haue ma: d faliz times, when yon did
Sufpe& iml comes, where an cftate is leaft,
Thar whicih I ﬂ‘Cw. Heauen knowes, ismeerely Loue,
Dutie, aiid Zeale, to your vnmatched minde s
Care of your ]_"orm and Liuing,and beleeue i,
My moft Honour’d Lord,
Forany bencfitthac poi"-rf tc mee
Either inhope, or prefent, 1'd V’C}.\,HQHGP
For this one \’Vlﬁ'& that youliad power and wealth
To requite me, b) making rich your felfe,

Tim. Lookethee, tis 10 thou {ingly honefl man,
Heere take : the Gods ont ofm_,t miferie
Ha's fent thee Theafure. Go, live rich and happy,
But thus condition’d : Theu fhah build from men:
Hate all, curfeall, fhew Charity to none,
But let the famifbt fcfh flide f fromthe Bone,
Ere thourelecue the Begger, Giveto doknes
What thou denyefttomen. Let Prifons {wallow em,
D<bts wither 'em to nothing, be men like blafted waods
And may Difeafes licke vp their falfe bloods,
And {o farewell, and thriue,

Stew. O letme tay,and comfort yon, my Mafter.

Tiws. 1fthou hat'ft Curfes

Stay not : flye,whil'ft thou arc bleft and free :
Ne're leethou man, and ler me ne’re fee thee,

»,
LA

Feaft,

Exjt

Enter Poet, and Painter.,
Pain. AsYtookenote ofthe place, it cannot be farre
where he abides.
1

Poet. What's to be thought of him 2,
Does the Rumor hold for true,
That hee’s fo full of Gold ?

Bainter, Certaine.
Alcibiades veports it : Phrinica and T;mzﬂw} lo
Had Gold of him. He likewife enrich’d
Poore ftragling Souldiers, with great quanticy.
*Tis {aide, he gaue voro his Steward
A n‘nrhry {umme.

Poet. Then this breaking ofhis,
Ha’sbeene but a Try for his Friends ?

Painter. Nothingelfe:
You fhall {fec him a Palme in Athens againe,
And flourifh with the bigheft:
Therefore, ’tis not amifle, we tender our loues
To him, in chis fuppos'd diftreflc ofhis :
Tt will (hew honeftly invs,
And is very likely, to loade our purpofes
W ith what they tranaile for,
Ifit beaiuft and truc report, that goes
Of his hauing.

Peer, Whatbaue younow
To prefent ynto him?

Painter., Nothing at thistime
But my Vifitation : onely I will promife him
An excellent Pecce,

Poet, Tmuft ferue him fo too ;
Tell him ofan intent that’s comming toward him.

(
}
?

Painter. Good as thebeft.

Promifing, is the verie Ayre o’th’Time ;
It opens the eyes of Expeation,
Performance, is euer the duller for his 2a&e,

Andbut inthe plainer and fimpler kinde of people,
The deede o‘Say ngis quite out of vle,
To Promife, is moft Coun ly and fafhionable 3
Performance, is a kinde of Will or Tfﬁamcnc
Which argues a great ficknefle in his iudgement
That tna’;k\.s it

Esuter Timen from bis Cane,

Timon, Excellent Workeman,
Thou canft not paint a man fo badde
Asis thy felfe.

Po.r, Iamthinking
What I hall {ay I haue prouided for him :
Itmuftbea prrl’onmno of himfelfe:
A Satyre aganft the foftneffe of Profperity,
With a Difcouerie of the infinite Flatteries
Thatfollow youth and opulencie,

Timon, Muft thouneedes
Stand for a Villaine in thine owne VVQ*"“" :
Wil theu whip thine owne faules in other men?
Do {o, I haue Gold for thee.

Peet, Naylet’s feeke him,

Then do we finne again(t our owne eftate,
When we may pro ﬂz meete, and come too late.
,?" AEVECT o J LU

When the da y {eru
I:lf’mif. \th&;- EO0OU Wang ” i; \' ?:”"‘ and o f’.; E h;)i:g,
Come, y
Tim. 1le meete you ar the turne:
Whata Gods Gold, that he is worfhi ipe
In abafer Temple, [heu where Swine feede P
"Tis thou tixarr.én {tthe Barke,and plow’ft the Fome,
Setleft admired reuerence in a Slat ue,
To thee be worfhipt, and thy Sains for aye:
Be crown’d with Plagues; that thee alone o bay
Fit [ meet them.
Poes. Haile worthy Timon.
Pain, Ourlate Noble Mafter,
‘Timon. HaueI once liw'd
Tofee two honeft men ?

".‘_:!‘»",F')T ! | "\"*’“"""‘P‘ ]l] "’hf'

Poet. Sir:
Hauing often of your npcu Bounty tafied,
menn youwerevetyr'd, your Friends falne off,

Whoic lh:mp, elefle Natures (O abhorred Spirits)
Not all the Whippes of Heaueh,are large enough,
Wh&c to you,
hf)fc Starre-like Noblenefle gaue life and influence
To cheir whole being? [ am rapt, and cannot couer
Thegmonfirous bulke of this In gratitude
With any fize of words.
Timon. Letitgo,
Naked men may fee’ethe betrer :
You that are honeft, by being what youare,
Make them beft {eene,and knowne.
Pain, He,and myiclfe
Haue trauai'd in the great fhowre of your guifts,
And {weetly feltit.
Timon. 1,youarehonelt man. 1
Painter. VW are hither come
To offer you our feruice.
?:fmm, Moft honeft men: i
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Why how (hall I requite you?
Can you eate Roots, and drinke cold water, no?

Both. What we can do,
Wee'l do to do you feruice.

Tim. Yare honeft men,
Y 'haue heard chat  haue Gold,
[ am fure you haue, fpeake truth, y’are honeft men,

Pain. Soitis{aid my Noble Lord, but therefore
Came not my Friend,nor I.

Timon., Good honeft men: Thou draw’(t a counterfet
Beltinall Athens, th'art indeed the beft,

Thou eounterfer (t moft liuely.

Pain, So,{o,wy Lord.

Tim. Enefofiras] fay, And for thy fiftion,
Why thy Verfe [wels with ftuffe fo fine and fmooth,
Thatthou art euen Naturall in thine Art.

But for all this (my honeft Natur'd friends)
Imuft needs fay you haue a lictle fault,

Marry ’tis not monftrousin you, neither wilh I
You take much paines to mend,

Beth. Befcech your Honour
To makeit knowne to vs.

Tim. You'l takeicill,

Both. Mol thankefully,my Lord.

Timon. Will youindeed 2

Both, Doubtit not worthy Lord.

Tim, Thete’s neuer a one of you but trufts a Knaue,
That mightily deceiues you,

Both. Do we;my Lord?

Tim. 1,and youheare him cogge,

See him diffemble,

Know his grofle patchery, loue him, feedehim,
Kecpein yourbofome, yet remaine affur'd
That he’s amade-vp-Villaine, ,

Pain. 1%know none fuch,my Lord.

Poct. Nox 1.

Timon. Looke you,

Iloue you well,lle giue you Gold

Rid me thefe Villaines from your companics ;

Hang them, or ftab them, drowne them in a draughe,

Confound them by fome courfe,and come to mic,

lle give you Gold encugh.

& Both, Namethem my Lord, let's know them, -
7im. Youthat way, apd youthis:

But two in Company :

Each man apart,all fingle,and alone,

Yetan arch Villaine keepes him company

1f where thou art, twa Villaines fiall nat be,

Come notneere him. If thou vrould’'{t not recide

But where one Villaine is, then him abandon.

Hence, packe, there’s Gold,you came for Gold ye flaues:

You hiaue worke for me ; there's payment shence,

You are an Alcumift, make Geoldof that:

Qut Rafcall dogges.

Exeunt
Later Steward, and two Senators,

Stew. Ttisvaine chat you would fpeake with Timen:
For he is fet {o onely to himielfe,
That nothing but himfelfe,whichlookes like man,
Is friendly with him.
1.5en. Bring vs to his Caue, _
It is our pare and prowife to th’Achenians
To fpeake with Tinzon.
2.5¢#, Atalltimesalike
Men are not fill che fame : *twvas Time and Greefes

Timonof eAthens.

{ That fram'd him thus. Time with his i;u:c;?m_nd

Offering the Fortunes of his former dayes, ‘

The former man may make him: bring vs to him

And chanc’d it as it may. "

o Stew, Heere is his Caue ;

eace and content be heere. 1 ;

Looke out, and fpeaketo ;r}n?};d gjﬁxﬁaﬁ?”
| s A DV ALRE 3

By two of their moft reverend Senate ereer thee :

Speake to them Noble Zimon, 3 J

w Euter Timen eus of bis Cawg,

Tim, ThouSunne that comforts burne,:
Speakeand be hang'd ;
For each true word, a blifter, and each falfe
Beasa (;am'huizing to theroot o’th’Tangue,
Confuming it with Ipeaking,

1 Worthy Timon. '

Tim. Ofnone but fuchas you,
| And you of Timon,

1 TheSenators of Athens,greet thee Timon, °
Tim, 1 thanke them,
And would fend them backe the plague;,
Could 1 but catch it for them,
1 Oforget
What we are forry for our felues in thee
The Senators,with one confent of loue,
Intreate thee backe to Athens, who haue thought
On fpeciall Dignities, which vacant lye
For thy beft vieand wearing,
2 They confefle
Toward chee, forgetfulnefle too generall groffe;
Which now the publike Body,whish doth fildome
Play the re-canter, fecling in icfeife
Alacke of Tymons ayde, hath fince withall
Of it owne fall, refis aining ayde te Timon,
And fend forth vs, to make their forrowed render,
Toyether,witha recompence more fruitfull
T hen their offence can weigh downe by the Dramme,
I even fuch heapes and fummes of Louc and Wealth,
As fhallto thee blot out, what wrongs were theirs,
And write in thee the figures of theis [oue,
Euertoread them chine,
Tim. Youwitchmeinits
Surprize meto the very brinke of teares ;
Lend me 2 Faoles hearr, and a womans eyes,
Auad I'e beweepe thefe comforts,worthy Senators,
1 Therefore fo pleafe thes to returne with vs,
And of our Athens, thine and ours to take
The Caprainfhip, thou fthalt be mer with thankes,
_Allowed with abfolare power,and thy good name
Liue with Auchoritie : fo foone we fhall drive backe
OF Alcibiades thapproaches wild,
Who like a Boretoo fauage, doth root vp
His Countrjss peace.
¢ And fhakes his threatning Sword
Againft che walles of Aihens,
1 Therefore Timon.
Tim. Well Gr, I will : therefore I will fir thus:
1 Alcsbiades kill my Counsrymen,
Let Aleibiadas know this of Timow,
Thac Tsmon cares not. Butifhe {acke faire Athens,
And take our goodly aged men by’ch’Beards,
Giuing our holy Virgins to the ftaine
Of contumelious, beaftly, mad-brain’d warre
Then let him know,and cell him Zimen fpeakes it,

Ta




In picty of our aged, and our youth,
i cannot choofe but tell him that I carenot,
And let him rak’s at worlt : For their Kniues care not,
While you haue throats to an{wer. For my {elfe,
There’s nota whittle, in th'veruly Campe,
But I do prizeitat my loue,be‘ore
Thereuerends Thioatin Athens. So 1 leaue you
Tothe protedtion of the profperous Gods,
As Theeues to Keepers.

Stew. Staynot,all’s invaine,

Tim. Why I was writing of my Epitaph,
Ic will be feenc co morrow. My longdicknefle
Of Health,and Liuing, now begins to mend,
Andnothing bring s me all things. Go, liue fill,
Be Alcibiades yous plague; you his,
And laft fo long enovgh.

1 We fpeakein vaine.

Tim. But yet 1loue avy Country,and amnot
One that reioyces in the common wracke,
Ascommon bruitedoth pue ir,

1 That's well fpoke,

Tim. Commend metomy [oving Countreymen,

1 Thefe wordsbecome yourlippesas they paffe tho-
row them.

2 Andenter in our eares, like great Triumphers
In their applauding gates.,

Tom. Comimend metothem,
Aund tellthem, that to eafethem of their greefes,
Their feares of Holtile firokes, their Aches [offes,
Their pangs of Loue,with other incident throwes
That Natures fragile Veflell doth {uftaine
Inlifes vncertaine voyage, 1 will fome kindnes do them,
lle teach them to preuent wilde A/eibiades wrath.

r Ilikechis well, he will returpe againe.

Time. 1 haveaTree which growes heereinmy Clofe,
That mine owne vfe inuites me to cut downe,

And fhortly muft I fellit. Tell my Friends,

Tell Athens, inthe fequence of degree,

From high to lew throughout, thac who fo pleafe

To fop Affli&ion, let him take his bafte ;

Come hither ere my Tree hath felt the Axe,

And hang himfelfe. Ipray you domy greeting,
Stew. Trouble him no further, thus you ill (hall

Finde him.

Tsm. Come nottome againe, butfayto Athens,
Timon hath made his everlafting Manfion
Vpon the Beached Verge of the {alt Flond,

Who once a day with his embofied Froths

The turbulent Surge fhall couer ; thither come,

And let my graue-{tone be your Oracle:

Lippes, let foure words go by,and Language end :

What is amiffe, Plague and Infcétion mend.

Graues onely be meris workes, and Detth their gaine;

Sunne, hide thy Beames, Timon hath done his Raigne.
Exit Timon,

1 His difcontents are varemoueably coupled to Na-
ture,

2 Qurhopeinhimis dead:let vsreturne,
And flraine what other meanes is left vato vs
Inourdeere penill, :

1 Itrequires fwift foot. Exennt.
Enter two other Senators with a Me[fenger.

1 Thou haft painfully difcouer’d : are his Files
Asfull as thy report?

T smon of e Athens.
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¢ Mef. Thauefpoke theleaft.
Eefides his expedition promifes prefent approach,
3 We fland much hazard,if they bring not Timem,
Mef. Imeta Currier, one mine aacient Friend,
Whom though in generall part we were oppos'd,
Yer our old loue made a particular fosce,
Aodmade vs fpeake likeFriends, This man was riding
From Alcibiades vo Timons Caue,
Wich Leccers of intreaty, which imported
His Fellow(hip i’'th*caufe againft your City,
In parc for his fake mou’d.

Exter the other Senators.

1 Heere come our Brothers.

3 No talke of Timon, nothing of him expedt,
The Enemies Drumme is heard,and fearefull ff;ouring
Doth choake the ayre with duft : In, and prepare,
Ours is the fall I feare, our Foes the Snare., Exennt

Enter & Sonldier in the Woeds, [eeking Timon,

Sol. By all defcription chis (hould be the place.
Whofe heere? Speakehoa. Noanfwer ? Whatis this?
Tymen is dead, who hath out-ftretche his{pan, .y
Some Beaft reade this; There do’s not liue a Man,

Dead fure, and this his Graue,what’s on this Tomb,

I cannotread : the Charraéter He vake with wax,
Qur Capraine hath m euery Figure skl 3

An ag’d [nterpreter, though yong in dayes :
Before proud Athens hee’s fet downe by this,
Whofe fall the marke of his Ambition s,

Trumpets found,  Enter Aleibiades with bis Powers
before Arhens,

Ale. Soundto this Coward,and lafciuious Tewne,
Ouxr texrible approach,
Sounds a Parly.
The Semators appeare vpon the wals.
‘Tillnow you haue gone on, and fill'd the time
Withall Licentious meafure, making your willes

The fcope of [uftice. Till now,my felfe and fuch

- As{lepr within the fhadow of your power

Haue wander’d with our trauerft Armies,and breath’d}
Our fufferance vainly : Now the time is fluth,
When crouching Marrow in the bearer firon
Cries (of it {elfe)no more: Now breathleffe wrong,
Shall ﬁ: and pantin your great Chaires of cafe,
And purfie Infolence (hall breake his winde
With feare and horrid flight.
1.5en, Noble,andyoung ;
When thy fir greefes were but ameere conceis,!
Ere thou had'ft power, or we had caufe of feare,
We {ent to thee, to giue thy rages Balme,
To wipe out our Ingratitude, with Loues
Aboue their quantite,
2 Sodid we wooe
Transformed Timon, to our Citties loue
By humble Meffage, and by promift meanes :
We were not al! vokinde, nor all deferue

-|..The common @roke of warre,

1 Thefe wallesof ours,
Were not erected by rheir hands, from whom
You haue receyu’d your greefe : Norare they fuch,
That thefe great Towres,Trophees, & Schoolz{hold fal
For private faults in them.

2 Norare they living wh
vy e
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Exit,
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L imon of e Athens.

Who were the motiues that you firft went out,
(Shame that they wanted, cunning in exceffe)
Hath broke their hearts. March, Noble Lord,
Into our City with thy Banners fpred,
By decimation and atythed death;
If thy Reuenges hunger for that Food
Which Nature loathes, take thou the deftin’d tenth,
And by the hazard of the fpotted dye,
Let dye the {ported.

1 All haue not oftended :
For thofe that were, it is not {quare to take
On thofethat are, Reuenge : Crimes, like Lands
Are not inherited, then deere Countryman,
Bring inthy rankes, but leaue without thy rage,
.| Spare thy Athenian Cradle, andchofe Kin
Which in the blufter of thy wrath muft fall &
With thofe that haue offended, like a Shepheard,
Approach the Fold, and cull th'infeéted tosth,
| But kill not altogether,

2 What thou wile,
Thou rather fhalt inforce it with thy fmile,
( Then hew too’t, with thy Sword.
, & Serbutthy foot
Againft our rampyr’d gates, and they fhall ope :
So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before,
To fay thou’t enter Friendly.

2 Throw thy Gloue,
Or any Token of thine Honour elfe,’
That thou wilt vfe the warres as thy redrefle,
And not as our Confufion : Allthy Powers
Shall make their harbour in our Towne, till wee
Haue {eal’d thy full defire,

Ale. Thenthere’s my Gloue,
Defend and open your vacharged Ports,

Thofe Enemies of Timens, and mine owne
Whom you your felues thall fet out for reproofe
Falland no more ; andto attone your feares
With my more Noble meaning, not a man
Shall paffe his quarter, or offend the fireame
gff}]cgl;lgr Tuftice ip your Citties bounds,
ut iball beremedied to your publj

At heauieft anfwer, s s

Both, 'Tis moft Nobly fpoken.

Ale. Defcend,andkeepe your words,

Enter a Me(fenger,

Mef. My Noble Generall, Timon is dead
Entomb’d vpon the very hemme@’th’Sea,
And on his Graueftone, this Infculpture which |
With wax Ibrought away : whofe foft Impreflion
Interprets for my poore ignorance.

Alcibiades reades the Epitaph.
Heere lies a wretched ((oar (e, of wrerched Sosule berefs,
Seck not my name: A Plague confume you,wicked Caisifs lefz:
Heere lye I Timonywho aline all lining men did bate,
Paffe by,and curfe thy il but paffe and fay not bere thy gate
Thefe well cxprefle in thee thy latter fpirits: r
Though thou abhorrd’f in vs our humane griefes
Scornd’ft our Braines low, and thofe our droplct: which
From niggard Nature fall ; yet Rich Conceit :
Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weepe for sye
On thy low Graue, on faults forgiven. Dead
Is Noble Timon, of whofe Memorie
Heereaftermore. Bring me into your Citie,
And I will vfe the Oliue, with my Sword :
Make war breed peace ; make peace flint war,make each
Prefcribe to other, as each others Leach, ’

Let our Drummes (rike, Exenns
. L]
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i i\ Lucullus, two F) wtﬂm;mi&)’ﬂ
Appema Jtm a f;,m.,//, Olw/rfmigr

Sempronins another flatter ng Lord.
Alcibiades, an A’tbm}u C 5 1ne.
Poct.
Painter.
Feweller.
Merchant.
(ertaine Senatonrs,
(ertaine Maskers.
Certaine Theeses.

Flaminius, one of Tymons Seruants.
Serutlins, fmotf?er.

( aphis.

i E

T arro., ]

Dhil A, E
Philo, “Senerall Sernants to Viurers.
[ ;f{#.-i’,

fucius.

f forten /; §
T f»‘mgzm one of Tymon s falfe Friends.
‘(_‘;ff[,r.vz

Sempronius.

With diners other Seruants,

And Attendants.
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