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O F ATHENS.

MO

eAtlus Primus.

Scena Prima.

Enter Poes, hi'nm, Teweller, AMerchant,and ALereer,
as fixcralideores.

Poct.

SR Ocd day Sir.
(X008 Pas, 1am glad y'are well.
AR LE  Poet. 1 hauenot icene youlong, howr goes
PNS he World ?
Pain. Tt weares (it, as it growes,
Post. ] that’s well knowae :
But what paracular Rarity 2 What firange,
Which manifold record not matches : fee
Magicke of Bounty, ail thefe fpurits thy power
Hach conwr’d to attend,
1 know the Merchant.
Pasn. ] know themboth: th'ethers a Ieweller.
Cer, O'tivaworthy Lord.

Jew, Nay that's moft fixe,
Mer. A moft incomparableman, breath'd as it were,

T o an vnryreable and continuste goodneflc :
HC Pa“}s.

lew. 1 haueaTewell heere,
Mer. O praylet’s fz¢’s. For the Lord Timven,fir ?

Tewel. 1t he willtouch the eftimate. But for thatem
Poet. When we tor recompence haue prais'd the vild,
It Ranesthe gloryin that happy Verfe,
Which aprly fings the good.
(Aer. 'Trnagoodtorme,
lewel. Anduch :heereis aWaterlookeye.
Pain, Youarerape fir,in fome worke, fomeDedics-
tion co the great Lord.
Peet. A thing fiptidlely fromme,
Qur Pocefieis as aGowne, which vies
Trom whence ‘tisnounthe: the fire ithFline
Shewesnot, ti'l it be Riooke : our gentle flame
Prouokes it {cite, and hike the cussant flyes
Eachbrund it ch os. What have you there?
Pam, A Pi&urefir: when comes your Booke forth ?
Poet. Vpon the heeles of my pretentwient fir
Let's ice your peece.
Pam "Tiga gord Pecce.
Paet, So’tis,shis comesoll well and cxcellent.
Pass. Indifferent,
Poety Admicable: How this grace
Speakes his owne Randing : what amentall power
This eye thootes forth? How biggeimagination
| Moacs inthis L ip, 1o th*dumbnefle of the gefiure,

| .

One might interpret.
Par. Itisapretty mocking of the lifes
Hcereisatouch: 1 good?
Poer. T willfay of e,
It Tutors Nature, Aruficiall Arife
Liuesin thete coutches, linelier then life.

Enter certaime Semators,
Pain. How this Lord is folloned.
Poet. The Senators of Athens, happy men,
Pam. Looke moe,
Po.Youfec this confluence,this great food of vifitors
I hauen this rough worke, fhap’d out aman ’
Whom this beneach world doth embrace and hugge
With ampleft encertainnzent : My free arift
Halts not particularly, but mouee it felfe
Ina wide Sea of wax, ne leuell'd malice
intects one comma in the courfe 1 held,
But flies an Eagle fl.gh, bold, andforth on,
Lecauming no Tra& behinde,
Pam. How fhalll vnderfland you? .
Poct. Twill vaboulr to you.
Youfec how all Conditsons, how all Mindes,
As well of plib and flipp'ry Creatures, as
Of Graue and auftere qualuiie, tender downe
Therr teruices to Lord Timon : his large Fortune,
Vpon his good and gracions Natuse hanging,
Suhaues and properties to his love and tendance
A'l fores of heartsg yea,from the glaffe-fac'd Flatterer
To Apemantm, that few things loues beteer °
The 1 to abhorre himfelfe ; euen hee drops downe
The knec before him, and returnes in peace
Mottnich 1a Timens nod,
Pam. | fawthem fpeake together.,
Poer. Sir, have vpon s high and pleafant hill
Feign'd Forcune to be thron'd,
The Bale o'th'Mount
Is rank'd with all dcferts, all kinde of Natures
That labour on the bofome of chis Sphere,
To propagate their ftates ; among'ft themall,
Whofe eyes are on this Soucraigne Lady fixe,
One do | perfonate of I.ord Trwms frame,
Whom Fortane with her luory hand wafts to her,
Whofe piefent grace, to prefent flaucs and feruants
Tranflaces his Riuals,
Pain "Tis conceyu'd, tofcope
This Throne,this Fortune,and this Hill me thinkes

With
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With one manbecken'd fromhe reftbelow,
Bowing his head 2gainft the Reepy Mount
To climhs his happineffe,would be well expreft
Inoui Coadntion,

Poer. Nay Sir, but heare me ons
All tiiofe winch were tus Fellowes but ot fate,
Comebeczerthen hisvalew ; onthe moment
Foliow his fissdes, hus Lobbues fill with cendance,
Raine Sacrifictall whilpenings inhus care,
Make Sacied euen bt (tyrrop, and through bim
Driinkethe s Ayre,

Pars, 1 mairy, whatof thefe >

Poet Vyvhen Foreane nahar inft and change of u.cod
Srames cowmoeherlarebe! sued; all s Pependewre
W hich Lbour'd e fer hum to the Meuniaines top,
Eucnon their knees and band, lezbim Goda aae,
Not one accompasnying his dechiing foot.

Pamn, Tis common:
A thoufand morali Panrings 1 ¢
Thie fhall demonihiare-heic quiche blovies of Fortunes,
More prenantly then words, Yet you do well,
To (hew I 0-d Timon, thac mcanc eyes haac feene
The foot aboue the head.

U
CRLEY

ramrets [onnd,
: i P
Enter Lord Tsmsen, ady (o7 bamifsife curtcon’y
toewmery Suior,

Tm. Tmprifon’dishe, fay you?

¢74f. 1my good Lotd, fiue Taleues is his debt,
tis meanes moft fhore, his Creditors moft ftraite:
Your Honourable Lecter he defices
To thofe haue (hut him vp, whichfailing,

Periods bis comfort,
Tim. Noble Ventidisa well:
I am noc of thac Feather, to {hake 59
My Friend when he muft ncede me. 1do knove him
A Gentleman, that well deferuces ahelpe,
Which he thall haue. Ile pay the debr, and free him,
asef. Your Lordfhip ewer bindes him.

Tim. Commend me to him,] wiil fend his rarfome,
Andbeing enfranchized bid him come to me;
"Tis not enough to helpe the Feeble vp,
Buttofuppott him afier. Fareyou well,

Mef. All happinefle to your Honor. Exit.

Enter an old Aibenian,

Oldm. Lord Tomen heareme fpeake.

Tme, Freely good Father,

Oldm. Thou haft a Sciuant nam*d Lacsliss.

Tm., 1 haue fo: \What of him ?

Oldm. Mol Noble Timan, call the man before thee.

Tm. Auends be heere, or no? Lueslls.

Luc. Heere at your Lordfhips feruice.

Oldm, This Fellow heere,L.Trmon, this thy Creature,
By niﬁht frequents my houfe. Tamaman
That from my fir(t haue beene inclin'd to thrifs,

And my eftate deferues an Heyre more rais'd,
Then cne which holds a Treucher.

Tim. Well: what further?

Ofd. One onely Daughter haue I, noKinelfe,
On whom I may conferre what [ haue got :

The Maidis faire, a'th"youngeft for a Bride,
And I'haue bred her at my deercft coft

"n Qualities of the beft. This man of thine
Attenipts ber lous : J prythee (Noble Lord)
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Toyne with meto forbid him her zefore, -
My felfe haue fpokein vaive,
Tsm. Themanishonefl.
Oldm. Therefore he will be Tiames,
His honefly rewards himin is fcife,
It muft not beare my Daugheer,
7im. Docs fhe loue him?
Oldm, Sheisyongandapt:
QOur ewne precedent paflions do infsu@ vs
What leuities io youth,

Tsm. Louz youthe Maid?

Lur. 1my 3nod Lord,and hea: - pusofie

Ol 1Huaher Marnage my confent be miffing,
7 callthe Godsro witnefle, I will choofe
Mune heyre from forth the Leggers of the world,
And difpoffeffe herall,

T:m. Howi [hall thebeendowed,
1f he be mated with an eqnall Husband ?

Oldin. Three Talertson the prefent ; in futue, all,

Foms. This Gentleinan of mine
Hath fero’dineleng:

To build s bosrune, Iwil' A aine s lictle,
For tisaBondinmen, Glue hun thy Daugheer,
Whatyea bettov,inlun e countupaze,
Andmake bim weighatiher.

Oldm. MNoftNoble Lord,
Pawne e to this your Honour, Mhe is hiis,

Tim My handrtochee,
Mine tionour onwmy proaufe.

Lnuc. [Humbly Ldhanke your Lord{ip, neuet may
That ftate or Foreune fallinco vy keeping,-
Which is notowed to you.

Foet, Vouch‘a‘e my Labour,
Andlong hiue your Lordfhip.

7m. & chankeyou,you fhallbeare fisimme anon:
Go notaway. What haue you there, my Fiiend

Pasn. A peeceof Painting,which Ido beteech
Your Lord(hipto accepr.

Tim. Pamung is welcome,

The Paioting 1s almoft the Naturall man::

For fince Dithonor Trafhickes with mans Nature,
He 1s but out-fide : Thefe Penfil'd Figuces ace
Euen fuch asthey give out. 1like your worke,
And you fhall fiude 1 likeit ; Waite atvendance
Tl you heare further from me.

Pem. The Gods preferue ye.

Tim. Welltare youGentleman : give meyour hand,
We mult necds dine together: fir your Iewell
Hathfuffered vnder praife,

Jewel, Whatmy Lord, difpraife?

Tim. A meereiacieiy of Commendations,

If1 (hould pay youfor’t as 'us extold,
It would vaclew ae quite.

Iewel. My Lord,"us rated
As thofe which fell would giue : but you well know,
Things of ike valew differing in the Owners,

Are prized by the:r MaRers. Beleew't deere Lord,
You mend the Iewell by the wearing ic,

Tim., Wellmock'd, Ester Apermants.

Mer. No my good Lord,he fpeakes § common toeng
Which all mea fpeske with him,

7im. Looke who comes heere,will yoube chid?

Tewel. Wee'l beare with your Lordbhip,

Mer. Hee'lfparenone,

Exn

Tim. Goodmerrow toshee,
Gentle Apermantam,

g8 3 Aper,
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Timon of o Athers. B}

Ape. Tull 1 be gentie,Ray thou for thy goed morroin.
Wiven thou art Timens doggéy and thefe Kiiaues honefl,
Tim. Why doft theu csll chem Knaoes, thou know'ft
themnot? -
" Ape. Arethey net Athenians?
Tim. Yes.
Ape. Then Irepentnor,
[ Jew. Youknow me, Apemantias?
Ape. Thouknowt 1do, 1 call’d thee by thy name.
7. Thouart proud Apemarntos ?
Ape. Ofuothing fo much,asthat I am not ike Trmon
Ziw. Whetherart going ?
Ape. Tokoocke ouc anhoneft Athenians braines.
L Tim. That's 8 deed thou't dye for.
o e, Right,if doing nething be death by th"Law,
Tim. How lik'ft thou this pi&ture Apemawstau ?
; Ape, The bett for the innocence,
Tww, Wrought he not well that painted it.
b Ape. Hewrought better thatmade the Painter, and
[ yet he's bue a filthy peece of wotke.
Pain, Y'aresDogge.
| Ape, Thy Mothersof my generation : what’s the,if I
beaDogge? .
Tim. Wile dine withme Apemantus?
Ape. No: Ieate not Lords, .
Tim. Andthou fhould'@,thoud't anger Ladies.
Ape. OtheyecareLordss
So they come by great bellies.
Tim. That's alalcivious spprehenfion,
Ape. So,thouapprehend'ftit,
Take i for thy lsbour.
Tim. How doft chou like this Iewell, Apemantsss?
Ape. Nox {o well as plain-dealing, which wil not caft
' aman aDoit,
Tim. What doft thou thinke tis worth?
Ape. Not worth my thinking.
How now Poer2? biofooh
t. How now Philofopher?
P‘;l. Thoulyeft. d
eets Artnotone? -
¢ Ape. Yeu.
WE' Post. Then1lyenor.
Ape. AntnotaPoec?
A Past. Y“. '
. Ape. Thenthoulyet: -
Looke in thy lat worke, where thoubsft fegin'd him a
; worthyFellow. _
Pors. That's notfeign’d, heis fo.
£ Ape. Yesheis worshy of chee,and to pay thee for chy
ﬁ fabour, He that louestabe flattered,is worthy o'th flat-
| cerer. Heaueny,thet I weéred Lord,
Tm. What woaldht do then Apemsawtsnt
Ape. E'ne a3 Apemantss does now jhate s Lord wich
my heart.
Tew. Whatthy feife?
Ape, 1o
7im. Wherefore?: '
L A THat I had no angry wittobea Lord.]

\q

Att not thot a Merchane 2
- Mo Apomemin, - - .
" Ape. Traffick confound thee,ifthe Gods willnot,
r. 1€Trafficke don, the Gods doit.
Aps. Traffickesthy Dod & thy God confound thee.
Trwmpet [ownds. Enier & Meffonger.
* Tim. What Trumpetathr e .
Aef. *Tis Alcibuades,and fome ewenty Horfe

' fupple ioynts i that there fhould bee fmall

All of Companionfhip.
Tim, Pray entertaine them, glue them guide to vs.
Youmuft necds dine withme : gonot you hence
Till T haue thanke you : when dinners done
Shew me this peece, 1 am ioyfull of your fights,
Enter Alcibiades with the reft.
Moft welcome Sir.

vipe. So,f03 their Aches contra®, and fterue your
loue
thefefweet Knaues, andall this Curtefie. The ;t:‘:i);'g eo‘:'
mans bred out into Baboon and Monkey.
Ale. Sir,youhaue fau’d my longing s
Mot hunger?y on your fighe, yongingandfeed
7mm. Rightwelcome Sic:
Ere we depate,wee'l fhare 2 bounteous time
In different pleafures.
Pray youlet vsin.
Emter two Lords,
1.Lord What time a day is’c Apemanta ?
Ape. Time tobehonef,
1 That time ferues fill.
Ape. The moft accuricd thoa that fil! omitA e,
2 Thouart going to Lord Timens Feaft,
Ape. 1,10 fec meate fill Knaues,and Wine heat fooles.
2 Fartheewell, farchee well,
JApe. Thou artaFoole to bid me farewell twice.
2 Why Apemantiy ?
Ape. Should’ft haue kept ore to thy felfe, for Imeane
to give thee none. :
1 Hangthy feife.
Ape. No I'will donothing at thy bidding :
Makethy requefts to thy Friend.
3 Away vnpeaceable Dogge,
Or lle fpurne thee hence.  «
eApe. 1willflyelikea dogge, theheeles ath’Affe,
1 Hee’s oppofiteto humanity,
Comes fhall wein,
And talte Lord Timons bountic : he out-gocs
Thevene heart of kindneffe.
2 Hepowresitour: Plursu the God of Gold
Is buthisSteward: no meede but he repayes

Exennt,:

_Seaen-fold aboue st felfe : No guift to him,

But breeds the giuer aretumne : exceeding
All vfe of quirtance,
3 TheNoble@ mindehe carries,
That euer gouern’d man,
s Longmay he liuein Fortunes. Shiall wean?
Ile keepe you Company, Exemnt.

Hobeyes Playng lovd Afuficke.

Agreat Banguet ferw'don : and then, Enter Lord Timsen, the
Stases. the Athensan Lords, Vemtiginswhich Timen re-
deems'd from prifon. Thew comes dropping afier al Ape-
mantws difcontensedly like bimfelfe,

Vemig. Moft honoured Timon,
Ithach pleas’d the Gods to remember my Fathers sge,
And eallhim tolong peace :
Heis gone happy,and has lefe merich:
Then, as in gratefull Vercue ] am bound
To your frec heart, I do returne thofe Talents
Doubled with thankes and feruice, from whofe helpe
I deriv’d libestie,

Tim O by no meanes,
Honc® Pemtigins : Youmiftake my loue,

I gave

-
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Timon of e Athens.

[ gsueit frecly cuer,and ther'snone
Cantrucly fay he giues, if he receives :
1f our becters play at that game,we muft not date
To inuitate them : faules chat are rich acefaire,
Vear. ANoblefpiric, ‘
7im.Nay my Lords,Ceremony was but deuis’d at firft
To fet a gloffe on faint deeds, hollow welcomes,
Recanting goodnefie,forry ere’uis (howne::
But where chere istrue fnend(hip therenceds none,
Pray fir,more welcome arey o my [ortunes,
Then my Fortunes tome. _
1. Lord. My Lord,we alwaies haue confeftit.
Aper. Hoho, confeltit? Handg'dit? Houe you not?
Time. O Apermaatss,youarc welcome.
Aper. No:You fasll notmikeme welcome:
1 come to haue thee thruft me out of Jeores.
T, Fie,thart a chusle, ye'hanz goca humcus there
Does not becowe aman, s mucaten blane:
They tsy my Lovds,Jrafurs brenes ofF,
But yond man isveric aague.
Go,lei him haus a Tablc by himicife:
For iic Jues neacher affeét companie,
Nor 1s he fisfor'cindeed,
Aper. Levme Rayatchine appasill Tomeer,
I come to obferue, 1 giue thee warming en’e.

Tiw. 1take no heede ofthee s Thizre an Arherian,
therefore welcome : 1 iy fclfe would haue no power,
prythee let my meate make thc’: filent. )

Aper. 1 fcorne thy meate, tweuld choaler ¢ forl
hould nere flatter thee, Ohyau Gods i \Wrata rumber
of men eats Timen, and hiefees ‘emnot? It greeucs ine
to fee fomany dip there meate in one mans biovd,ar.d
all the madneflcis, he cheeres them vp too.

T wonder men dare truf thenifelues wath nien,

Me thinks they fhould entice them wichout knuies,
Good for there meate,and fater for ther ltucs.

These's much example for't,the fellow that fies nest hum,
now parts bread with him,pledges the breath of hunin
a d uided draught :isthe readie® manto Lilthim, *Tas
beenetproued, 1f I werembuge man lfhould feare to
drinke 2t meales, leaft they fhould (pre mywind- pipes
d:ngescus noates,greac mea (hould drinke wich harneflc
on their throates.

7um. My Lord in heart : and lec the health goroind.

3. Lerd. Letitflow:his way my good Lord.

Aper . Flow this way? A braucfellow, He keepes his
tides well, thofe healths will make thecand thy Hate
looke ill ,Tamon,

Heere's that which is too weake to bea (inner,
Honef water,which nere left manith’mire :
This and my food are cquals, there's nu ods,
Feails are to proud to giwe thankstothe Gods,

Aperman: ws Grace,

Twmortall Geds, I craxe no pelfe,

Tpray for wo man but iy feife,

Graunt I may neuer praue 3 fond,

Totr. B mancnhu Oz2th0r Bond,

Or a Harlot for ver we-ping,

Or & Doggerbar feon es afleeping

Or & keeper with my freedome,

Or my freends of £ [Fonld meed 'em,
Amen. Sofallteo's :
Richwsen fin, and [ cat root,

Much good dich thy good heart,Apermant s

Tim. Captaive,

|

|
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Alcibiades, yout hearts in the ficl! now,

Alci. My heart is euer at yous ‘erree, vy Lord,

Tws. Youhadrather beata bicskefat of koemics,
then 2 dinner of Friends.

Ale, Sothey were bleeding newmy Lord rhrere'sno
meat like’em, I could wifh my befi fiend at fuch st eatt. |

Aper. \Would all thofc Flutterers were thine Enemnies
then, chatchen rhou might'ftkill'em : & bid meto e,

I. Lerd. Might we but hane thac happinefle my Lord,
thar you would onee vie oar hearrs, whereby wemighe
exprele ferre pare of our zedes, we theald thinke our
telags fercucr pertsd,

Thwes. o0 desbomy goed Priends, butthe Gods
thenfele~shave prow: ted thae | (hall hwemuch helpe
from you: how b d you beeneny Frionds elfe, Why
haue you that charitable ticde ficas thoulznds 2 Did not
you chiefcly belong to myherre? 1 have told more o
youtomy {clfe, then you can with madcftic fprake 1n
your ownne belinlfe. Andthus farre L confirme you. OL
youGods(thinke ], “what nced wehaueany roen ds;t
we fhovld pere haue nred of em? They were the moft
needicfle Crearures huing; (hould we vere have vie tcr
em 2 And would maft rejemble {weete Inflrumenis
hing vp 1 Cafesythat keepes there founds to them.
felues, Why Thaue ofieo wifht ny felfe poorer, that
1o ht come neerer to you : weate borne to Jo bene-
fits. And what becter or properer can we call our owne,
theathenhes of oiur Fricuds  Oh what a pretisus com.
fort ty, tolaue {5 mavy Llie Biathers corumanding
one aacthers i sess Oh feves s remado 1way ert
can Sebone siminecres canuetbold cot waterme thinks
telorgetther Favlts, Jdunketoyou,

agper. Thouweep'ito makethem diinke Tomen,

2. Lord, loy Fadthe like convepron v cur s,
And arehistinfting like s babe fprung vp.

Aver. Hoho: Taughto thirkedhat bibea baftare,

3. ferd. tpromifc youmy Lordycumou'd e much.

Aper. Much,

Seund Tucket. Futer the AMaskers of Amazons with
Lutes sn them hands dasmsng andplapirg,

Tim. Whatmeanesthat Trumpe? Hownow 2

Enter Seruant.

Ser. Pleafe youmy Lord,therc are certaine Ladies
Moft defirons ofadmittance.,

Tom. Ladies? whatarecheir wils?

Ser. Ther: comes w.th them a tore-runner my Lord,
which beaies that ¢ fhee,to fignifie their pleaiures,

Tum. 1 pray lec che be admitted.

Euier Cupidwith the CMusks of Ladies,

Crp. Haileto thee worthy Timew and to all -har of
his Bounties taftesihe flue be® Sencesa cknowledge thee
ther Patron,and cume frecly to gratulate thy plentious
bofowne,

Thete taft touch all,pleas'd from:hy Table rife:
They onelvnow comebutto Fe (tthine cies.

Zimo. They'r wecomesll, ler ‘em hauekind adwmit.
tance, Mulich e make their welcurne.

Lnc. You iec my Lord,how ample y'are belou'd,

per. Hoyday,

What a fweepe of vanitie comes this way,
They daunce ? They are msdwomen,

Like

e e d

I. ii. T0—140
697



!

32 . Timon of eAthens.

I.'ke Madneflz is the glory of this life,

A tirs pompe thewes to 3 little oyle and roote.,
W makeour {elues Fooles, to difport our felues,
And fpend our Flaceerics, o8 drinke thofe men,
Vpou whofe Age we voyde it vpagen

W ich poyfcaous Spight and Envy,

W .0 liues, that’s not depr aucd, or deprsues 3
Who dyes, thac bearesnot onc fpurne to their graues
Of theit Friends guife :

1 {hould feare, tho!c that dance befere me now,
W .uld one day amwpe vpon me : "Tas bene done,
Men (hus theis doores sgainil a fetting Sunne,

The Lords rife from Table withmuch adering of T imon, and
tofhew thesr loucs, each fingle omt an Amaz.on,and all
Darce, men wirth women, alofim ffrasme or swo 10 the
Hoboyes, and ceafe,

Tim. Youhauc done our pleafures
Much grace (faire Ladies)
Set a faire fathion on our entertainment,
Which was net halfe fo beaunifuil, and kinde
You haue sdded worth vntoo’, and lufler,
Andenteresin'd me with mine owne deuice,
Jamto thanke you for'e.
1Lerd, My Lord youtske vs evenacthe beft.
Aper Faith for the worftisfiltly, and would not Lold
ral..ng, I doubeme.
im. Ladies thereisanidlebanqueratcends you,
Ple “eyouto difpofe your felues,
-1 La. Mcftthankfully,my Lord,
Tim. Flanme,
+ls. My Lord.
Zww. Thelstele Casketbring me hicher,
Fls. Yes,my Lotd. Morelewels yet?
7T ..ere s no croffing him in’s bumeor,
F!ic 1 fhould tell him well, yfaich I (houldy
VWhensil s {pent,hee’ld be crcfi then,and he could :
"T1s pitty Bounty had not eyes behinde,
That manmight ne're be wrerched for bis minde.  Eas.
1 Lod. Wheie beour men?
Ser. Heeremy Lord,in icadinefle,
2 Lord. Our [Horfes.
T, Omy Friends: .
Tliaue ene word to {ay te you: Lockeyon, my good L.
1 mull.iotreat you Liciious mee fo much,
As to adusnce this e well, accept it,aud wease ity
Kiude my Lord.
1 Lord. 13m0 farrealicady in your guifts.
AL, Sowmeweall.
Ewtor aScrmant.
Ser. My Lotd,there sre certaine Nobles of the Senate
newly alighted, and ceme to vifit yows
7. They ste fairely welcome.
Emter Flanss .
Fla. Ibefeech yourt Honor, vouchfafemes word, it
does concernc you neere,
Tm. Nerre? why then another time Ile heare thee,
i prytheclec’sbe provided o thew them entertama.cat,
Fla. Yfcaslckrow how.
Enter ansthey Sernmt.
Ser. Mayitplesfe zouc Honor,lerd Lacimi
(Outcfins free Jove) hath prefented 1o you
Foire Milke-white Horfes, traptin Siluer.
Tim, 1(hall accept them faicely - Yer the Prefents
Deworthily entertain’d.

Exenwt,

Enser 4 thivd Sernant,
How now ? Whatnewes?
3.3er. Pleafe youmy Lord, that honourable Gentle.-
man Lord Lacwl/m, entrests your compaiiic to mosrow,
to hunt with hum, and ha’s fent your Honour two brace
of Grey-hounds,
Tsm. 1lebant with him,
And letthem berecew’d, not without faire Reward.

Fla. What will this come to?

He commands vsto prouide, snd giue great guifts, aud
all out of an empty Coffer :

Nor will he know his Purfe,or yeeld me this,

To {hew him whata Begger his heart 1s,

Being ofne power to make bis withes good.

His promfes flye fo beyond his face,

That what e fpeaks 1s all in debe he ows for cu'’ry word:

Heisfo kinde,thac he now payesintercfl for's;

His Land’s putto their Bookes. Well, would I were

Gently put out of Office,before I were forc’d out:

Happierishethathasno friend to fec le,

Then fuch that do e'ne Enemies cxceede.

I bleed inwardly for my Lord. Exa

Tim. Ycudo yous {elues much wrong,

Youbate roo much of your owne merits,
Heere my Lord,a trifle of our Loue,

3 Lerd. ‘W ich more then common thankes
I willreceyues,

3 Lerd. Ohe's the very foule of Bounty.

Tme. And now I remembermy Lord,you gaue good
words the other day of 2 Bay Courfet I rod on. Tis yours
becaufeyon lik'd ic.

1.L.Oh, 1 befeech you pardon mee, my Locd, in that,

Tmw. Youmay takemy word my Lord : 1 know no
man can iufily praife, buc whathe does affet, T weighe
my kriends affc@ion with minc owne: letell you true,
llecalitoyou.

All Ler. Onone fowelcome,

Twe. | take oll, snd yous feversll vificacions
Se kindeto heart, tis not enongh to giue :
Methinkes, 1 could deale Kin Sm to my Friends,
And riere be wearic. A/nhni:,

Thev arr a Sr1dionr, therefore ildome rich,

It cumesin Charitieto thee : for sil thy Lwin

Js mong ftthe dead rand all she Lands thouhaft
Lyeinapicchefeld.

Ale, S. defil'd Land,my Lord.

1.Lord. \We ace fo vertuoufly bound,

Tom. And fo sm3 Itoyou

s.L.d, Soinfinicely endect d,

T, Alltoyou. Lights,more Lights,

3 Lerd. The bel ofHappines,Honor, and Fortunes
Keepe with you Lord Zumon. )

7m, Readyfor us Fiiends, Exemnt Lords

Aper. What scoiles heere, ferning of beckes,and -
ting out afbumimes. 1doube whether their Legges be
worth the fummcs that ate giuen for ‘em,

Friendthips full of dregges,

Me thinkes falle hearts.thould neuer haue found legges.

Thas honeft Fooles lay out their weslth on Curtfies,
Tww. Now Apermantm(if thou were not fullen)

I would be good tothee,

Aper. No, Ile nothing; for if I (hould be brib’d too,
there would be none left to raile vponthee,and then thou
wouldft finoe the faficr, Thou giu'lt (o long Timen (1
fease me) thou wilt giue away thy felfc u paper fhortly.
What needs thefe Feafts,pompes, and Vaine-glories?
Tim.

e -
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Tim. Nay,and you beginto raile on Societic once, I
am {worne not to giue regard to you. Farewell, & come
with better Moficke, Exit

ser. $5: Thou wilt not heare meenow, thoufhale
notthen. Ile} ckethybeauen from thee:y
Oh that mens eates (hould be
To Counfell deafe, but not to Flateerie. Exu
Enter a Senator.

Sen, And late fue thoufand : to Farre and to [fidore
He o.wes nine thoufand, befides my former fumine,
Which makes st fiue and twenty, Still in motion
Of raging watte? It canaot hold, it will nor,

If [ want Gold, fteale butabeggers Dopge,
And gue it Timon, why theDogge coines Gold-
If I would fell my Horfe,and buy tiventy moe
Bc-ter chen he; why giue my Horfe to Trmon,
Askenothing, giucit him, it Foles me ftraight
And able Horles : No Porter at his gate,
But racher one thatfmiles,and fhill inuites
Allshacpaffe by, Ir cannothold, noreafon
Can found bis ftatein {afety. Caphis hoa,
(aphis L tay.

Enter Caphis.

Ca. Heere fir,whatis your pleafure.

Sen. Get on your cloake,& haft ycu to Lord Timon,
Importune him for my Moneyes, be not cealt
With{light deniall ; nor then filene’d, when
Commend me to your Mafter,and the Cap
Playes in the right hand, thus : bug tell him,

My Vfes cry tome ; Imult ferue iny turne
Out of nune owne, his dayes and times are paft,
And my reliances on his fZa&cd dates
Haue {mit my credic. I loue,and honour him,
But muft not breake my backe, to heale his finger.
Immediate are my needs, aad my relecte
Muft not be toft and turn'd to me in words,
Butfinde fupply immediate, Get you gone,
Put onamoft importunate afpedt,
A vifage of demand : for I do feare
When eucry Peather ftickesin his owne wing,
Lord Times will beJeft snaked gully
Which flafhes now 2 Pheenix, get you gone.
Ca. 1 gofir,
Sew. 1gofir?
Take the Bonds along with you,
And haue the dates in. Come,

Ca. T will Sir.

Sen, Go. Exeunt
Enter Steward,witk many bulles in bis band.

Stew. No care,no flop, fo fenfcleffc of expence,

That he will neither know how to ma‘ntainest,

Nor ceafe his flow of Riot. Takes no accompt

How things go from him, nor refume no care

Ofwhat is to continue: newer minde,

Was to be fo vawife, tobe (o kinde. -
What (hall be done, he will not heare, till feele :

I muft be round with hin, now he comes from bunting,
Fye,fic,fic fic,

Enter Caphia, Ifidorg, and TV arre,
C9. Good cuco Parre : whas, you come for money?
Pe. 18’tnot your buﬂneﬁe:zro ‘;
Co. Itis ours too, /i _
12, Xisto, | ' (

BEaa - oo
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 Cq. Wouldwewereall difcharg'd,
Var. 1feaseic, -

Cap. Heere comes the Lord.

Enter Timon and bis Traine,
Tim. Sofoonc as dinners done,wee’l forthagaine
My Alcihiades. W ith me,what is your will? .
Cap. My Lord,heere is a note of certaine dues,
Tim, Dues? whenceareyou?
(#p. Of Athens heere,my Lord.
Tim. Go tomy Steward. ]

Cap. Pleafc it your Lordfhip,he hath put me off
Tothe fucceffion of new daves this moneth:
My Mafteris awak’dby great Occafion,
To call vpon hisowne, and sumbly prayes you,
That with your other Noble parts,you'l {uice,
In gruing himhis righe,
Tim. Mine honeft Friend,
I prythee but repaire to me next morning
Cap. Nay,goodmy Lord.
Tun, Containe thy felte,good Friend,
IZar. One Parroes {cruant, my good Lord.
Iid From ifid:re,be humbly prayes yous fpeedy pay-
ment,
Cap. Ifyoudid know my Lord my Mafters wants.
“ar. "Twas duc on torfcyture my Lord,fixe weekes,
andpaft.
7:. Your Stewurd puts me off my Lord,and I
Ac: {enz expreffzly to your Lordfhip.
7m, Giuemebreath:
I dobsfeechyougood my Lords heepeon,
e waite ypon you inftantly. Come tuther: pray you
How goes the world, that Iam thus encountred
With clamorous demands of debe, b.oken Bonds,
And the detention of long fince due debes
Againft my Honor?
Stew. PleafeyouGentlemen,
Theume is vnagreeable to this bufinefle::
Your importunacie ceafe, till after dinuer,
That I may make his Lord(hip vnde: ftand;
Wherefore you sre hot paid.
Tim, Do f{o my Friends fee them well entertain’d, -
Stew. Pray draw ncere, Exit.

Ener Apemantss and Foole,

Caph. Sray,ﬂ:‘y, here comes the Foole with «Ipema.-
tm, led's ha fome fport with’em,

Far. Hang him,hee’l abufe vs,

1fid, Aplaguevpon him dogge.

Var. How doft Foole?

Ape. Dot Dialogue with thy fhadow 2

var. 1{peakenotto thee,

Ape. No'tisto thy felfe. Come sway.

{f. Thete’s the Foole hangs ou your backe already.

Ape. Nothouftand'@t fingle, th’art net on him yet,

(ap. Where’s the Foole now 2,

Ape. Hela@task'd the queflion. - Poore Rogues, snd
V{urers men, Bauds betweene Gold and want.

Al Whatare we Apemavtus ?

Ape. Affes.

All, Why?

ope, That you ask me what you ase, & do not know
your [elues. Speake to ‘em Foole,

Feele, How do you Gentlemen?

All. Gramercies good Foele : -

How does your Mifiris ?

Fosle. |
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Timan of eAthens.

Foole. She's ="ne fecting on water to {cal'd fuch Chic-
kens as you are. Would we could fee you at Connth,
Ape. Good, Gramercy. :

Exter Page.

Foole. Lookeyou,hecie comes my Maflers Page.

Page. 'Why how now Capraine? what do you in this
wife Company.

How deft thou Apermanti us? )

Ape. Would | hadaRod inmy mouth, that I might
anfwer thee profitably.

Boy. Prythee cpemantss teade me the fuperferipti-
on of thefe Letters, 1 know not whichis which,

Ape. Canft notread?

Page. No.

Ape. There will litle Learning dye thenthat day theu
archang’d. Thisisto Lord Timen, thisto AlcibiadesGo
thou was’t borne a Batard, and thou'tdye a Bawd.

Page. Thouwas’t whelptaDogge, and thou fhalc
fannfh « Dogges death.

Aniwernot, ]l amgene.

Ape, E'ne{othouout-run(i Grace,
Foole I will go with yor' to Lord Tumews.

Foole, \Will youleaue me there ?

Ape. 1f Temon fay athome,

You threeferue three Viurers ?

Al. I would they feru’d vs,

Ape. So would I 2
As good a tricke as euer Hlangman feru'd Theefe,

Foole. Are youthtee Viutersmen?

All. 1Foole.

Feole. Tthinkeno Viurer, but ha's a Foole to his Ser-
usnt My Mufics isone, and | am her Foole : whenmen
cotne to boitow of your Mafters, they approach fadly,
and go away merry @ but they entermy Matlers houte
merrily,and go away fadly. Theresfon of tns?

Var, 1 could render one,

Ap. Dot then, that we may account thee a Whore-
madcr, and a Knaue, which notwithflanding thou fhalt
be no letle eftecmed.

Varre. Whatis a Whotemzfter Foole?

Fools. AToolein good cloathes, and fomethirg like
thee, 'Tisa fpi-ic, fometime Cappeareslke a Lord,foni-
time like 2 Lawyer, fonetiome like a Philofepher, with
two {tones moe then's srniiciall cne, Hee is verie often
like s Knight; and generally,in all fhapes that man goes
vpand dowse in, from fourcfcoreto thisteen, this fpuric
walkesin,

Var. ThouartnotaltogetheraFoole.

Fodle. Notthou alogethera Witemar,

As much foolerie as I haue fo much wittl:ou lack’t

Ape. Thataniwer mght have become Apemanim,

Al Afide.afide,biecre comes Lord Ziswen,

Exit

Evier Timon and Steward,

Ase. Comewith me{Foole)come,

Feole. 1da notalwayesfollow Louer, telder Brother,
aad Woman, fometime the Philofopher.

Stew. Pray youwalkeneere,
lle fpeske with yonanon, Exennt,

7ym. Youvmake me meruell wherefore ere this time
Had younot fully larde my late before me,
That T might fo haue rated my expence
As I had leaucof meares.

Stew. Youwould not heareme:

Atmany lcyfuges 1 prog.ole,

Tmm. Gotoo:
Perchance fon ¢ fingle vantages you tooke,
When my indifpofition put you backe,
And that vnaptnefle made your minifter
Thus to excufe your feite,

Stew, O ny good Lord,
At many times | broughtinmy accompts,
Laid them before you, you would throw them off,
And {ay you tcund them in mine honeflie,
When for fome tnfling prefent you haue bid me
Returnefo much, Thave thooke vy head, and wepe:
Yea 'ganft i’ Authoriue of manners,pray’d you
To hold your hand more clofe: 1 did indure
No. fildome, nur no {l:ght checkes,when I haue
Prompted you 1n the ebbe of your eftate,
And your great fl- w of debts ; my lou’d Lord,
Thoughyouheatenow (too Jate) yet nowess time,
The greatelt of yout having, lackes a halfe,
To pay your pref=t debts,

7im. Letall sy Land be fold,

Stew, "Tis all engag'd, fome forfeyted and gone,
Anc what rercaines will hardly Rop the mouth
Oipre‘antdues ; the future comes space:

What (hall defend the interim,and at length
How goes our reck®ning?

Tim. To Lacedemon did my Land extend.

Stew. Omy good Lord,the world s but a word,
Were it all yours, to giue 1t inabreath,

How quickely were st gonc,

Tim. You tell nie true.

Stew. 1fyou fufpeét my Husbandry or Falfhood,
Call me before th'exa&eft Auditors,

And fecmeon the pronfe, Sothe Godsblefle me,
When al! our Offices hane beencopprefd
Wattiriorous Feeders whenour Vaulas have wepe
Wit dreuken ipilth of Wine ; when euery roome
Hath blaz’d with Lighte, and braid with Minficelfie,
1 hauc reryr'd me to a waftefull cocke,

Andietmine eyesac flow,

Tim. Py ddiee nomore,

Stew. tesuens haue § fard. the bounty of chis Lord
How niany prodigali bits haue Slaues and Pezants
Tiasmpreengluited : whois not Tumoms,

What neart,head, (word force,meanes,but is L. Timons:
Grezt Timon, Noble Wortly Royall Tomon:

Ah, whenthemieanes are gone, that buy this praife,
Thebrcathis gore whereof this praifeis made s

Feuft wob, falt Joft ; onecloud of Wintet (bowrses,

T lese fly es are couche,

Tim. Come fetmon me no further,

N¢ villanons bounty yet hath paRt my heart;
Vowicly, notignobly havel giuen,

W by ¢ofl thou weepe, car fithouthe confeiercelacke,
To thinke I fhull lacke friends : fecure thy heart,

If 1 weuld broach the veffels of n.y loue,

And uy the argument of heaits, by becrowing,
Men,snd meus fortunes could I frankely vie

AsT can bid theefpeske,

Sre. Affurance blefle your thoughts,

Tim And infome foct thefe wants of mine are crown’d,
That 1 account them bleflings. Forby thefe
Shali [ tric Friends. Youfhall pesceiue
How youmiftake my Fortones;

1 am weslthie in my Friends,
Widhinthere, Flawim Sersilini?

1)

Enter

-
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Timonof A thens.

gy

Enter thres Sermamts,
Ser. My Lord, my Lord.
Tom. 1will difpatch you feuerally.
|YoutoLord Lucims, to Lotd Lucslius you, Ihunted
with his Honor to day; you to Sempresims; commend me
totheirloues ; and I amproud fay, that my occafions
hauc found time to vie 'em toward a fupply of mony : let
the requeft be ffty Talents.
Flam. Asyou haue faid, my Lord.
Stew, Lord Lacis and Lacslins ? Humh,
Tim. Go you fir to the Senators ;
Of whom, euen to the States beft healch ;1haue
Deferu’d this Hearing : bid ‘em{end o’chinflant
A thoufand Talents to me,
Ste, 1haue beene bold
(Forthat] knew itthe mo® generall way)
7o them, to vie you Signez,and vour Name,
Butthey dofhake theirneacs, 1l i amueere
No richrrie retnine.,
Tum. Ivttrue Cavi be?
Stewr, They aniaciinaioynt and corporate voice,
T hat vow thry arz athail, want Treature cannot
Do whar tiicy would, are fornie - you are Honourable,
But yet they couid haue withe, they know not,
Something hath becacam. e ; 3 Noble Nature
May catcha wrench ; would all were wel! 3 tis pitty,
And fo intending ocher fcrions matters,
After ditaftefull lookes; a.d thefe hard Fia&ions
With certaine halfe-caps,and cold mouiiig nods,
They froze me into Silence.
Tsm. You Godsreward them:
Prythee manlooke cheerely, Thefe old Fellowes
Haue theiringratitude inthem Hereditary &
Their blood is cak’d, ’tis cold, it fildome l{owcs,
"Tislacke of kindely warmeh, they are not kinde g
And Natwre,as st growes againe toward earch,
Is fafhion'd for the iourney,dull and beany.
Go 1o Uentiddims (prytheebenot fad,
Thou arttrue,and honeft 3 Ingenioufly I fpeake,
No blame belongs tothee : ) Fewisddiss lately
Buried his Facher, by whofe death bee’s ftepp'd
Into a greaceftate: When he waspoore,
Imprifon’d, and in fear(itic of Friends,
I cleer’d him wich fiue Talents : Greet him from me,
Bid him fuppofe, fome good neceflicy
Touches his Friend, which craues to be remembred
With thofe fiue Talencs s that had, gic’t thefe Fellowes
Towhom 'tisinftant due. Neu'r fpeake,or thinke,
That Temens fortunes ‘mong his Friends can finke,
Stew. 1 would [ could not thinkeic:
That thoughw is Bounties Foe ;
Being free it felfe, it thinkes all others fo. Exewnt
Flamnins waiting to (peake wish & Lovd from his CMaffer,

enters afermant to bim.

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

F'am, 1thanke you Sir.

Enter Lacslinu,

Ser. Heeresmy Lord,

Luc. Onc of Lord Timons men? A GuiftT warrsne.
Why this hics right : I dresaape of s Siluer Bafon & Ewre
tonight. Flomnis, honeft Elaspenins, you are verie re-
fpectively welcome fir, Fsll me fome Wine. And how
doesthat Honoursble, Compleate,Free-hearted Gentle-

.

t(nan of Aharss, thy very bouuufull good Lord and May-.
ter? i

Flam, Hishealthis well Gir, -

Luc. 1amrightglad chas his healthis well fir : snd
what haft thou there vndes thy Closke,pretty Flemvowra?

Flam. kaith, nothing but swerhpey bex Sis, whichin
my Lords behalfe, I come to inttyeat your IHenor to fup.
ply : who hauing gieac and inftant occafion 1o vic fiiue
Talents, hath fent o your Lordfhip te fasnifh um ; no-
thing doubting your prefent affilance thereim,

Lue. 13,1a]a,la:Nothing doubting fayeshee? Alss
good I ord aNoble Gemleman us,if he would not keep

« fopoadahonfe. Moy aume and ¢ fien T ha din'd with
him, and told him on’(, snd comie againe to fupperto him
of putpo’e, to hawe him Ipend lefle, and yet he wold em-
bracenn countell,take no wasning by my comming,eue-
ry man has his fault,and honetty 1s bis.l hatold bim on't,
but I could nere get him fronv’e.
Enter Sermant wish wine,

Ser. Pleafe your Lordlhp,heere 1s the Wine.

Luc. Flamnine, I hauenoted cheealwayes wife,
Heere's tathee,

Flam. Your Lordfhip fpeakes your pleafure,

Lsc. 1haveoblcrued thee alwayes for ¢ towardlic
prompt fpiric, givetheethy due, and one thatknowes
whatbelongs ta reafon; and canft vie the time wel, ifthe
ume vie thee well, Gaod partsin thee ; geeyou gone fir-
rah. Drawncerec hone®t Flammins. Thy Lords s boun-
ufull Gentlemau, bucthou art wile, and thou know't
well ecnough (although thou com ( to mie) that this is no
tine to lend mevey,  efpecislly vpon tare friendfhippe
without fecuntie. Here's three Solsdares tor thee, good
Boy winke at me, and fay thou faw’(t mee not. Fate thee
well.

Flam, Is'tpoflible the wotld hould fo much differ,
And we alise that lined ? Fly damned bafencfle
To him that worfhips thee.

Luc. [Ha? Now Ifeethouarta Foole, and fit for thy
Mafter.. éan L,

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

Thou d:feafeof afriend,and not himfelfe

Has friendfhip fuch a faint and milkie heart,

It eurnes w lefle then two nights? O you Gods !

1 fecle my Mafless paflion. This Slauento his Honor,

Has my Lords meatein lum: .

Why fhould it thriie, and tuine to Nutriment,

Whenheisturn’d to poylon?

O may Difeafes oncly worke vpon'e:

And when he’s ficke to death let not thae part of Nature

Which my Lord payd for, be of any power

To expell ficknefle, bue prolong his hower. Exit.
Enter Lucwss with three ffrangers.

Lue.Who the Lard Timew? He is my very good friend
and an Honourable Gentleman,

1 We kaow bitn for no lefle, thogh we are but firan- |
gers tohim, But I can tell you one thing my Lord, and
which I heare from common rumours ,now Lord Tiewens
happic howres are done aad paft, and his eflare fhrinkes
from him,

Lucisw. Fyeno, doe not beleeue it : hee cannocwans |-
tor money. .

. 2 Butbtlecue you this my Lord, that not long agoe,
one of his men was with the Lord Lacsd/as, to bortow fe
many Talents, nay veg'd estresmly for’s, and thewed
what J
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What neceflicy belong'd t0a't,and yer was deny'des

Luci. How?

3 Itell you, deny’de my.Lord.

Luci, Whats firange cafe was that? Now beforethe
Gods lamafham’d on’t. Denied that honourable man ?
There was verie listle Honour thewd in’t. For my owne
zatt. I wuft needes confefle, I bauereceyued fome fmall

indneffes from him, as Moncy,Plate, [ewels, and fuch
like Trifles; nothing comparing tohis: yet had hee mi-
flooke him,and fentto me,1 thould ne’se haue denied his
Occafion fo many Talents,

Enter Sevusling.

Sermil. Sce, bygood hap yonders my Lord, Ihaue
fwettofee his Honor. My Honor’d Lord,

Lucd. Sermiliss? You arekindely met fir. Farthewell,
commend me to thy Honourable vertuous Lord, my ve-
ry exquifite Fricad.

Serurl. May it pleafe your Honour, my Lord hath
fent

Luci, Ha? whatha's he fent 2T ami fo much endeered
to that Lotd ; hec’s euer fending : how fhall I chank him
think'(t thou? And what has he fent now ?

Sermd. Has onely fent his prefent Occalion now my
Lord : requefting your Lordfhip to fupply his inflant vie
with fo many Talents.

Lxcil. 1know his Lordfhip is but merry wich me,

He cannot want fifty fiue hundred Talente.

Serwsd. Butin the mean time he wanes leffe my Lord.
1fhis occsfion were not vertuous,

1 thould not vrge it halte fo faithfully.

Iuc, Doftthou {peake ferioufly Serwisss?

Sermd. Vpon my foule ‘tis true Sir. :

Luci. Whatawicked Beaft was 1 to disfurnifh my
felfsgainft fuch agood time,when I might ha thewn my
felfe Honourable ? How valuckily it hapned,that I fhold
Parchafe the day before for alietle part,and vndo a great
deale of Honour? Sorwi/ws, now befote the Gods | am
not able to do (the more bealt I fay)I wss fending o vie
Lotrd Zimen my felfe, thefe Gentlemen can witne(e ybut
I would not for the wealth of Athens 1 had dene’t now.
Commend me bounufully to his good Lordfhip, and 1
hope his Hoaor will conceiue the fureft of mee, becaule
I haue no power cobe kinde. And tell him this from me,
1 count i one of my greste( affli&ons fay,that I cannoe
pleafure fach an Honourable Gentleman. Good Sermiti-
s, willyou befriend mee fofarre, astovfemine owne

words to him ?
Ser. Yesfir,1 thall, Exa Sernil,

Incd. lelooke you our a good turne Sermlias.,
True as you faid, Timenis (hrunke indeede,
And he that’s once deny’de,will hardly fpecde,

1 Doyou obferue this Heffsims ?

e I,towell.

1 Whythisisthe worlds foule,
And iuft of the fame peece
Ts cuery Flatterers fport : who can call hien bis Friend
That dips i the fame difh 2 For in my knowing
Timen has bin this Lords Father,
And kepe his esedit with his putfe:
Supported his éfiate, nay Timons m
Has paid his men their wages. Hene're drinkes,
But T'imsens Siluer treads vpon his Lip,
And yet, oh fee themonfiroulncflc ot man,
When he lookes out inan vngratefull (hape;
He does deny him (in refped of his)

Exir,

) What charitable men affoord to Beggers.

3 %eligion grones stic,

1 Formiae owne part, | never taft i i
Nor came any ofhis goun’tics ouer me:d Timew inmy life
Tomarke me for his Friend., Yer] proteft
For hisright Noble minde, illufirious Vm::e
Aud Honourable Carriage, ’
Had his necefficy made vie of me,

I'would haue put my wesith into Donation
And the beft halfe thould haue retuen’d to h’im
Somuch]loue his heart : But I perceiue, ’
Mco moftleatne mow with pitty to difpence
For Poiicy fitsaboue Confcience. ’ Exeum
Ewter athird fernart with Sempronsss,inorher

¢ 7 imans Friewds,

Semp. Maft hereews ot leme int  Hom
"Boueall others ?
He might hauetried Lord Luans or Lvcnlins
Andnow Vewsdgin is wealthy too, !
Whom he redeem'd from prifon. Al thiefe
Owes their eftaces voto him, |
Ser. My Lord,
They have all bin touch’d, and found Bafe-Mewtle
For they haue all denied him, ’
Semp. How? Haue chey deny’de him?
Has Ventidgius and Lucalles deny’de him, 1
And does he fend to me ? Three > Humh ?
It fhewes but heele loue, or iudgement in him.
Muf} Ibe his1aft Refuge ? His Friend: (Iike Phyficians)
Thriue, giue him ouer : Muft I take th'Cure vponme?
Has much difgrac’d men’e, Pane angry st him,
Thatmight haue knowae my place. 1fec no fenfe for’t
But his Occafions might haue wooed me fisft - ’
Forinmy confetence, I was the it man
Thacerc received guift from hum.
And ducs he thinke fo backwardly of me now,
Thatllerequiteiciaft?No :
So it may proue su Arguinent of Laughter
To ur'reft,and 'mong’ft Lords be thought s Fooles
I'derarhierthenthe worth of thrice the fumme,
Had {cnt to me fic},bat for my mindes fake :
I'defuch scourage to dohim good. But now returne,
And with their faint reply, this anfwer ioyne ;
Who bates mine Honor (hall not know iy Coyne. Exir
Ser. Excellent: Your Lord{hips a goodly Viilain: the
divcll knew not what he did, whenhee made man Poli-
ticke ; he eroffed himiclfe by's: and I cannot chinke, bucf
in the end, the Villanies of man will fet him cleere, How
faitely this Lord friues to appeare foule ? ¥akes Vertu-
ous Copies to be wicked: like thofe, that vnder hotte ar-
dent zeale,would fet wholc Realmes on fire,of fuch s na-
ture is his politike love,
This was my Lords beft hope,now all are fled
Saue onely the Geds. Now bis Friends are dead,
Doores that were ne're acqusinted with theic Wards
Msny sbounteous yeere, muft beunploy'd
Now to gustd fure therr Mafter: *
Andchs isall a liberall courfe sllowes,
Who cannot keepe his wealth, muft keep his houfe. £xit.

Evter Varre'swman, menting others, Al Timons Creditors 10
wait for bss commemg ous, Then enter Lowcins
and Hortenfins.

Var.man. W ell met,goodmotsow Titws 8 Hertenfins
Totws
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Tx. Thelike to youkinde Verre,
Hert. Lucim,what do we meet together?
Lacs. 1,and | riunk ene bufinefle do's command vsall.
For mine 1s money,
Tot. Souscheirs,and ours,
Enter Philotns.
Luci. And (s Phaless too,
Pbil. Good dsy atonce.
Luci. Weleome good Brother,
Whatdo you thinke the houre ¢
Phil. Libouning for Niue.
Luci. Somuch?
Phsl. 1snotiny Lord feenc yet?
Inci. Notyec.
Phil. 1 wouder onk,he was wonr to (h.. ¢ at feauen.
Lucs. 1,but the dayes are waxe thortec with hims
You muft confider thacaProdigall courfe
1: likc the Sunnes, botnot Likehis 1cconerable, 1 feare
*Ts decpelt Winter in Lord Trmoms pusfe, that is: One
may reac i deepe cuoufgh,and yet finde liciles
Phil. 1am of your teare, for chac.
Tu. llchew you haw Cobferue s Rrange ewent s
Your Lotd fcnds naw for Money ?
Hert, Mot true,he doe’s.
Tu#. Andbe wesres lewels now of Timens guife,
For which [ waite for money,
Hort. Itisagsinft my beart.
Luci. Marke how firange it thowes,
Tmon 10 this, liould pay more then he owes :
And e'ne asil your Lord (hould weare rich Jewels,
And fend tor money for em.
Hort. Pme weary of this Charge,
The Gods can witnefle :
1 know my Lord hath fpent of Timsews weslth,
And now ngratitude, makes 1t woriethen ftealth,
Farro, Yes mune'sshree thoufand Crownes:
What's yours £
Luci. Five thoufand mine,
Varre. "Tis much deepe,and it fhoutd feemby thTum
Y our Matters confidence was sboue mine,
Elfe furely his had equsil’a.
Enter Flaminins,
Tit. One of Lord Tumens men.
Lxc, FlaminimeSit,aword : Prayismy Lordreadie
to come forth¢
Flam. No,indeed heisnot.
T, Weattend his Lordthip : pray fignifiefo much.
Flam. 1need nottell him thae, he knowes yousreroo
Enter Stewardima Cloake, muffled  (dibigeus,
Laci, Ha:isnotthathis Sreward moffled fo?
He goes away 1na Clowd : Call him cali him.
Tit. Do youheare,fir?
3 Varre, Byyour lesue,fir.
Stew, What do ye aske of me, my Friend.
T#. We waite for certsine Money heere, fir,
Stew. 1,if Money were as certaine ss your waiting,
*Twerc fure enough,
W hy thenpreferr’d you net yout fummes and Billes
When your falie Mafters ease of vy Lords ment?
Then they could fmile, snd fswae vypon his debrs, -
And tske downe th'ntref into cheir glutr'nous Mawes,
Youdo your felues but wrong,to firre me vp,
Let me pafle quietly :
Relecust, my Lord snd I haue made an end,
I haue nomere torecknn, he tofpend.
Lecis L, bmchis anfwer will noe fetue.

Timon of eAthens.
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Stew. 1% ‘ewill noc ferue, tis not fe bafe ss you,
For you ferue Knsues.

3 Varre, How? Whet does his catheer'd Worfhip
mucter £

3V arre. No matter whae, hee's poore, and that's re-
uenge enough., Who can fpeske broader, then hiec thac
has no houle co put his head in ! Suchmay raylc againit
greatbuildings.

Enter Serwilion,

Tz, Ohheese’s Sermiim : now wee fhall know fome
anfwere.

Sers. 11 might befeech you Gentiemen, to repsyre
fome othet houre, 1fhould ceriue much frem's. Fogtab '«
of my foule, my Lotd leanes wondreuly to difconter.s :
His comfortable temper has forfogke himhe's much out
of health, and keepes hts Chamber. .

Lees. Many do keepe theit Chambers,are not ficke .
Andf it be fo farre beyond his besleh,

Me thinkes he fhould che fooner pay his debes,
And make s clecre way to the Gods,

Sersel, (3ood Gads,

Titws  We cannot take shis for snfwer, fir,

Flamins wisbin, Serwdm helpe, my Lotd, my Lord,

wh Entor Tomon i avage.
T What, are my dures oppos'd sgainft aflage?
Huue 1 bin ever free, sud .-unp,f.; hon%c mypage
Be my retentiue Enemy ? My Gaole?
The place which I hane Feslled, does it now
(Like all Mankinde) fhew mc an [ron heart ?

Lucs. Putinnow T,

7#. My Lord,heere 1s my Bill.

Lwei. Here’s mine,

1 Vor. And mine,my Lord,

2/ ar. Andours,my Lord.

Phslo, Al our Billes. :

Tim. Knocke me downs with'em, cleone mee to the
Gurdle,

Luc. Alss,my Lord,

7tm. Cut my hesstin fommes,

Tst. Mine fifty Tabencs,

Tim Tcll out my bleod.

Lse. Fiuethoufand Crownes, my Lord,

7. Fiuethoufand drope payes that.
What yours? and yours?

3.Var, My Locdd,

3.Var. My Lotd.

Tim. Teare me, take me,and the Gods fall vpon you.

Exit Trwew,

Hert. Faich 1 perceiae our Maflers may throwe theie
caps at their money thefe debs may well be call'd defpe-
rate ones, for 2 madman owes "em. Exans,

Enter Towow. ‘

Timon. Theyhaoee'ene put my breath fom mee the
flancs, Creditors ?Diuels.

Stew, My deercLord. -

Tim. Whatifit thould Be fo?

Stew. My Lord,

Tim. llehsueicfo. My Sceward ?

Stew. Heere my Lord, .

T, So fily? Go, bid el my Friends agsing,
Lucisssy Lucnllus, snd Semprosim Pierxa: All,
lle once more feaft the Rafcals, .

Stew, O my Lord,you onely fpeske from your diftres

&ad foule ; there’s not fo much lefe so ifh ons 8 two-
derate Table. -

Tiwwn |

e amendiy
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P .

Tim. Beitnotinthycare: . . S
Go Icharge thee, Inuite them afl, let in the tide )
Of Knaues once more: my Cooke and Lle proyide, Exeens

Enter shree Senasers at ene daors, Alcshiades mestingihem,
Son. MyL :itb Artendants,

.Sen. | otd, you haue my voyce, too’t
The faulis Bl{vody s d yroyes ’
"Tis neceflary he fhould dys:

Nothing imboldens finne fo rauch,as Mercy.
2 Moft true; the'Law fhall bruife’em.
«Ale. Honor,heaith,and compaffion to the Senate,
3 NowCaptaine.

Alc, 1am anhumnble Sutorto your Vertucs 3

For pitty is the vercue of the Law,

And none bue Tyrancs vfe ic cruelly,

| I« pleafes time and Fortwne to Iye heauie -
Vpon s Friend of mine, who in hot blood

Hath ftepcinto the Law : which is paft depth

T o thofe that (without heede ) do plundge intoo't.
He is a Man (fetting his Fate afide)of comely Vertices,
Nor did he foyle the fa& with Cowardice,

(And Honour in him,which buyes out his fault)
But with 3 Noble Fury, and taire ipiric,

Secing his Reputation touch’d to death,

He did oppofe his Foe :

And with fach fober and vanoted paffion

He did behooue his anger cre ‘twas fpent,

Asif he haa bucprou'd an Argument.

t Sen. Youvndergotoo firi a Paradox,
Striuing to make an vgly deed looke faire:
Yourwords haue tooke fuch paines, asif they lubour'd
Tobring Man-flaughecr into forme, and fee Quartelng
Vpon the head of Valour ; which indecde
Is Valour mif_begot, and came into the world,
When Sefts, and Factions were newly borae,
Hee'struly Valiane, thac can wifely tuffer
The worf{that man can breath,

And niake his Wrongs, his Out-fides,
To weare thembike his Raymeng, careleffcly,
And nere preferce his injunies to his hearr,
To bring1tinto danger.
11f Wrongs be euilles, andinforce vs kilf,
What Folly "us,to hazard Life tor 11l

eAlki. My Lord.

1.§en. You cannot make groffe finnes looke cleary,
Toreuengc isno Valour, buttobcare.

Alei. My Lords, then vader fauour,pardon'me,
If1{peakelikea Capraine.

Wy do fond men cxpofe chemfelues to Bactell,
Andnot enduge all theeats ? Sleepe vpor'e,

And let the Foes quictly cucctheir Throats
Without repugnancy ? If there be

Such Valour inthe bearing, what make wee
Abread ? Why then, Women are more valiant
That ftay achome, it Bearing carryit:

And the Afle, more Captaine then the Lyon?
The fellow loaden wirh lrons,wifer then the ludge ?
If Wifedomc be v fullering, Oh my Lords,

hs you are great, beprufully Good,

Who capaot condeninc tafhnefie n cold blood ?
TollL graot, is Gnnes cxereamefi Gut,

Buti.. defence,by Mcicy, s moft 1uft.
Tobein Anger, Isimpictic :

But who 15 Man, thatis not Anciic.

Weig!i busthe Crie with this,

Tonenof e Athens.

|

=.Nem, Youbreathin valoa

Alcs. Invaine?.
i {13 rermice done at Lacedemonysnd Bigantium,
Weie s fufficient briber for his life, -

1 \What's that? '

A’c. Why fay my Lords ha's done faire feruice,
And fluinein fight many ofyour enemies :
How full ot valour did he beare hamfelfe

"In thelat Confli&t,and made plenteous wounds ?

8 Hebhasmade roo much plenty with him ¢
He's s fworne Riotor, he hasa finne
Thatoften drownes him,and takes his valour prifoner.
Iftheze wereno Poes, that were enough
Toouercomehim. Inthat Beaftly funie,
Hehasbinknowne to commit outrages,
And-charrith FaQions. ‘Tisinferrdtovs,
His dagesarc feule, and his drinke dangerous,
1 Hedycw i
Alei, Hard faze:he - ghe have dyed in warre
My Lotds,ifnoc for avy parts :ahum,
Though his right arme might purchafe his owne time,
And bein debeso none; yetinore to mons you,
Take my deferes to his, snd loyne'em both.
And for I know, your reuerend Ages loue Security,
le pawne my Victories, all my Honour te you
Vponhis goodrcturnes,
Ifby chis Crime,he owes che Law hig life,
Why let the Warre receiue’t in vahane gore,
For Law is irié}, and Warre is nothing more.
1 Wearcfor Law,he dyes, vrgeit nomore
On height of onr difpleafvie : Friead, or Brother,
He forfurs his owne blood, that fpilles another,
Ale. Multitbefoy Temuft not bee:
My Louds, I dobefcech youknow mee. *
2 How?
Ale. Callme to your temembrances,
3 What,
Alc. 1cannotthinkebut your Age has forgot me,
It could notelfe be, I fhould proue fo bace,
To fueand be deny’de fuch common Grace.
My wounds ake ac you,
1 Doyoudare ouranger?
'Tis in few words, but fpaciousin cfte@:
We bamith thee for euer,
Ale. Banifhwie?
Banifh your dotage, banith vfuie,
Thacmakes the Senate vgly.
1 Ifafter two dayes fhine, Athens containg thee,
Auend ous waighuier Iudgementy
Andnot to iweil out Spine,
He (hall be executed prefently.
Ale, Nowthe Gods keepe you old enough,
Thatyou may hue
Oncly in bone, that none may looke onyou,
I'm worfe then mad : L haue kept backe their Foes
While they hauetold theit Money, and let oue
Their Coine vponlarge intereft. I my felfe,
Richonely inlarge hurts, All thofe,for this?
Is thisthe Balfome, thatthe v{uring Senat
Powzes into Capraines wounds? Banithment,
It comes not ill * T hate not te be banithe,
Itis a caufe worthy my Spleene and Furie,
That I may firike at Athens. lle cheerevp
My difcontented Trooapes, and lay for hearts 3
+T1s Honour with moft Lands to be st ods,
Souldiers thould brooke s little wrongs as Gods, Fxit.,
Exter

Exenmt,

L
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Entcr diners Friends as frwevall doores,

x The good time of day to you,fir.

1 lallo wifh 1t to you : I thinke this Honorsble Lord
did but try vs this other day.

1 Vponthat were my thoughts tyring when wee en-
countred. I hopeitisnot fo low wiih himas he made it
feeme mn the triall of hisfeuerall Friends.

2 Itthouldnot be, by the perfwafion of his new Fea-
fting.

xg I fhould thinke fo, He hath fent meean earncftin-
uiting, which maay my neereoccafions did vroe mecto
put off : but he hath comur'd imce beyond them, and 1
muft needs appeare,

2 Inhkemanoer wasl in debe to mv imprrrunat bu-
(incfle, but he would not heare iy excufe, I aw fornie,
whenhe (enttoborrow of mee, thitmy Prouifion was
out.

1 1smficke of thatgreefe too,as I vnderttand How all
things go,

2 Fuery manhzares fo: what would hee haue borro-
wed ofyou?

1 Athoufand Peeces,

3 Athoufand Pecces?

1 Whatofyou?

3 Hefentto me it ——Heere he comes.

Enter Timon and o Attendants.

Tim. Withall my heart Gentlemenboth ; and how
fate you?

1 Eueratthebelt,heacing well of your Lord(hip.

3 TheSwallow followes not Summer more willing,
then we your Lordfhip,

Tim. Nor more willingly leanes Winter, fuch Sum.
mer Birds aremen, Gentlemen, our dinner will not re-
compence thislong ftay: keafl your esres with the Mu-
fickeawhile: 1f they will fare fo harfhly o'th Trumpets
found : we (hali too’t prefently.

1 lhopeit remaines not vnkindely with yout Lord-
(hip, that I return'd youan empty Meflenger.

Tim O fir,lecit not trouble you.

a MyNoble Lord,

Tmw. Ahmy good Friend,what cheere?

The Banket bronght in.

a My moft Honorable Lord,1 am e'e fick ot (hame,
that when your Lord(hip this other day fent to me, I was
fo vnfortunate 3 Beggar.

Tms. Think@not on't, fir.

3 Ifyouhad fent but two houres before.

Twm. Let it not comber your better remembrance.
Come bring Inall cogether.

2 Allcouer'd Dithes. .

1 Royall Cheare, I warrant you.

3 Doubt not thae,if

8 Howdoyou? Whet's the newes ?

3 Alcrbiadesis banifh'd : heare ycu of it?

Both. Alcrbrades banifh'd?

3 'Tisfo,be fure of i,

1 How?Howe

s I prayyou vpon what? *

Tws, My worthy Friends, will you draw neere ?

3 lletellyonmore anon.Here's aNoble feait toward

2 Thusisthe old man fhill.

3 Wilthold? Wilthold? ~ -

3 kcdo’s ¢ buc time will, and o,

and the fesfdn can yeild it |

i

3 Ido conceyue.

7:m, Each manto his floole, with that fpurreas hee
would to the lip of his Miftris : your dyet fhallbeein ali
placus alike. Make not a Citie Feaft of it,to let the meat
coole, ere we can agree vponthe firft place. Sit,Ge.
TheGodsrequire our Thankes,

Tomgreat ‘Bencfullors, fyrmkle owr Seciety with Thanke-
Sulneffe. For yowr owne gusjts, make your Jelwes prass’d : Bus
veferve flall 10 gsne, leaft yomr Destres be defifed. Lend to each
man lnaui’), that one ncede wot lend 1o anether. Fer were your
Godhz 1ds to borrow of men, men wonld for[ake the Gods. Make
the 2 “eite be belinzd mere thew the Afan that gimesit, Let
no Ayemely of Twenty, be sthont a [core of Villasmes. lf;bgn
fittwelue is c.nem at the Table,let adozen of thermbes me s
are Theref of your Fees, O Gods, the Senators of Athens,
tezesher wirkthe commenlegge of P cople, what u amiffe
them, you Gods, make futeable for deftrullion. For thefe my
prefemt Friends, as they are 16 mee woiiniry, fo im nothup bleffe
them, and to mothing are they welcemss.

Vncover Dogges, and lap. :

Some fpeake. W hatdo's his Lordfhip meane ?

Some otber, 1 know not,

Timm. Miy you a betcer Feaft neuer behold
You knot of Mouth-Friends: Smoke, & lukewarm water
Isyour perfeétion. This is Timens latt,

Who ftucke and fpangled you with tareeries,

Wafhes ik off and (prinkiesinyourfaces

Your recking villany. Liueloach’d,and long

Moft fimling, fmooth, detefted Paralites,

Curteous Deltroyers, affable Wolucs, meeke Bearess
You Fooles of Fortune, Trencher-friends, Times Fiyes,
Cap and knee-Slaues, vapours, and Minuze Iackes,
OfPM anand Beaft, the infinite Maladie

Crut you quiteo’re. Whatdo'ftthougo?

Soft, take thy Phyficke firRR jthou too,and theou:
Scay [ willlend thee money, botrow none.
Whae? Allin Motion? Henceforth be no Feat,
Wherest a Villaine's not s welcome GuefR.
Burnehoufe, finke Athens, henceforth hated be
Of T:mexn Man, and all Humanuty.

Exst

Erter the Sewators wsth other Lerds,

1 Hownow, myLords?

2 Know you the quality of Lord Timens fury ?

3 Pufh,did youfee my Cap?

4 Ihaveloft my Gowne.

1 He's butamad Lord, & nought but humors fwaies
him, He gaue me a lewcll th’other day, and now hee has
beateit out of my har,

Did youfec my Iewell?

3 Didyoulcemy Cap,

3 Hcere s,

4 Heerelyesiny Gowne,

1 Let's makeno flay.

2 Lotd Timens mad.

3 Ifeel’t vponmy bones.

4 Onc day he giucs vs Diamonds,next day (tones,

Exemnt the Senators.

Enter Timon,

Tim. Letmelookebacke vponthee, Othon Wall
That girdles i chofe Wolues, diue in the eorth,
And fencenot Athens, Matrons, turne incontinenty
Obedience fayle in Children « Staues and Fooles
bb

Plucke
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| 90
Plocke the graue wrinkled Senate from the Bench,
Aud minifterin theie Reeds, 1o generall Filches.
Conuert o'th’Inflant greede Virgiaity,

Doo't in yout Pacents eyes. Bankrupts,hold faft
Racher then render backe; out with your Kniues,

Tm_qu‘_g/ eAthens.

Aud cut your Trufterschroates. Bound Servants, fReale,
Large-handed Robbess your graue Maftersare,

And pillby Law. Maide,to thy Mafters bed,

Thy Miftus is o'th’Brothcll, Some of fixtcen, .
Plucke the lyn'd Crucch trom thy old bmping Sire,
With it, beate out his Braines, Piety,and Feare,
Religion to the Gads, Peace, lultice, Trath,
Domefticke awe, Night-ret, and Neighbour-hood,
Inftruéion, Manaers, My(tesies, and Trades,
Degrees, Obferuances, Cultomes, and Lawes,
Deccline to your confounding contranies.

Aad yet Confufion liue: Plagues incident to méa, -
Your potent and infeious Feauors,heape

On Athens ripe for ftroke, Thou cold S¢iatica,
Cripple our Senators, thac their limbes may halt
Asiamely astheir Manners  Luft,and Libertic
Creepein the Mindes and Marrowes of eur youth,
That gainft the Areame of Vertue they may finue,
And drowne chemfelaes in Riot, Iiches,Blames,
Sowe all th’Athenian bofomes, and their crop

Be generall Leprofic : Breath infect breath,

That cheir Society (as their Friend(hip) may

Be meetely poyfon. Nething Ilebeare fromthee
But nakednefle, thou deteltable Town:,

Take thou that too, with mu'uplying Bannes :
Teson will co the Woods, where he fhall finde
Th'ynkinde Bealt, more kinder then Mankinde,
The Gods confound (hearcme you good Gods all)
Th'Atheniaas both withia and out that Wall ¢
And graunt as Timon p-oweshis hace may grow
To the whole taceof Mankinde, lighand low.
Amen, Exut,
Xnter Steward with two or thrce Sernants,

t Hesre you M Sceward,where’s our Mafig:?
Arc we vndore, caft off, rothing remaining ?

Srew. Alack my Feliowes what fhould [fay to yow?
Letmebe recorded by the rightcous Gods,
Jamn as pocre as you.

g SuchaHoulebroke?
So Noble s Mafter falue, all gone, and riot
Oue Frieud to take bus Fortune by the sime,
And goalong withhim.

2 Aswedotutneourbackes
From our Companion, throwne into his gpaune,
So kis Familiars to his buried Fortunes
Siinkeal! away lezue their falfe vowes with him
Like e.upty purfes prcht; and bis poore felfe
Adedicated Begparcothe Ayre,
Wi lns dhleate of all fhunn'd pouerty,
Walkes k¢ contempralone. More of our Fellowes.

. Enter other Sernants,
Stew, Al bzoken Implements of a suin'd houfe,
Yet 3o our heares weare Trmows Liuery,

Thiat fes Tby our Faces : we are Fellowes fhll,
Seruing alikein forcow: Leak’d s onr Barke,
And we peore Mates,fland on the dying Decke,
Heacing the Surges threat : we wult alt pare
jane, this Sea of Ayse.

Stew, Good Fellowes all,

The late®t ofmy wealth 1le fhare among’ft you.
Where cuer we thall inecte, for Tomens lake,
Let's yecbe Fcliowes. Let's fbake our heads,and fay
As‘twere s Knell vato our Mafiers Fortunes,
Wehaue fecne better dayes. Let each take fome :
Nay putout all your hands : Not one word more,
Thus part we richin forrow, psrting poore.

Embrace andpart feneral wayes.
Oh the fierce wretchedne(e that Glory brings vs!
Who would not wifh to be from wealth exemps,!
Since Riches point to Mifery and Contempe ?
Who would be fo mock’d with Glory,or to live
Butin a Dreame of Friendfhip,
To haue his pompe, and all what ftate compounds,
But onely painted like his varnifhc Friends :
Poore honeft Lord, brought lowe by his owne heart,
Vundone by Goodneffe : St-ange vavfuall blood,
When mans worlt finnc 1s, He do's too much Good.
Who then dares to be halfe fo kinde agen?
For Bounty that makes Gods, do Rill marre Men,
My decre(t Lord, bleft to be moft accurft,
Rich onely to be wretched ; thy great Fortunes
Aremadethy cheefe Afflictions. Alas (kinde Lord)
Hee's flung in Rage from this ingratefull Seate
Of monftrous Friends :
Nor ha's he with him to fupply his life,
Or thac which can command it
Ie follow and enquire him out.
Ie cuer [erue his minde, with my belt will,
Whiltt Thaue Gold, e be his Sceward fill, Exir.
Enter Trmson in the woods,

Tim. Obleffed breeding Sun, draw from the earth
Rotten humidny : below thy Sifters Orbe
Infe® theayre. Twin'd Brothers of one wombe,
W hole procreation, refidence, and birth,
Scarfe 1s dindane ; touch them with feverall fortunes,
The greater {cornes theleffer. NocNature
(To whom allfores lay fiege) can beare great Forrune
But by contempe of Natuze,
Raife me this Brgger,and deny’t that Lord,
Tne Senators (hall beare contemnpt Hereditaryy
The Begger Natiue Honor,
I:is the Paftour Lards, the Brothers fides,
The want that makes him lezue: who dares? who dares
In puritic of Manhood Rand vpright
And fay, this mans a Flacteser. 1t one be,
Soace they all : for cuetie grize of Fortune
Is fmooth’d by that below. The Learned pate
Duckes to the GoldenFoole. All'sobhquies
There 'suaching leuell 1 our cuifed Nacures
Bue direétyillan.e. Tnerefosebeabhorr'd,
Al Feafts, Socteries,and Throngs of men.
His femblable, yea himfelfe Timow difdaines,
Dettrucion phang mankinde ; Earth yeeld me Rootes,
Who feekes for beteer of thee, fawce his pallate
With thy moft operant Poyfon. What is heere?
Gold? Yeilow, gliucrix{;,prccious Gold?
No Gods, I smnoidle Yorarift,
Roots you cleere Heauens, Thus much of this will make
Blacke, white ; fowle, faire ; wrong, right;
Bafe, Noble ; Old, young ; Coward,valiant.
Hs you Gods | why this? whatthis youGods? why this
Wil lugge your Pricfts and Serusnes from your fides::
Plucke four mens pillowes from below theis bcada:r.h )
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T imeon of e Athens.

-l

or |

This yellow Slaue, {
Will knie and breake Religions, bleffe chsccurft, ’
Make thehoare Leprofie sdor’d, place Theeucs,

And giuc them Title, knee,and approbation

with Scuators onche Bench: Thisis ic

That makes the wappen'd Widdow wed againe;
Shee, whomthe Spictie-houfe, and vicerous fores,
Would caft the gorge at, This Eimnbalmesand Spices
To'th’Aprill day agane. Come damu’d Barch,
Thou common whore of Mankinde, that puttes oddes
Among the rout of Nattons, [ wall make thee

Do thy right Nature. Jarc farre off.
Ha? A Drummne ? Thiarr quicke,

But yetiicbury chee: Thea cuo (firong Theeles

W hen Gowty heepers ef tiiee cannot fhand ;

Ny ftay thou out tar carire fd,

——

Enter Aleibiad.s with Dramer- and 11+ w1 warlike mammer,
ard Phryuizond 1amandra,

Alz. Wwhatart thou theie ? fpeake,

Tim A Lositasthouart. The Canker gnaw thy hare
Focfhewne meagane tic eves of Man,

Ale. ¥ iacts thy name? Iimgn fo batefull to thee,
Thac aitthy felfca Man 2

Tom, Yam Ciifaar s, end hate Mankinde,

For thy rare, [ dowerth '.ll\;'.; wersa dogge, ’
That [mightiouc tice funciinng.

Ale. Thknowtheewdll:

Butinchy Forttac. 2ame nlezn'd, and ﬂmnge.

Tim. ] krnowrtiiceton, sac more then that | know thee
I not defirc to kaow. Fo'lrwthy Diumne,

With mans blond paincthe ground Gules,Gules
Rehgious Cannnrs, civiil Lawes are crucll,

henwhar hovid warrebe? This fell whore of cliine,
Hath in her moze ceiirveétion then thy Sword,
For :l! har Chersbinlooke.

Phrm. Thy lipssot off.

7w, [ willnot kiffc thee, then che rotretuines
To thine cwoe hippesagane,

A'c, How cariic the Noble Timon to this change?

Tsm. As the Moone do’s,by wanung Light to giue :
But then rencwx conld not like the Moone,

There were no Sunnesto borrow of,

Ale, Noble rsmen,what friendfhip may I do thee ?

7. Nonc,bat to maintaine my opimion.

Ar. Whatisit Timoa? .

Tum. Prorileme Friendfhup,butpe.forme none,
Ifthou wilt aot proanfe,the Gods plague thee, for thou
aicanmmn; ifthoudo'l paforme, confound thee, for
thou art 3 man,

Ale. Thaue heardin foms fort of thy Miferies.

Twm. Thou faw’tthem when I hao profpentie,

Ale, 1eethem now, then wasa blefled tiase,

7sm. Asthine:snow,held with-a brace of Harlois,

Trs . Ischus o’ Athenian Minion,whomthewaild |
Voiz dtoregaritelly?

Vi, ActihouTmvdra? Tim:an, Vs,

7122.B¢ awhre fi:ll, they loue thee not that vie chee,
gine thray difcafes, lcanng withthee their Luft.  Make
vie ol thy {ult hoarcs, fealon the {laves for Tubbes and
Bathes, bring downne Rofe-cheekt youth to the Fubfaft,
and the Dise,

JUSEEDINNY

T:man. 1an2 thee Monfler.
Ale, Pardennan ( ceet Timandra for his wits
Aredrown'd and o) 1n his Calamizies.

Thaue buclittle Gold of late, braue Timow,. . . .

The want whereof, doth dayly make reuple . -

In my penurious Band. Ihaueheard and greew'd. .-

How curfed Athens,mindelefle of thy worh, " oa

Forgetemg thy great deeds, when Neighbour Rates

But tor thy Swerd and Fortune trod vpon them,

" Tim. 1prythee beate thy Drum,and get thee gone. - -
Ale. 1am thy Frieod, and p tty thee degte 7smeon,
Tiw. How docft thou pitty hum whem §f duft woble, { -

ot

I had tather be alone.,
eAlc. \Why fare thee well ;

Hcerers fome Gold for chee, . .
tim, Keepeit, lcannot cate it. -
Ale. \Vhen Thave laid proud Athens on 2 hespe,
Tem. Wart'itthon ‘gainft Athens,

Ale, 1 Timon,and haue caufe, .

. 1

b

Tim. The Gods confound themallin thy Conqucﬁ,
And thee aiter,when chou haft Conquer'd.

Alc. Why me, Tumen?

7im, That by killing of Villaines
Thou wast borne to conquer my Country,
Putvp thy Gold, Goon,heeres Gold, gaan;
Be as a Plaonetary plague, when Joue .
Will o’re fome high-Vic'd Ciy, hang hispoyfon
Inthe ficke ayse :leenot thy (word skip ones
Pitty not honour'd Age for his white Beard,
Hersan Viorer, Strike me the councerfer Matron,
Itis her habite onely. thatis hore R,
Hertelfe’sa Bawd. Lecnocthe Virginscheeke
Make foft chy trenchant Swoud : tor thote M:lhe pappes
T hat chrough the window Baine bore at nLens eyes,
Arcuot wniin the Leafe of prety writ, )
Butfetthem down hornible T rartors.tpare not the Babe ‘
Whofedimpled fmiles from Fooles exhautl ctent mercys:
Thinke it 2 Baltard,whom th: Q. acle
Hath doubtfully prononnced, the throac fhall cue,
And mince it fans remorle. Swesre aganft Obie&e,
Put Armour onthine eares.and on thiue eyes,
Whofe proofe, nor yels of Mothers, M4.des nor Babes,
Nor light of Pric@ts in holy Vellmerts b'ecding,
shall prerceaiot. There’sGeldto p y thy Sauldiers,
Make large confufion : and thy tury ‘peat,
Contounded betly felfe. Speake nor, be gone.

A-c. Haftthou Geldyet, e take the Gold thou gi-
uclt me, not all thy Counfell.

Tim. Doftthou or doft thou net, Heanens cucle vpon
thee. .

Both, GiuevsfomeGold good Timon halt § more? .

Tm. Enoughto makea Whorte forfweare her Trade,
And to make Whores,a Bawd. Eold vp you Slucs
Your Aprons mountant ; you are not O:hable,
Alithough 1 know you'l fweare, ternbly fweare
Iuto frong fhudders, and to heauenly Agues
TlWim=orrall Gods that heare you.Spare your Oathes::
e tuft toyour Conduions, be whores Rl
And he whole pious breath feckes to conuert you,
Be (frong in Whore, allure hum, bernchimvy,
Let your clofe fire predominate hes fmoke,
And be no turne-coats: yeo may yeur paines fix inonihs
Be quitc contrary, And Thatch
Y our poore thin Roofes with burchens of the dead,
(Some that were hang'd) no matter
Weare them, betray withthem ; Whore ftill,
Paing till 2 hotfe may myre vpon your face:
Apox of ‘wrinkjes,

Both, Well,moreGold,what then?
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1n hollow bones of mis, Riike their fharpe (hinnes,
And marte méns ipurring: Craéke the Lawyers voyce,
Thactiemay meuer more falfe Title pleade, -
Nor found his Quillets fhrilly : - Hoare the Flamen,
Thit fcold’f igainfi the qualityof flefh, - -
And not beiceues himfelfe, Downe withtheNofe,
- { Downe withiitflat, take the Bridge quice away
Ofhim,that his parricular to forefee (bald
. {Smels from the generall weale: Make curld’pate Ruffians
{ And et the vnfcarr’d Braggerts of the Warre
Deriue fome psine from you. Plagucall,

Thatyour A&vuny may defeate and quell
The foutfe of all Ere&ion. Thete’s more Gald,
Do you damac others, and lec this damne you,
Andditches graue youall,

Both. More counfell with more Money, bountecous
Trson. ’

Tim. More whore, more Mifcheefe fitft, 1 haue gi-
uen you carneft.

Alc. Strike vp the Drum towardes Athens, farewcell
Temon = if I thriue well, [levificthee againe.

Tim. 1f1hope well, e neuer fee thee more.

Ale. 1neoer did thee barme.

T Yes, thoufpok’ft wellof me. -

Ale. Call'tthou thatharme?

Tiwm. Mendayly finde it, Getthee away,
Andtake thy Beagles wich thes.

Ale. Webutoffend him (trike, Exeunt,

Tims. ThatNatire being ficke of mans vokindnefle )
Shéuld yet be hungry : Cemmon Mother, thou
Whofe wombe vomeafureable, and infinite brett
Teemes and feeds all : whofe felfefame Meule
Whereof thy proud Childe (arrogant man)is puft,
Engendersthe biacke Toad, and Adder blew,
The gilded Newt, and eyeleffe venom'd Worme,
W ith all th*abhorred Bisths below Crifpe Heauen,
Whereon Hyperions quickning fire doth thine::
Yeeld him, who all the humane Sonnes do hate,
From foorth thy plenreous bofome, one poorrroote :
Enfearc thy Feraale and Conceptious wombe,
Let 1t no more biing outingratefull man.
Goe great with Tygers, Dragons,\Volues, and Beares,
Teeme with new Monfters, whom thy vpward face
Hath co the Marbled Manfion all aboue
Neuer prefented. O,a Root, deare thankes:
Dry vp thy Marrowes, Vines.ond Plough-torne Leas,
Whereof ipgratelilll maa with Licourith drauglus
And Morfels Voteus,g.caes his pure muinde,
That from it all Confideration flippes —vaem

Exier Apeman:us,

Moreman ? Plague plague,

eApe. [ was ciretted hather. Menrepore,
Theu doft 2fe X my Manners,and doft viethem.

Tum. "Tis then, Decame thou doftnot keepe a dogge
Whoem [ would imitate, Confumption catch thee.

Ape. Thisisintice aNature butinte&ed,
A poorevarasi M lancholly fprun
From change of futuie. Why this Spade? this place?
This Slaue hike 5.t and thele Jookes of Care ?

Thy Flateerers yct v:earoSiike, drinke Wine,lye foft,
Hugge their difeas’d Perfumes,and hage forgot
Thatvuer Tumon was. Shame rot thefe Woods,

By putcing on the cunminig ot'a Carper.

Bethoua Flacterer now, and feeke to thriue

By that which ha's vndone thee j hindge thy knee,
And lethis very Breath whom thou'lt obferue
Blow off thy Cap : praife his moft vicious Rraine,
And call it excellent : thou waft told thas 4
Thou gau’Rchine cares (like Tapfters, thae bad welcom)
To Knaues,and all approachers :'Tis mof} joft
Thatthou tusne Rafcall, had’Rthou wealth spaine,
Rafcals fhould haue’t, Do not aflume my likenefle,

Tim, Were 1like thee, 1'de throw away my felfe,

Ape. Thouhaft caft away thy felfe,being like thy feif
A Maaman fo long, now 3 Foole : what chink’ft .
That the bleake ayre, thy boyfRerous Chamberlsine
"Wl puc thy fhire on warme ? Will thefe moyft Trees
Thathaue out-liu’d the Eagle, page thy heeles '
And skip when thou point’ out? Will the cold brooke
Candied with Ice, Cawdle thy Merning tafte
To cure thy o’re-nights fusfec ? Call the Creatures,
Whofe naked Natures liuc in all the fpighe
Of wrekefull Heauen, whofe bare vohoufed Trunkes,
To the confliCting Elements expos’d
Anfwer meere Narure : bid them flateer thee.
O thou {halt finde,

Tim. AFooleofthee: depart.

Ape. 1loue thee better now, then ere I did.

T, | hatethee worlc,

Ape. Why?

Tim, Thou flatter't mifery,

Ape. 18ateer aot, but {ay thou,arra Cayriffe,

Tim. Why do’t thou feeke me ouc?

Ape. Tovexthee,

Tsm_ Alwayes a Villaines Office, oraFooles,’
Doltpleale thy felfen’c ?

Ape. 1.

T, What,aKnauzton?

Ape. Itthou did’f put chis fowre cold habit on
Te cathigate thy pride, twere well : but thou
Dot enforcedly : Thou'dft Courtier be againe
Wert thou not Beggar : willing mifery
Out-liues: incertaine pompe, is crown'd before ;
Theone is filling full, neuer compleac:
The other,ac high with :beft fate ContenclefTe,
Hath a diftraéted and moft wretchea being,
Worfe then the worft,Content,
Thou thould'@t defire to dye,being miferable.

Tim. Notby his breath,thatis more mifciable.
Thou art 2 Slaue,whom Fortunes tender arme
With fauour neuer clafpt; but bred a Dogge,
Had'ftthou like vs from our firfR fivach proceeded,
The {weet degrees thae this breefe world affords,.
To fuch as may the paflive drugges of 1t
Freely command'ft : thou would'ft haue plung’d thy felf
In generall Riot, inelted downe thy youth
1n different beds of Luft, and neuerlearn’d
ThelIcie precepts of refpedt, but followed
The Sugred game before thee. But my felfe,
Who had the world as my Confe&ionarie,
The mouthes, the tongues, the eyes,and hearts of men,
At duty more then I could frame employment ;
That numberleffe vpon ine flucke, asleaues
Do on the Oake, haue with one Wiaters brufh
Fell from their boughes, and left me open, bare,
For euery fforme that blowes, I tobeare this,
That neuer knew but better, is fome burchen:
Thy Nature, did commence in {ufferance, Time
Hath madethee hard ins, Why (hould’t § hateMen?
They neuer flacter’d thee. What haft thou given

L
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Timonof eAthens.
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Ifth>1 wile carle; thy Father (that pooreragge)
Muft be thy fubic@ s who in fpight put fuffe

To fome (hee-Begger, and compounded thee
Poaore Rogue, hereditary. Hence, be gone,

1f thou hadfi not bene burne the wosft of men,
Thou hadft bene a Knaue and Flatcerer.

Ape, Att thou proud yec?

Tim, I,thatl amnotihee.

Ape, 1, that 1 wasno Prodigall.

T ],that ]l amonc now.

Wereall the wealth | haue fLiue vp in theey
1’ld grue thee lcaucto hangit. Gettheegone:
Thacthe whele hifc of Athens were in this,
Thuswould1 eateit.

Ape. Heere, I willmend thy Feaft,

7:m. Fultmend thy company, take away thy felfe.

Ape, Sol hall mend m.ne owne, by thilacke of thire

Tim. *Tis not well mended (v, 1is bucbotehy;

If not, [ would ic were.

Ape. What would't! thouihaue to Athens ?

T, Thee tiuther in a whirlewind : i€ thou wilt,
Tellthem there ! have Gold Jlooke, (0 1 haue.

Ape. Heereisnovicfor Gold,

Tim. Thebeft,and true(:

Forheere it fleepes, and do’s no hyred harme,

Ape. Wherelyeltanipghts Timon ?

Tim, Vader that's abouc me.

Where feed'( chou a-daycs eApemant s 2 .

Ape. Where my famacke findes mcate, or rather
where ] eate it.

Tim. Would poyfon were obedient,8 knew my mind

Ape. Where would'ft thou fend 1c?

Tm, Tofawce thy dithes,

Ape. Themiddle of Humanity thouneuer kneweft,
but the extremitie of both cuds. VWhen thou waitin thy
Gilr,and thy Perfume, they mocke thee for too much
Curioficic: in thy Ragpes thou know'ft none,but ari de-
fpis'd for the contrary. There’s 2 medles for thee,eatciit,

Tm. On what 1hste,]{eed not.

Ape. Do’ft hate aMedler?

Tm. Iythoughitlooke like thee,

Ape. And (W'hadihated Medlers (ooner, y thould'ft
hauc loued thy felfe betternow. What man didd't thou
cuer know vnthrift, that was beloued after his meancse

Tim. Who without thofe meanes thou talk't of  didft
thou cuer kncw belou’d ?

Ape. My feife.

Twm. Tvoderftand thee s thou had't fome meanes to
kecpea Dogge.

Apem. Whatthingsinthe world canft thou neereft
compare to thy Flatterers ?

Zsm. Womenneereft, butaien : men are the things
themfelues. What would'ft thou do with the world A-
pemantus i 1t lay in thy power ?

Ape. Giueitthe Beafts, to berid of themen.

Tim. Would'lt thou haue thy folfe fall in the confu-

fion of men, and remaine a Beat with the Beafls,

Ape. 1 Timon,

Tim. Abeatly Ambition,which the Goddes graune
thec t'attaine to. 1fthou wert the Lyon, the Fox would
beguilethee . ifthou wert the Lambe, the Foxe would
eatcthee:: if thou wertthe Fox, the Lion would fufpe&
thee, when peraduenture thou wese accus'd by the Affe:

Ifthou wert the Affe, thy dulnefle would torment thee ;
and fill thou lin’d® buc as a Breakefalt to the Wolfe. If
thou wert the Wolfe, thy greedinefle would affli& thee,

o

\

—

& oft thou (hould'R hazard thy life for thy dinner. Wert
theuthe Vnicorne, prideand wrath would confound
thee, and make thine owne felfe the conquefl of'thy fury.,
Wert thou a Beare, thou would't be kil d by the 1orfe:
wert thou 2 Horfe, thou would'ft befeaz’d by the Leo-
pard : wert thoua Leopard, thouwert Germance to the
Lion, and the Jpottes of thy Kindred, were Jurorson chy
life. Allthy fafety were remotion, and chy defence ab-
fence, What Beaft could’ft thoubee, that were not fub-
icttoaBeaft : and whata Beaft artehou already, thae
feeft notthy lofTe 1 transformation,

Ape. 1tthou could'ft pleafe me
V/ith fpeaking to me chou might'ft
Haue hit vponicheere.
I he Comumenwealth of Athens,is become
A Forreit of BeaRls,

71m. Howha'sthe Afle breke the wall, that thou are
out of the Citte,

Ape. Yonder comes aPoet and aPainter:
The plaguc of Company light vpon thee :
D witl feare to eatchie, and prucway,
Whealknow notwhat elicto do,
lle fee theeagaine.

7em. When thereisnothing lining but thee,
Thoufhalt be welcome.
Ihad rarher beaBeggersDogee,
Then Apemantus.

Aps. Thousrcthe Cap
Of alitheFooles alise.

2me. Would thou wert cleane enough
To fpivpon.

Ape. A plague ou thee,
Theu arttoo bad eo curfe,

7sm, Al Villaes
T har do fland by thee,are pure,

Ape. iheseis no Leprofie,
Butwwhat thon fpesk’ft.

Timm, Jt1 namethee, llebeatetheey
But I fhould infet my hands,

Ape. 1would my tongue
Could rotthem off.

Tim. Awaythouiffue of a mangie dogge,
Choller does kill me,
Thatthon art aliue, I fwoond to {ee thee,

Ape. Would thow would'{t burR,

Tim. Away thoutedious Rogue, I am forry I (halt
lolea ftone by thee,

Ape. Beaft,

7im. Slsue,

Ape. Toad.

Tmm. Rogue,Rogue,Rogue.
J am ficke of this falfe world,and will loue nought
But cuen themeere neceffities vpon'ts
Then Timon prefently prepare thy graue ¢
Lye where thelight éome of the Sea may beate
Thy graue ftone dayly,make thine Epitaph,
That death in 1né, ac otliers lives may laugh,
0 thou fweete King-killer, and deare diuorce
Twixt naturall Sunne and fire : thou brighe defiler
of Himens pureft bed, thou valiant Mars,
Thou euer, yong frefh, loued,ond delicate wooer,
Whofc blufh doth thawe the confecrated Snow
Thatlyes on Dianslap,
Thourifible God,
That fouldreft clofe Impofibilicies,
And mak'R them kiffe; that fpeak’t with euerie T
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| 94
To cuerie purpofe : O thou touch of heares, -
{Thinke chy flaue-manrebels; and by thy vertue
Set theminto confounding addes, that Beafts
May haue the world in Empire.
Ape. Wouldtwere fo,
But noc till Tam dead, Tle faych'hal Gold :
Thou wilt be throng'd too thortly.
. Twm, Throng'dtoo?
.. Ape. 1.
- T, Thy backeI prythee,
Ape. Liue,and loue thy mifery,
Tim, Longliucfo,andfo dye. Iam quit.
Ape. Mo things like men,
Eate Twmwow, and abhorre then,

Exit Apmun.
Enter the Bandetti,

1 Where fhould he haue thisGold ? It is fome poore
Fragment, fome flender Oct of his remainder : themeere
want of Gold, and the falling from of his Friendes, droue
him into this Melancholly.

3 Itisnois’d
Hehath amaffe of Treafure.

3 Lervs make the affay vpon him,if he care not foi’,
he will fupply vs eafily : if he couctoufly referueic, how
fhall's getac ?

3 True: for he beares it not about him:

*Tis hid.

1 Isnotthis hee?

All, Where?

a 'Tis hus defcription,

3 He? 1know him.

Al, Saue thee Timon,

Tim. Now Theeues,

All, Soldiers,not Theeues.

Tim, Bothtoo,and womens Sonnes.

A, Weatenot Theeues, but men
That mouch do want.

T, Your greatct want is,you want much of meat :
Why fhould you want ? Behold,the Earth hath Rootes:
Within this Mile breake forth ahundred Spriegs:

The Oakes beare Maft, the Priavs Scarlet Heps,
Thebounteous Hufwife Nature, on each buth,
Layes her full Mcfie before you. Want ? why Wane?

1 We cannot liue on Graffe,on Berries, Water,

AsBeal¥s,and Birds, and Fithes. -

Youmuft eatemen. Yet thankes I muft youcon,

That youare Thecues profeft: that you worke not

In holier thapes : For there isboundleffe Theft

| inhmited Profeflions. Rafcall Theeues

Heere'sGold  Go, fuckethe fubtle blood o’th'Grape,
Tl the high Feavor {ceth your blood o froth,

And fo fcape hanging. Truft not the Phyfitian,

His Ant.dotes are poyfon, and he flayes

Mocthenyou Rob : Take wealth, and liues together,
Do Villamedo, fince you preteft to doo't.

Like Workemen, 1le example you with Theeuery
The Sunnes a Theefe, and with his greacattraction
{Robbes the vafte Sea, The Moones an arrant Thecfe,
And hier pale fire, ihe fnatches from the Sunne,
JTheSeasa Theefe, whofe liquid Surge, refolues

The Moonc into Salt teares. The Earth’s a Theefe,
That {ecds andoreeds by a compofture flolne

From gen'rall excrement : each thing’sa Thecfe,

The Lawes, your curbe and whip, in their rough power

v

Timonof eAthens.

Ti. Noronthe Beafts themfelues,the Birds & Fithes, .

Ha’svucheck'd Theft, Loue not yout felucs swa
Rob one another, there’s more ch;ld, cut throatcsy’
All chat you meete are Theeues : to Achens go ’
Breake open fhoppes, nothing c2n you fteale ’
But Theeues do loofc it : fieale lefle, for this I giueyon
And Gold confound you howfoere : Amen, ’

3 Has almoft charm’d me from my Profe
fwading me o it, y Profeffion,by pe-

t 'Tisin themalice of mankinde, that he thus aduifes
vsnot to haue vs thriuein our myftery.

2 llebelceue him asan Enemy,
And giucouer my Trade.

U Leevsfirft fee peace in Athens, there isno time fo
miferable, buc 2 man may be true, Exst Theeses,

-~

Enter the Steward to Timen,

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 s

Whatan alteration of Honor has defp’rate want made ?

What vilder thing vpon the earth, then Friends

Who can bring Nobleft mindes, to bafeft ends,

How rarely does icmeete with this times guife,

When man was witht toloue his Enemies =

Grant I may cucr loue, and rather woo

Thofe that would mifcheefe me, then thofe that doo, .

Has c;pght m; inhis iyc,l willprefent my honcR griefe

vato him ; and as my Lord, fill fegue hi i

My deccclt Malter, him with my ife
7im. Away : what srtthou?

Stew. Hauc you forgot me, Sir ?

Tim. Why doft atke thac? I hauc forgot all men.
Then, if thou grunt’®, th'art a man, '
Thaueforgor thee.

Stew. Anhoneft poore feruant of yours,

Zim. ThenIknow thee not:

I ncuer had honeft man about me, Tall .
Ikept were Knaues, to (erue in meare to Villaines.
Stew. The Gods are witnefle,

| Neu'rdid poore Sceward weare s cruer greefe

For his vadone Lord, then mine eyes for you.
Tim. What,deft theu weepe ? ’
Conie neeres, then I loue thee
Becaufe thou art a woman, and difclaim'@t
Flinty mankinde : whofe eyes do neuer giue,
But thorow Luft and Laughter : pittie’s {leeping:
Strange times y weepe with laughing,not with weeping,
. Stew, 1begge of you to krow me, good my Lord,
T’accept my greefe,and whil't this poore wealth Jafis,
To entercaine e as your Sicward Qill. g
Tsm. Had1a Steward
So true, foiult, and now fo comfortable?
It aimoft tusnes my dangerous Nature wilde.
Let me behold thy face : Surely, this man
Wasborne of woman.
Forgiue my generall, and excepilefle rafhneffe
You perpetuall fober Gods. 1 doproclmme
One honeftman : Miftake me not, but one :
Nomore Ipray, and hee'sa Steward.
How faine would I heue hated sll mankinde,
And thou redeem’t thy felfe. Bucall fauethee,
I fell with Curfes,
Me thinkes chou are more honeft now, then wife ¢
For, by opprefling and betraying mee,

Thou
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Thou might’(t haue fooner got another Sernice:
For maoy fo arriue at fecond Mafters, '
Vpon their firlt Lords necke. Bu tell me true,
(For I muft cuer doubr, though ne’re (o fure),
is not thy kindneffc fubtle, couetous,
Ifnot a Viuring kindneffe,and as rich men deale Guifts,
Expe&ting in returne twenty for one ?
Stew. Nomy molt worthy Mafter,in whofe breft
Doubt, and {ulpe& (alas) are plac’d too laze:
You thould haue fear'd falie times, when you did Feaft,
Sufpe& flill comes, where an eflace is leaft, :
That which I fhew, Heauen knowes, is meerely Loue,
Dutie, and Zeale, to your vaniatched minde
Carc of yout Food and Lising, and belecuc it,
My moft Honour’d Lord,
Forany benefit that points to mee,
Either in hope, or prefent, 1’dc exchange
For this one with, that you had power and wealth
To requite mic, by making rich your felfc,
Tm. Lookethee,tis fo : thou fingly honeft man,
Heere take ¢ the Gods out of my miferic
Ha's fent thee Taeafure. Go, liue rich and happy,
But thus condition’d : Thou fhalt build from men:
Hate all, curfeall, fhew Charity to none,
But let the famitht flefh {lide from che Bone,
Erethou relecue the Begger, Giuero dogges
What thou denyefttomen. Let Prifons {wallow 'em,
Debts wither "em to nothing, be menlike blalted woods
And may Difeafeslicke vp their falfe bloods,
And fo farewell, and thriue,
Stew. O letme fay,and comfort you, my Mafter,
Tum. 1f thou hat't Curfes - .
Stay not : flye,whil'ft thou art bleft and free :
Ne're fee thou man, and let me nc’re fee thee, Exit
Enter Poct,and Painter.,
Pain. As]tookenote ofthe place, it cannot bg farre
wheie he abides,
Poet. What's to be thought of him ?
Does the Rumor hold for true,
That hee's fo full of Gold ?
Pasmter. Certaine,
Alcibrades reports it : Phrinica and Timandylo
Had Gold ot him, Heltkewife enrich’d
Poore ftragling Souldicrs, with great quantity.
*Tis faide, he gaue vato his Steward
A wighty fumme.
Poes. Thenthis breaking of his,
Ha'sbeene buta Try for his Friends?
Painter. Nothingelfe: .
You (hall fee him a Palme in Athens againe,
And flourith with the higheft
Thescfore, 'tis not amiffe, we tender our loues
To him, in this fuppos’d diftreflc of bis :
Te will (hew honeftly invs,
And is very likely, to loade our purpofes
With what they trauaile for,
Ifitbeaiult and truerepoit, that goes
Of his hauing,
Poct. What haue younow
To prefent vnto him?
Paiwter. Nothingatthistime .
But my Vifitation : onely I will promife him
"Anexcelient Peece, )
Poet, 1muft ferue him fotoo ¢
| Tell him of an intent that’s comming toward him.

—

Painter, Good as thebeft,
Promifing, is the veric Ayre o'th’ Time
Jeopens the eyes of ExpeQation.
Performance, iscuer the duller for hisaQe,
Andbutin the plainer and fimpler kinde of people,
The deede of Saying is quite out of vfe,
To Promife,is moft Courtly and fathionable
Pecformance, is a kinde of Will or Te(tament
Which argues a greatficknefle in hisiudgement
That makes it

Ewnter Tomon from bis Case.

Tmen, Excéllent Workeman,
Thou canft not paint 8 man fo badde
Asis thy felfe. )

Po.r, Tamthinking
What 1 (hall fay I haue prouided for him :
Itmuftbe a perfonating of himfelfe :
A Satyre againft the foftneffe of Profperity,
With a Dilcouerie of the infinite Flatteries
Thatfollow youth and opulencie, -

Timon, Muft thou needes

Stand fora Villaine inchine owne Worke ?
Wilt thou whip thine owne faults in other men?
Do fo, I haue Gold for thee.
Peer, Nay let’s feeke him,
Then do we iinne againft our owne eftate,
When we may profic incete, and come too late.
Pasnier, True:
When the day ferues before blacke-corner'd night ;
Finde what thou want’R, by free and ofter’d light.
Come.
Tm. Ilemeete you atthe turne :
Whata Gods Gold, that he is worfhipt
In abafer Temple, then where Swine feede ?
"Tisthouthat ngg'ftthe Batke,and plow'itii e Fome,
Setleft admired reuerence 1in aSlaue,
To thee be worfliipt, and thy Sams for aye :
Be crown’d with Plagues, that thee alouc cbay.
Fitlmeet them.

Pocs. Haile worthy Tumon,
~ Pain, Ourlate Noble Mafter,

Tsmon, Haue I onceliv’d
Tofee two honeft men 2

Poes, Sir:
Hauing often of your open Bounty tafted, -
Hearing you were retyr'd, your Friends faluc off,
Whofc thankeleffe Naturcs (O abhotred Spurnirs)
Not all the Whippes of Heauen,are large cnougl,
What, to vou,
Whofe Starre-like Noblenefle gaue life and influcnce
To their whole being ? T am rapt, and cannot couer
Thegmonfirous bulke of this Ingiatitude
With any fize of words.

Timon. Letitgo,
Naked men may fee’t the becter :
You that are honeft, by being whatyouare,
Make them beft {eene,and knowne,

Pain. He,and my feife 1
Haue trauail’d in the great fhowre of your guifts,
And fweetly feltit.

Tumon. 1,youarehoneft man.

Paster, Wearehither come
To ofer you our feruice. |

Timen. Mofthonc@men:

0 ————-

IE Y

Why
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of eAthens.

T snion

Why how (hall I requite you?

Can you eate Roots, and drinke cold water, no?
Eoth, What we can do,

Wee'l do to do you feruice.
Tsm. Yarchoneft men,

Y haue heard that { baue Gold,

Iam ture youhaue, {peake ceuth, y’are hone men,
Pam. Soitis(aid my Noblc Lord, but therefore

FCame not iy Friend,nor I,

Beltinall Athens, th'art indeed the beft,
Thou counterfet’t moft liucly.

FPam, So,fo, my Lord.

Tim. E'nefofiras! fay. Andforthy ittion,
Why thy Vetfe fwels with ftuffe (o fine and {mooth,
Thatthou art euen Naturall in thine Art.

But for all this (my hone® Natus'd fricnds)
Imult needs {ay youhaue alittle fault,

Marry 'tis not monftrousin you, neither wifh I
You take much paines to mend.

Both. Befeech your Honour
To makeit knowne go vs.

Tim. Youltakeicill,

Both. Mofltthankefully,my Lord,

Timon. Will youindeed ?

Both, Doubtit not worthy Lord,

Tm, There's neucr aonc of you but trufts a Knaue,
Thatmightily deceiues you.

Both. Do we,my Lord?

Tim, 1,and youhearc himcogge,

See him diffemble, ‘
Know his groffe patchery, loue him, feede him,
Keepein yourhofomc, yet remaine affur'd
That he's amade-vp-Viilaine,

Pam. 1know none fuch,my Loid.

Pset. Nor 1.

Timon. Locke you,

Iloueyou well Tle givc you Gold _

Rid me thefe Villaines from your coaspanies;

Hang them, or ftab them, drowne themin a diaughe,

Contoun.) them by fome conrie,and come to e,

lie give you Gold enough.

8. Both. Namethemn.y Lord, fet's know tham,
Tem. Youthat way,and ycuthis:

Buttwoin Company :

Each man apait,ali fiugie,and alone,

Yetan arch Villaine keepes him comr pany ¢

If where thou art, two Viltaines thall not be,

Comenotneere him. 1fthou weuld't not recide

Dot where one Villaice is, thea him abandon.

You haue worke for me ; there's payment sheuce,
You are an Alcumift, make Gold of that:
Out Kafcall dogges.

Entcr S:covard, andiwo Senaters,

Stew. It is vaine that you would fpeake wich Timon
For he 1s fet fo oncly to luinfelfe, .
Thac nothiog but imfeife, which lookes like man,
Is friendly with fum. )
1.5en, Bing vs to his Caue, .
Tt is our part snd protmi{e to th’Athenians
To fpeake with Timon.
2.Sew, Atalltimesalike
Mcn are not fill the fame : “cwas Time and Greefes

Timon. Good honeft men: Thou draw’(t a countesfet

Heace, packe, there’s Gold,you came for Gold ye flaucs:

Ixennt

Offering the Fortunes of his former dayes,

The former man may make him: bring vs to him
And chanc’d it asit may.

Stew. Heereis hisCaye:
Peace and content be heere. Lord Timon, Timm,
Looke out, and fpeaketo Friends : Th'Athenians
By two of their moft reuerend Senate grect thee:
Speake to them Noble Timon.

Enter Timen out of bis Cane,

7im. Thou Sunne that comforts burne,
Speakeand be hang’d :
For each true word, s bliler, and each falfe
Be as 3 Cantherizing to the root o'th’Tongue,
Confuming it with fpeaking,
1 Worthy Tsmon.
Tim. Ofnonebut fuchas you,
And you of Timon,
1 TheSenators of Athens,grees thee Timon, *
Tim., Ithankethem,
And would fend them backe the plague,
Could 1 but catch it for chem,
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 thoughe
On fpeciall Dignitics, which vacant lye
For thy beft vicand wearing,
2 They confefle
Toward thee, forgetfulnefletoo generall groffe;
Which now the publike Body,wiich doth fildome
Play there-cancee, fechng in it felfe
Alache of Tumions ayde, hih fince withall
Ofitoy iicfal, refliaunng ayde to Temom,
Andfend forth vs, to inaketheir forrowed render,
Togecher,witha recompence more fruivfull

As thalltothee blorout, what wrongs were theirs,
Aund wrire i ace the figores of their loue,
Euertore.dthemchne,
Tim Youwitchmeinits
Surprize meto the very brinke of teares ;
Lend meaFooles heart, and a womans cyes,
And Jle beweepe thefe comforts,worthy Seastors,
1 Therefore fo pleafe chee to returne with vs,
And ofour Athens, thine and ours tocake
The Caprainthip, thou fhalt be met with thankes,
Allowed with abfolute power,and thy good name

Of Alcibiades th'approaches wild,
Who ke a Bore too fauage, doth root vp
His Countries peace.

¢ Andfhakes his threatning Sword
Againft che walles of Athens,
: 1 Thercfore Timon.

Tim. Well Gr, I will ; therefore X willfir chus:
Y Alcibrades koll my Countrymen,
Let Alcsbiades know this of Tinses,
That 7 smen cares noc. Butifhe (acke faire Athens,
And take our goodly aged men by’th’Beards,
Giving our holy Virgins to the Raine
Of contumelious, beaftly, mad-brain’d warre s
Thenlethim know,and ccll him Timsen (peakes it,

“That fram’d him thus. Time with his fairer hand,

Line with Auchoritie : Yo foone we fhall drine backe

Then their offence can weigh downe by the Deamme,
I cuen fuch heapes and fummes of Loue and Weslch,

V.i. 78—180
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Timonof ej;bgn.
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In pitty ef our sged, and our youth,
3 cannot choofe but tell him that I care oot,
Andlec him tak’t ac worfR 1 For their Kniues care not,
Whilc you hsue throsts to anfwer, Formy felfe,
There’s not a whitdle, i thveruly Campe,
But I do prize it at my loue,be ore
Thereuerends Throatin Athens. So I leaue you
Tothe protetion of the profperous Gods,
As Theeucs to Keepers.
Stew, Stay not,all’s inyaine,
7. \Why | was wricing of my Epicaph,
I w:ll be feenc to morrow. My long ficknefle
Of Health,and Lining, now begins to mend,
Andnothing bnings meall things, Go,lice flill,
Be Alcsbsades your p'aguc; you hus,
And laft fo long cnuugh.
1 We fpeakein vamne.
Tim Butycc Ilovcay Country,and amnot
One thatretoyces i che cam noo wracke,
Ascommon Frujte doth puc ¢
1 That's wellfpoke,
7Tim. Commend metomy loving Countreymen.
1 Thele words become your lippes as they patfe tho-
tow them.
2 Andenter in our eares, like greac Triumphers
In their applauding gates,
Tm. Commend metothemn,
And teil them, that to cafe them of their greefes,
Theitfeares of Hoftile firokes, their Aches lofles,
Their pangs of Loue,wich other incident throwes
That Natures fragile Veficll duch fuftaine
1nlifes vacertane voyage, I will forme kindnes do them,
lle teach them to preuent wiide Aicibrades wrath.
1 Like this well, he will returne sgame.
Tims. 1 haueaTree which growes heerein my Clofe,
That mine owne v(c inuites me 1o cut downe,
Aand fhortly muft 1 fellre. Tell my Friends,
Tell Athens, in the fequence of degree,
From high to low throughout, thac wha {o pleafe
To flop Afli&ion, lechim take his hafte ;
Come hither ere my Tree hath felt the Axe,
And hang himfelfe, 1pray you domygreeting,
Stew. Trouble him no further, thus you flull hall
Finde him.
Tim. Come not to me againe, but fsyco Athens,
Timon l1ath made his euerlafling Manfion
Vpouthe Beached Verge of the {alc Fload,
Wheo oncea day with his emboffed Frothe
Thie turbulent Surge fhall couer ; thither come,
And let my graue-fone be your Oracle:
Lippes, let foure words go by,and Langusge end :
What is amiffe, Plague and {ofcétion mend.
Graues onely be mens workes, and Death their geine;;
Sunne, hide thy Beames, Timow hach done his Raigne.
Exit Timon,
1 His difcontents are varemoueably coupled co Na-
ture, ..
2 Ourhopeinhimisdead: lecvs retume, .
And Qraine what other meanes is left vato vs -
laourdecrepenl, “n

¥ Jtrequires fwife foct. Exemnt.
. Enter two stber Senaters,with a Meffenger,

1 Thou heft paiafully difcouer’d : are his Files
As full as thy reperc?

l

.97
LMef. 1baue fpokethe leaft. o
Befides his expedition promifes prefent approach,

3 Weftand much hazacd,if they bring not Zmes.

Mef. 1 meta Currier, one minc sacizot Friend,
Whom though in genesall pare we were oppos'd,
Yect our old loue made a particulsr for ce,

-

Andmade vs {peake hke Friends, This man was nding
" Fecom Alalvimzr to Teimens Caue,

With Leteers of snereaty, wlichimported

His Fellowfhip i'th*caufe againft your Cuy,

In part tor his fake mou'd.

Enier the other Senator:,
1 Heere come our Brothers.
3 Nortalke of Tomon, nothing of him exped,
The Enemies Drumme ss heaid,and fearefull {couring
Doth choake the ayre with duft: In, and prepare,
Qursis the fall I feare, our Foes the Saare. Exennt
Enter 4 Somiducr in th. Words feeksng Timon,

Sol. By all defcription chis thould be che place.
Whofeheere> Speake hoa. Noanfwer 2 What 1s this ?
Tymen s dead, who hath out-fretche hisfpan,

Some Beaft reade chus; There do's net liue 8 Man,

Decad lure, and this bis Graue, what's on thys Tomb,

I cannotread : the Charradter lle take wich wax,

Qur Captaine hathin euery Ligure skl

An ag'd [nterprecer, though yong in dayes :

Before proud Athenshee’s fer downe by this,

Whofe tall the maike of liis Ambition is, Exis.

Trumpets fonnd,  Erter Alcibiades wub his Powers
before Avhens.

Ale. Sound to this Cowdrd,and lafciuious Towne,
Cuc terrible approach
Sowunds a Parly.
The Semators appeare vpon the wals, .
Till now you haue gone on, and fill'd the tiune
W ith all Licentious meafure, making your willes
The fcope of luflice. Till now,my felfe and fuch
Asflept within che fhadow of your power
Haue wander’d with our trauer(t Armes,and breath’d
Our fufferance vainly : Now the time 18 flufh, .
When crouching Marrow in the bearer ftzong
Cries (of it felfe)no more: Now breathleffe wrong,
Shall ficand pantin your great Chaires of eafe,
And purfie Infolence (hall breake his winde
Withfcare and horrid flighe.
1.5en, Noble,andyoung;
When thy firf grecfes were but ameere concei,
Erethou had't power, or we had caufe of feare,
We fent to thee, to giue thy rages Balme,
To wipe out our Ingratitude, with Loues
Aboue their quantitie.
2 Sodid we wooe
Transformed Timen, to our Citties loue
By humble Meflage, and by promift meanes :
We wete not all vakinde, nor all deferue
“The common (roke of warre,
" 1 Thefe walles of ours,
Were not ere&ed by rheir hands, from whom
Youhaue receyu’d your greefe : Nor are they fuch,
That thefe great Towres, Trophees, & Schools thold fall
For prioate faults in them,
3 Norarethey living

Whe}
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Timarel Atbons,

Who were the motiues that you firft wenc out,
(Shaate that they wanted, cunping in exceffe)
Hath broke their hesrts, March, Noble Lotd,
Into our City with thy Banners fpred, -
ny decimation and a tythed deaths
1 thy Reuenges hunger for that Food
Which Nacure loathes, take thou the deftin’d tenth,
And by the hazsrd of the fpotted dye,
Let dye the {potted.

1 All haue not offended :
For thofe that were, it is not fqnare to take
On thofe that are, Reuenge : Crimes, like Lands
Are not inhetited, then decre Countryman,
Bring inthy rankes, but leauewithout thy rage,
Spare thy Achenian Cradle, and thofe Kin
Which 1n the bluiter of thy wrathmuft fall
W th thofe that haue offended, like a Shepheard,
Approach the Fold, and cull thinfe&ted forth,
But kil not altogether,

2 What thouwile,
Thou rather thaltinforce it with thy fmile,
Then hew too’t, with thy Sword.

1 Set but thy foot
Againft ous rampyt'd gates, and they (hallope :
So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before,
To fay thou't enter Friendly.

3 Throw thy Gloue,
Or any Token of thine Honour elfe,
That thou wilt vfe the warres as thy redre(e,
And not as our Confufion : All thy Powers
Shall make their harbour in out Tewne, till wee
Haue feal’d thy full defire.

Ale Thzathere’s my Gloue,

Thofe Encmies of Timene. snd mine owne
Whomyou your felues fiml! fet out for reproofe
F,a{l and no more.; andto attone your fearey ’
With my more Noble meaning, not a man
Shall paffe bis quarter, or ofiend the Areame
gftl}}iglu;lgr Iuftice Zn your Citties bounds,
ut {hall beremeditd to yo i
At heauiceft anfwer, yourpublique Lawes
+ Both, 'Tismoft Nobly fpoken.
Ale. Defcend,andkeepe your words.
Puter & Miffenger,

Mef. My Noble Generall, Timon is dead
Entomb’d vpon the very hemme o'th*Sea ’
Anden bis Graueftone, this Infculpture v’vhich
Wich wax 1brought away : whofe foft Impreffion
Interprets for my poore sgnorance.

Alcibiades reades the Epitaph.
Heere lies a wretched (oarfe, of wrasched Sowle bercft .
Seck nat my name: A Plague confume you wiched C ﬂ"’lfl lefi:
Heere [}: 7 Timon,vaa aline,all /mm‘q mendidhare )
Paffe by.and curfe thy il bur paffe and fay uos ere thy gate
Thefewell expreffe;n thee thy laccer tpiries: 78
Though thouabherrd®in vs our humane griefes
Scorna’tt our Brawnes flow, and thofe our droylct; which
From mggard Nature tall ; yet Rich Conceie A
Taught thee to make vak Neptune weepe for aye
Onthy low Graue, on faults forgiuen. Dead d
Is Noble Tmmen, of whofe Memorie
Hecereaftermore, Bring me into your Citie,
And [ will vfe the Oliuc, with my Swerd :

1 Makewar breed peace ; imake peace ftint war,make each

Prefcnbe toother, as cach othiers Leach.
Let our Deummes thike,

Defend and open your vacharged Ports,

£ Xeuint,
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ACTORS

N ANMES.

2 '_,“:“:‘7"_ MON of Athens. Flaminius, one of Tymons Seruants.
2T Lucins, And Serutlius, another.
T Lucullus, two Flattering Lords. (aphis.

Appemantus a Churlifl ?bxloﬁyp/m . Qarro. |

Sempronius another flatee ring Lord. J, 'Plftlo. L Seucrall Sernants to Vfurers.
1 dlcibiades, an Athenian Lapmme Titus.

Poct. Lucius.

Painter. Hortenfis |

FJeweller. Uentigins. one of Tymons falfe Friends.

Merchant. (upid.

(ertaine Senatonrs. Sempronius.

((ertaine Maskers. With dsuers other Sernants,

Certaine Theeues. And Attendants.

—— ~—— ———
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