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			The Texts of Shakespeare

		
			
			Introduction

		
			
			Note on the Text

		
			Timon of Athens
		

		
			The Actors’ Names
		

		
			I.1 Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweler, Merchant, and Mercer, at several doors.
		

		
			I.2 Hautboys playing loud music. A great banquet served in [, Flavius the Steward and others attending]; and then enter Lord Timon, [Senators,] the Athenian Lords, Ventidius (which Timon redeemed from prison). Then comes, dropping after all, Apemantus, discontentedly, like himself.
		

		
			II.1 Enter a Senator [with papers in his hand].
		

		
			II.2 Enter [Flavius, Timon’s] Steward, with many bills in his hand.
		

		
			III.1 Flaminius waiting to speak with a Lord, [Lucullus,] from his Master; enters a Servant to him.
		

		
			III.2 Enter Lucius with three Strangers.
		

		
			III.3 Enter a third Servant [of Timon’s] with Sempronius, another of Timon’s Friends.
		

		
			III.4 Enter [two of] Varro’s [Servants], meeting [Lucius’s Servant and] others, all [being servants of] Timon’s creditors, to wait for his coming out. Then enter [Titus’s Servant] and Hortensius[’s Servant].
		

		
			III.5 Enter three Senators at one door, Alcibiades meeting them, with Attendants.
		

		
			III.6 [Music. Tables set out, Servants attending.] Enter divers Friends [of Timon, including Lucius, Lucullus, Sempronius, and other Senators and Lords,] at several doors.
		

		
			IV.1 Enter Timon.
		

		
			IV.2 Enter [Flavius the] Steward with two or three Servants.
		

		
			IV.3 Enter Timon in the woods.
		

		
			V.1 Enter Poet and Painter. [Timon watches them from his cave.]
		

		
			V.2 Enter two other Senators with a Messenger.
		

		
			V.3 Enter a Soldier in the woods, seeking Timon [for Alcibiades].
		

		
			V.4 Trumpets sound. Enter Alcibiades with his Powers before Athens.
		

	
		Introduction

		CRITICAL DEBATES ABOUT Timon of Athens are almost as contentious and irresolvable as Timon’s spats with the visitors to his cave in Act IV. There is no consensus about the play’s date, although it is often placed between 1605 and 1608–10. Various hypotheses attempt to explain what many find to be an incoherent or unsatisfying play by relieving Shakespeare of some of the responsibility for the finished (or unfinished) product (see Note on the Text). By whatever means Timon of Athens achieved the form in which it comes to us, it is a challenge to those who seek to prise a coherent interpretation from it. For others, this is precisely what makes the play interesting.

		The play is organized around a central character, his actions and transformation, and other characters’ reactions to him. This is typical of Shakespeare’s tragedies, all of which are named after their heroes. Yet Timon sports a surfeit of commentators on the central figure: the poet, who describes Timon and his situation to us before we meet him; the cynical malcontent Apemantus, who must eventually compete with Timon for the monopoly on misanthropy; the loyal steward, Flavius; the somewhat superfluous fool. All reflect on Timon and his fortunes.

		Yet Timon, the focus of their attentions, and the center of the play, is not at all a stable figure. True, the protagonists of Shakespeare’s other tragedies also change in the course of their plays. But Timon splits abruptly into two. First he is the gift giver, whose generosity secures a large and attentive entourage. “How this lord is followed!” (I.1.39) the painter marvels; the steward wonders, “Who is not Timon’s?” (II.2.168). Yet when Timon’s money has been spent, his friends or followers depart, and with them goes the person Timon has been. Timon the benefactor becomes Timon the curser; he christens his new persona with a new name, Misanthropos. While these two Timons share characteristics – both are aggressive, immoderate, and domineering – the world and the play, like Timon’s character, are transformed by Timon’s decline in fortunes. The play charts this sudden and disorienting lurch from wealth to poverty, from benevolence to bitterness, from Timon’s urban mansion to his rural cave, from giving gifts to hurling abuse. Briefly, the two Timons and the two worlds overlap: when Timon parodies his own earlier banquets by serving his false friends stones and hot water – “Uncover, dogs, and lap” (III.6.86) – he combines hospitality with hostility. In this last “feast” at the mansion, he reveals it to be as barren as his cave will be; the stones in covered dishes are even less appetizing than the roots for which Timon will later dig.
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				The great Paul Scofield as an intense and alienated Timon in John Schlesinger’s production for the Royal Shakespeare Company, 1965.

			
		
		Because Timon, like his friends, changes with his fortunes, the play can be seen as a case study of how circumstances shape, even determine, identity. The second senator, for instance, describes how Timon’s experience constructs his character.

		                    At all times alike

		Men are not still the same. ’Twas time and griefs

		That framed him thus. Time, with his fairer hand

		Offering the fortunes of his former days,

		The former man may make him.

		(V.1.120–24)

		The first senator argues that, over time, social construction becomes second nature. If Timon lives too long as Misanthropos, then the earlier Timon (of Athens) will be irrecoverable: “His discontents are unremovably / Coupled to nature” (V.1.223–24). The abrupt and extreme change in Timon suggests that identity is not stable, nor is it separate from or able to transcend adversity. We do not “make our own luck.” Our luck makes us; identity is an effect of fortune.

		The first senator advises that one must never internalize misfortune, that one must wear it on the sleeve, not in the heart:

		He’s truly valiant that can wisely suffer

		The worst that man can breathe, and make his wrongs

		His outsides, to wear them like his raiment, care  lessly,

		And ne’er prefer his injuries to his heart,

		To bring it into danger.

		(III.5.31–35)

		The senator advises a stoical, but also a theatrical, disregard for suffering, as if one could keep one’s self separate from and unaffected by it. This is not a standard that Timon, whose loss and grief radically transform him from the inside out, can meet.

		Alcibiades, the military leader who is banished by the Athenian Senate when he pleads for the life of one of his men, similarly changes in response to changed circumstances. This figure has a historical precedent, a skilled, popular, and ambitious general banished by the Athenian Senate in the fifth century B.C., who then in retaliation collaborated with Athens’ greatest enemy, Sparta. Many histories of Athens, beginning with that by Thucydides, depict both the Senate’s poor judgment in estranging a brilliant military tactician and Alcibiades’ own subsequent treason as turning points in Athens’ military and imperial decline. In Shakespeare’s play, Timon and Alcibiades offer contrasting responses to Athenian ingratitude. Both characters view their disappointment and betrayal in terms of an unfair exchange or a bad bargain. Alcibiades, for instance, argues that the Senate has paid him for his valor in wounds rather than wages:

		I’m worse than mad: I have kept back their foes

		While they have told their money and let out

		Their coin upon large interest, I myself

		Rich only in large hurts. All those for this?

		(III.5.105–8)

		His response is to use his martial prowess against rather than on behalf of the Senate. The relationship between Timon and Alcibiades is one site of incoherence in the play; the relationship between the two and Athens is another. In what way was Alcibiades’ war against Athens “In part for his [Timon’s] sake moved” (V.2.13)? Why does Timon turn against Alcibiades, who himself is driven to ask, “Why me, Timon?” (IV.3.106). How could Timon have helped Athens in its “great peril” even if he had been willing to return? What was his value to a military effort as a person or presence? Although these details are difficult to sort out, Timon and Alcibiades stand as two different figures for Athens’ failure, and, consequently, its division against itself. The Senate banishes Alcibiades; Timon banishes himself.

		Both Timon and Alcibiades construe their relationships in economic terms, lamenting the inadequate return they receive on their investments, the ingratitude of those they have served, the failure of reciprocity. Yet the economic is not just a language or a figure for more abstract social relations. The play is also intensely interested in the accumulation and circulation of wealth, presenting two distinct, yet overlapping, economic systems. At first, Timon presides over a gift economy in which he gains prestige through unreciprocal generosity, not through exchange. As Timon explains, “there’s none / Can truly say he gives, if he receives” (I.2.10–11). Another kind of economy exists beneath or beside this one. As Timon’s money runs out, a new vocabulary emerges: “bonds,” “uses,” “bills,” “forfeiture,” “engaged.” As it turns out, for instance, Timon borrowed money of Lucius, which he then returned to him as jewels or gifts. Thus a loan underpinned and enabled the gift economy. If Timon incurred debts to the very men whom he would not allow to reciprocate his “gifts,” then the two economies are not really distinct. Furthermore, some of his gifts are in cash, but a “cash” that is only fuzzily explained. The currency includes “pieces,” “crowns,” “solidares,” and “talents,” the value of which is uncertain. Five and three talents seem like large gifts from Timon to Ventidius and Lucilius, respectively (I.1.95, 141); yet Timon himself subsequently requests fifty and a thousand (II.2.194–95, 201; III.1.17). Sometimes the text does not even specify amounts, suggesting just “so many.” This vagueness compounds the impression that the precise amount is not the point. What, then, is? What is the play saying about gifts, money, generosity, and exchange?

		Timon of Athens gestures toward different attitudes to money and wealth: between those who have acquired it recently and those who have inherited it; between those who earn wages (like Alcibiades and his soldiers, Timon’s servants, and the women who will “do anything for gold,” IV.3.150) and those whose wealth is attained mysteriously offstage; between masters and servants, high and low. Timon’s sudden bankruptcy shatters many of these distinctions, demonstrating that his wealth, too, has a source and a limit. He is not so different from the prostitutes he abuses. By what means did Timon acquire the wealth that he then redistributes with such abandon? What difference would knowing the source of that wealth make to our evaluation of how and why Timon spends it?

		Timon’s steward offers an alternative both to Timon’s excessive generosity and to the stinginess of his false friends. Sharing his meager reserves with other servants seems a more meaningful act than Timon’s grandiose, thoughtless expenditures. The steward also stands apart from the play’s wage earners, for he presents himself as driven by loyalty and love, not by a salary. In his willingness to follow his master and help him even in adversity, the steward earns a place in the pantheon of loyal servants in Shakespeare’s plays. But his loyalty does not guarantee that his assessment of Timon is correct. Is it true that Timon was “Undone by goodness” (IV.2.38)? While Timon, like Christ, sacrifices himself and is betrayed by his followers, the parallels between the two are deeply troubling. For Timon cannot even save himself. Indeed, he becomes an anti-Christ who tries to curse and condemn as many others as possible.

		Many have found a resemblance between Timon and King Lear. Coleridge, for instance, described the play as “a Lear of the satirical Drama, a Lear of domestic and ordinary Life – a local Eddy of Passion on the High Road of Society while all around is the week-day Goings on of Wind and Weather – a Lear therefore without its soul-scorching flashes.”* While the life depicted in Timon of Athens hardly seems ordinary, there are fascinating connections between the two heroes. Both give gifts in the expectation that they will be repaid with love and loyalty; both are scandalized and maddened by ingratitude; both escape the disappointments of the household to the freedom and misery of being “unhoused”; both escalate from disappointment in specific people to a more wide-ranging disappointment in humanity. For Timon, as for Lear, a disordered and fallen world is one turned upside down, in which broken obligations, disrupted reciprocity, diseased sexuality, and “confounding contraries” predominate (IV.1.20). Yet Timon desires this chaos, since it would be a more accurate manifestation of what he has come to view as the “truth” about humans and their relationships. Timon insists that among humans and animals, there is always a hierarchy. He has moved from the top to the bottom, but the structure itself has not changed.

		Timon’s misogyny is not as specific or as vivid as the misogyny expressed by Hamlet, Othello, or Lear, all of whom curse a particular woman who they think has betrayed them and then proceed to condemn women more generally. Yet Timon, too, reveals the crucial role misogyny plays in misanthropy. He attacks Timandra and Phrynia as more destructive than war; he describes gold as a whore because it infects and debases men; he directs less abuse at the thieves than he does at these two women (IV.3). This is a play in which there are no female characters, except for the unnamed “ladies” (I.2) who say little and Alcibiades’ companions, whom Timon calls “a brace of harlots” (IV.3.80). Although women in this play have no power, little presence, and few lines, Timon relentlessly abuses them as the origin or symbol of what’s wrong with humankind. The misogyny here hardly needs women to sustain itself; indeed, it can proceed unchecked in their absence.

		Like Lear, Timon rants with imagination and vigor. Yet he is pettier than Lear. Furthermore, Timon’s critique does not neatly correspond to his own experience. Timon finds in misanthropy a passion and commitment that he has not revealed before. Since Timon recovers his wealth almost immediately when, digging for roots to eat, he finds gold, he must freely choose to sustain his misanthropy and isolation. He does. This counters Apemantus’s charge that Timon does not adopt his “sour cold habit” to “castigate [his] pride” but rather does it “enforcedly” (IV.3.239–41). Although the gold makes Timon no longer a beggar, he does not choose to return to Athens. His discovery of the gold suggests one way in which Timon of Athens and Misanthropos are not so very different. In both personae, in both halves of the play, Timon views wealth as a burden: he needs to bestow it on others, to get rid of it. Throughout, he is a giver of gifts. In the second half of the play, he is more openly hostile, and his conditions are more explicit. For instance, Timon’s gift to the steward is only on the condition that he suppress his own judicious generosity and “Hate all, curse all, show charity to none” (IV.3.525).

		Timon dies offstage; his death stands at multiple removes, not only from the audience but also from the Athenians to whom it will mean most. Furthermore, Alcibiades’ invasion of Athens and compromise with the senators dominates the play’s close, and pushes Timon to the margins. We are not invited to care about how Timon dies or about his experience of death. Denying Timon the significance usually invested in the death of the tragic hero, the play raises a final question about its own genre. Is it a tragedy? A satire? A morality play? The confusion surrounding Timon’s epitaph suggests just how difficult it is to understand what the “last word” on him is, what the perspective is from which we can best understand his story. Although Timon advises his steward to turn to his gravestone as an “oracle,” the gravestone compounds rather than alleviates confusion (V.1.217). Timon has two epitaphs, one in an undescribed form (paper? stone?) in English, which the soldier reads, and another engraved in stone, apparently in Latin or some other language that the soldier cannot read, and which he can convey only by making a wax impression. Why include this detail? The play highlights the unreliable and mediated processes by which information is transmitted, knowledge created, history recorded. The wax impression also suggests that the recording and transmission of information do not necessarily require comprehension. As it happens, the epitaph that the soldier cannot read is more discussed than the one that he can; the wax impression is a more reliable and concrete record than his memory of the more accessible epitaph. Furthermore, both of the epitaphs are presented to the audience in English; apparently, Alcibiades translates the impression of the second epitaph as he reads it.

		The process of “copying” and translating the epitaph does not, however, bring Alcibiades, the senators, or the audience to the heart of Timon’s mystery. For this second epitaph is actually two, which seem to speak in different voices. The first couplet instructs the reader, “Seek not my name”; the second explains, “Here lie I, Timon.” In large part, these warring couplets can be explained as undigested source material. In composing Timon, Shakespeare may have drawn on the Greek satirist Lucian’s dialogue Timon the Misanthrope, for which an English translation was not available; on William Painter’s The Palace of Pleasure (1566), a compendium of prose tales in English collected out of classical and Italian sources, from which Shakespeare often borrowed; or on another Elizabethan play about Timon, which has come to be known as the “academic” or “old” Timon. It is less disputed that Shakespeare consulted Sir Thomas North’s English translation of a French translation of Plutarch’s Lives of the Noble Grecians and Romanes, as he had in composing his Roman plays, Julius Caesar, Coriolanus, and Antony and Cleopatra. Written in Greek in the first century A.D., Plutarch’s text appeared in North’s translation in 1579 and 1595. Plutarch records two epitaphs, “Here lie I,” written by a poet about Timon, and “Seek not my name,” written by Timon himself and engraved on his tomb. Shakespeare records the two, presenting them as parts of one whole. Yet the two different voices and perspectives speak against, and cancel or confuse, one another. The contradiction goes even deeper. For all his contempt for others, Timon seems to have spent his last hours composing various epitaphs in two languages, and engraving them onto his own tombstone. Surely, this is a curious enterprise for one who wishes to sink into obscurity, and who has no regard for the attention or opinion of others. The epitaphs demand attention, and then curse those who have stopped to read them. Perhaps Shakespeare intended to strike out one of the two couplets in the second epitaph, but never got around to it. That they stand together with no bridge across the gap between them seems a fitting “epitaph” not only for Timon/Misanthropos, but also for a play that has often been viewed as broken, as two distinct halves not quite soldered together.

		FRANCES E. DOLAN

		Miami University, Ohio

	
		Note on the Text

		No quarto, or single-text, edition of Timon of Athens survives; the play was first printed in the First Folio of 1623. While many disputes about Shakespearean texts emerge from the disparities between quarto and folio versions of the plays, in this case the folio version itself raises questions. These begin with the play’s inclusion and position in the First Folio. Timon immediately follows Romeo and Juliet. Yet some copies of the folio include a leaf with the last page of Romeo and Juliet and the first page of Troilus and Cressida. This leaf, which offers a glimpse into changes made during the printing process, suggests that Troilus was first slated to stand as the fourth of the tragedies. When difficulties arose, perhaps over copyright on Troilus and Cressida, Timon was used to fill the spot. Was it moved there from elsewhere in the volume, in a shuffling rather than a change in the table of contents? Or was it not, at first, scheduled for inclusion? If not, why not? These uncertainties have suggested to some that Timon of Athens was on the margins of the Shakespeare canon, and that, as a consequence, its claims on our attention are lesser or more troubled than those of some of the other plays.

		A suspicion that Timon of Athens is not quite or not fully “Shakespearean” corresponds to various theories about its authorship and the reasons for its textual problems. The text provokes speculation because some features suggest that it is unfinished. These features include: irregular spellings of names and inconsistent naming of some characters (for example, in the list of actors’ names and in II.2 and III.4, servants seem to be called by their masters’ names; Flavius, in I.2, seems to become the steward thereafter; a ghost character, the mercer in I.1 who is announced in the stage direction, then says nothing); untimely entrances (characters whose arrival is announced long before they play any role in the action, as with the painter and poet, IV.3.349); false exits (characters who seem to leave, then are called upon); metrical problems (passages intermixing prose, rhymed couplets, and blank verse, lines with too many or too few syllables to scan).

		Various theories attempt to explain these contradictions and inconsistencies, and, especially, to shift blame from Shakespeare. John Heminges and Henry Condell, who prepared the folio for publication, claimed in their epistle addressed “To the great variety of readers” that Shakespeare’s “mind and hand went together: And what he thought, he uttered with that easiness, that we have scarce received from him a blot in his papers.” This oft-repeated claim that Shakespeare was above revision has come under considerable pressure. The folio text of Timon, which reproduces “blots,” has led some to argue that if Shakespeare did not revise, he should have. Many critics have expressed disappointment in the play, especially in the shift that occurs in the middle, seeming to cleave the play into two incompatible halves. All the available arguments for accounting for imperfect play texts have been used in reference to Timon of Athens: it is an unrevised draft, which was never performed and which Shakespeare may have abandoned; it is an incomplete or unintegrated collaboration between Shakespeare and another playwright, with any parts found inadequate usually assigned to the other writer (most recently, Thomas Middleton); although it is the work of one author, the transcript was prepared by two hands, the author’s and a professional scribe’s; it is another writer’s botched revision or adaptation of a Shakespearean play; it is an actor’s patchy transcript from memory of a play in which he appeared, but for which he did not have a complete text; it is finished, and the only failure is ours, not the play’s or the playwright’s. Since it is impossible to know the process by which the play achieved its shape, this edition tries not to erase or explain away the inconsistencies.

		Like most editions, this one regularizes the spelling of names, modernizes and standardizes spelling and punctuation, relineates the text, presenting some passages set as prose in the folio text as verse, and provides act and scene divisions to aid study and discussion. It also adds some new stage directions or clarifications of existing stage directions, signaling these with brackets. While this edition does not reproduce many “corrections” that gained currency among eighteenth-century editors and have been accepted since, those few substantive changes that are listed below generally follow generations of editorial practice. The adopted reading in italics is followed by the folio reading in roman.

		The Actors’ Names (printed at the end of the play in F)

		I.1 21 gum . . . oozes Gowne . . . uses  87 hands . . . slip hand . . . sit  166 satiety saciety  213 cost cast  224 feigned fegin’d  249 there their  276 Come Comes

		I.2 148 LADY 1 Lord  222 Ay I

		II.2 4 resumes resume  74, 102 mistress’ Masters  94 Ay. Would I would  130 proposed propose  137 found sound  157 of or  187 Flaminius Flavius

		III.2 38 fifty–five hundred fifty five hundred

		III.3 21 and I and

		III.4 112 Sempronius Sempronius Ullorxa

		III.5 17 An And  63 I say say  67 ’em him

		III.6 19 here’s heares  47 Servants bring in the banquet, then leave The banquet brought in [at 40 in F]  81 lag legge  91 with your you with

		IV.1 6 steads steeds  13 Son Some

		IV.2 41 does do

		IV.3 3 Twinned Twin’d  10 senator Senators  12 pasture Pastour   13 lean leave  15 say fay  88 tub fast fub-fast  117 window bars window Barne  156 scolds scold’st  255 command command’st  380 son and sire Sunne and fire  392 to shortly too shortly; Thronged to? Throng’d too  395 them then  432 villainy Villaine  472 grant’st grunt’st   507 A If not a

		V.1 50 worship worshipt  69 men man  125 chance chanc’d  146 sense since  181 reverend’st reverends

		V.4 44 all together altogether  55 Descend Defend
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			THE ACTORS’ NAMES

			TIMON OF ATHENS

			flattering lords

			LUCIUS

			LUCULLUS

			SEMPRONIUS

			SERVANTS [TO LUCIUS AND LUCULLUS]

			VENTIDIUS, one of Timon’s false friends

			APEMANTUS, a churlish philosopher

			ALCIBIADES, an Athenian captain

			[FLAVIUS, steward to Timon]

			POET, PAINTER, JEWELER, MERCHANT [, MERCER]

			[AN OLD ATHENIAN]

			Timon’s servants

			FLAMINIUS

			[LUCILIUS]

			SERVILIUS

			several servants [to Timon’s creditors]

			CAPHIS

			PHILOTUS[’S SERVANT]

			TITUS[’S SERVANT]

			HORTENSIUS[’S SERVANT]

			[ISIDORE’S SERVANT]

			[TWO OF VARRO’S SERVANTS]

			[A PAGE]

			[A FOOL]

			[THREE STRANGERS]

			[women with Alcibiades]

			[PHRYNIA]

			[TIMANDRA]

			CERTAIN MASKERS: [ONE DRESSED AS] CUPID [AND LADIES DRESSED AS AMAZONS]

			[LORDS,] SENATORS, [OFFICERS, MESSENGERS, SOLDIERS,] THIEVES, AND ATTENDANTS

			[SCENE: Athens, and the woods nearby]

			*

		

	
		 I.1 Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweler, Merchant, and Mercer, at several doors.

		
			POET

			Good day, sir.

			PAINTER

			I am glad you’re well.

			POET

		

		2

		
			I have not seen you long; how goes the world?

			PAINTER

		

		3

		
			It wears, sir, as it grows.

			POET

			Ay, that’s well known.

			But what particular rarity? What strange,

		

		5

		
			Which manifold record not matches? See,

		

		6

		
			Magic of bounty, all these spirits thy power

			Hath conjured to attend! I know the merchant.

			PAINTER

			I know them both. Th’ other’s a jeweler.

			MERCHANT

		

		9

		
			O, ’tis a worthy lord!

			JEWELER

			Nay, that’s most fixed.

			MERCHANT

		

		10

		
			A most incomparable man; breathed, as it were,

		

		11

		
			To an untirable and continuate goodness.

		

		12

		
			He passes.

			JEWELER

			I have a jewel here –

			MERCHANT

			O, pray let’s see’t. For the Lord Timon, sir?

			JEWELER

		

		14

		
			If he will touch the estimate; but for that –

			POET    [Recites.]

		

		15

		
			“When we for recompense have praised the vile,

			It stains the glory in that happy verse

			Which aptly sings the good.”

			MERCHANT    [Looks at the jewel.] ’Tis a good form.

			JEWELER

		

		18

		
			And rich. Here is a water, look ye.

			PAINTER

		

		19

		
			You are rapt, sir, in some work, some dedication

		

		20

		
			To the great lord.

			POET

			A thing slipped idly from me.

		

		21

		
			Our poesy is as a gum which oozes

			From whence ’tis nourished. The fire i’ th’ flint

			Shows not till it be struck; our gentle flame

		

		24

		
			Provokes itself and like the current flies

			Each bound it chases. What have you there?

			PAINTER

			A picture, sir. When comes your book forth?

			POET

		

		27

		
			Upon the heels of my presentment, sir.

			Let’s see your piece.

			PAINTER

			’Tis a good piece.

			POET

			So ’tis. This comes off well and excellent.

			PAINTER

		

		30

		
			Indifferent.

			POET

			Admirable. How this grace

		

		31

		
			Speaks his own standing! What a mental power

			This eye shoots forth! How big imagination

		

		33

		
			Moves in this lip! To th’ dumbness of the gesture

		

		34

		
			One might interpret.

			PAINTER

			It is a pretty mocking of the life.

			Here is a touch; is’t good?

			POET

			I will say of it,

		

		37

		
			It tutors nature. Artificial strife

			Lives in these touches, livelier than life.

			Enter certain Senators [and pass over].

			PAINTER

			How this lord is followed!

			POET

		

		40

		
			The senators of Athens. Happy men!

			PAINTER

			Look, more!

			POET

			You see this confluence, this great flood of visitors:

			I have in this rough work shaped out a man

			Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug

		

		45

		
			With amplest entertainment. My free drift

		

		46

		
			Halts not particularly, but moves itself

			In a wide sea of wax; no leveled malice

		

		48

		
			Infects one comma in the course I hold,

		

		49

		
			But flies an eagle flight, bold and forth on,

		

		50

		
			Leaving no tract behind.

			PAINTER

		

		51

		
			How shall I understand you?

			POET

			I will unbolt to you.

		

		52

		
			You see how all conditions, how all minds,

			As well of glib and slipp’ry creatures as

		

		54

		
			Of grave and austere quality, tender down

			Their services to Lord Timon. His large fortune,

			Upon his good and gracious nature hanging,

		

		57

		
			Subdues and properties to his love and tendance

		

		58

		
			All sorts of hearts; yea, from the glass-faced flatterer

			To Apemantus, that few things loves better

		

		60

		
			Than to abhor himself – even he drops down

			The knee before him and returns in peace

			Most rich in Timon’s nod.

			PAINTER

			I saw them speak together.

			POET

			Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant hill

		

		64

		
			Feigned Fortune to be throned. The base o’ th’ mount

		

		65

		
			Is ranked with all deserts, all kind of natures

			That labor on the bosom of this sphere

		

		67

		
			To propagate their states. Amongst them all

			Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fixed

		

		69

		
			One do I personate of Lord Timon’s frame,

		

		70

		
			Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her,

		

		71

		
			Whose present grace to present slaves and servants

		

		72

		
			Translates his rivals.

			PAINTER

			’Tis conceived to scope.

			This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks,

			With one man beckoned from the rest below,

			Bowing his head against the steepy mount

		

		76

		
			To climb his happiness, would be well expressed

			In our condition.

			POET

			Nay, sir, but hear me on.

			All those which were his fellows but of late

			(Some better than his value) on the moment

		

		80

		
			Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with tendance,

		

		81

		
			Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear,

		

		82

		
			Make sacred even his stirrup, and through him

		

		83

		
			Drink the free air.

			PAINTER

			Ay, marry, what of these?

			POET

			When Fortune in her shift and change of mood

			Spurns down her late beloved, all his dependents,

			Which labored after him to the mountain’s top

			Even on their knees and hands, let him slip down,

			Not one accompanying his declining foot.

			PAINTER

			’Tis common.

		

		90

		
			A thousand moral paintings I can show

			That shall demonstrate these quick blows of Fortune’s

		

		92

		
			More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well

		

		93

		
			To show Lord Timon that mean eyes have seen

			The foot above the head.

			Trumpets sound. Enter Lord Timon, addressing himself courteously to every suitor [; a Messenger from Ventidius talking with him; Lucilius and other Servants following].

			TIMON

			Imprisoned is he, say you?

			MESSENGER

		

		95

		
			Ay, my good lord. Five talents is his debt,

		

		96

		
			His means most short, his creditors most strait.

			Your honorable letter he desires

			To those have shut him up, which failing

		

		99

		
			Periods his comfort.

			TIMON

			Noble Ventidius! Well,

		

		100

		
			I am not of that feather to shake off

			My friend when he must need me. I do know him

			A gentleman that well deserves a help,

			Which he shall have. I’ll pay the debt and free him.

			MESSENGER

		

		104

		
			Your lordship ever binds him.

			TIMON

			Commend me to him. I will send his ransom;

		

		106

		
			And, being enfranchised, bid him come to me.

			’Tis not enough to help the feeble up,

			But to support him after. Fare you well.

			MESSENGER

			All happiness to your honor!

			Exit.

			Enter an old Athenian.

			OLD MAN

		

		110

		
			Lord Timon, hear me speak.

			TIMON

			Freely, good father.

			OLD MAN

			Thou hast a servant named Lucilius.

			TIMON

			I have so. What of him?

			OLD MAN

			Most noble Timon, call the man before thee.

			TIMON

			Attends he here or no? Lucilius!

			LUCILIUS

			Here, at your lordship’s service.

			OLD MAN

		

		116

		
			This fellow here, Lord Timon, this thy creature,

			By night frequents my house. I am a man

		

		118

		
			That from my first have been inclined to thrift,

			And my estate deserves an heir more raised

		

		120

		
			Than one which holds a trencher.

			TIMON

			Well; what further?

			OLD MAN

			One only daughter have I, no kin else

			On whom I may confer what I have got.

		

		123

		
			The maid is fair, o’ th’ youngest for a bride,

		

		124

		
			And I have bred her at my dearest cost

		

		125

		
			In qualities of the best. This man of thine

		

		126

		
			Attempts her love. I prithee, noble lord,

		

		127

		
			Join with me to forbid him her resort;

			Myself have spoke in vain.

			TIMON

			The man is honest.

			OLD MAN

		

		129

		
			Therefore he will be, Timon.

		

		130

		
			His honesty rewards him in itself;

		

		131

		
			It must not bear my daughter.

			TIMON

			Does she love him?

			OLD MAN

		

		132

		
			She is young and apt.

			Our own precedent passions do instruct us

			What levity’s in youth.

			TIMON

			Love you the maid?

			LUCILIUS

			Ay, my good lord, and she accepts of it.

			OLD MAN

			If in her marriage my consent be missing,

			I call the gods to witness I will choose

			Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world

		

		139

		
			And dispossess her all.

			TIMON

			How shall she be endowed

		

		140

		
			If she be mated with an equal husband?

			OLD MAN

			Three talents on the present; in future, all.

			TIMON

			This gentleman of mine hath served me long;

			To build his fortune I will strain a little,

		

		144

		
			For ’tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter:

			What you bestow, in him I’ll counterpoise,

			And make him weigh with her.

			OLD MAN

			Most noble lord,

		

		147

		
			Pawn me to this your honor, she is his.

			TIMON

			My hand to thee; mine honor on my promise.

			LUCILIUS

			Humbly I thank your lordship. Never may

		

		150

		
			That state or fortune fall into my keeping

		

		151

		
			Which is not owed to you!

			Exit [Lucilius, with old Athenian].

			POET

			[Presents his poem.]

		

		152

		
			Vouchsafe my labor, and long live your lordship!

			TIMON

		

		153

		
			I thank you; you shall hear from me anon.

			Go not away. – What have you there, my friend?

			PAINTER

			A piece of painting, which I do beseech

			Your lordship to accept.

			TIMON

			Painting is welcome.

		

		157

		
			The painting is almost the natural man;

			For since dishonor traffics with man’s nature

		

		159

		
			He is but outside; these penciled figures are

		

		160

		
			Even such as they give out. I like your work,

			And you shall find I like it. Wait attendance

			Till you hear further from me.

			PAINTER

			The gods preserve ye!

			TIMON

			Well fare you, gentleman. Give me your hand;

			We must needs dine together. – Sir, your jewel

		

		165

		
			Hath suffered under praise.

			JEWELER

			What, my lord? Dispraise?

			TIMON

			A mere satiety of commendations.

			If I should pay you for’t as ’tis extolled,

		

		168

		
			It would unclew me quite.

			JEWELER

			My lord, ’tis rated

		

		169

		
			As those which sell would give; but you well know

		

		170

		
			Things of like value, differing in the owners,

		

		171

		
			Are prizèd by their masters. Believe’t, dear lord,

			You mend the jewel by the wearing it.

			TIMON

		

		173

		
			Well mocked.

			Enter Apemantus.

			MERCHANT

			No, my good lord; he speaks the common tongue

			Which all men speak with him.

			TIMON

			Look who comes here.

		

		176

		
			Will you be chid?

			JEWELER

			We’ll bear, with your lordship.

			MERCHANT

			He’ll spare none.

			TIMON

			Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus.

			APEMANTUS

		

		179

		
			Till I be gentle stay thou for thy good morrow –

		

		180

		
			When thou art Timon’s dog, and these knaves honest.

			TIMON

			Why dost thou call them knaves? Thou know’st them not.

			APEMANTUS    Are they not Athenians?

			TIMON    Yes.

			APEMANTUS    Then I repent not.

			JEWELER    You know me, Apemantus?

			APEMANTUS   
Thou know’st I do; I called thee by thy

			name.

			TIMON    Thou art proud, Apemantus.

			APEMANTUS    Of nothing so much as that I am not like

		

		190

		
			Timon.

			TIMON    Whither art going?

			APEMANTUS    To knock out an honest Athenian’s brains.

			TIMON    That’s a deed thou’lt die for.

			APEMANTUS    Right, if doing nothing be death by th’ law.

			TIMON    How lik’st thou this picture, Apemantus?

		

		196

		
			APEMANTUS    The best for the innocence.

			TIMON    Wrought he not well that painted it?

			APEMANTUS    He wrought better that made the painter,

			and yet he’s but a filthy piece of work.

		

		200

		
			PAINTER    You’re a dog.

		

		201

		
			APEMANTUS    Thy mother’s of my generation. What’s she,

			if I be a dog?

			TIMON    Wilt dine with me, Apemantus?

			APEMANTUS    No, I eat not lords.

		

		205

		
			TIMON    An thou shouldst, thou’dst anger ladies.

		

		206

		
			APEMANTUS    O, they eat lords. So they come by great

			bellies.

		

		208

		
			TIMON    That’s a lascivious apprehension.

			APEMANTUS    So thou apprehend’st it; take it for thy

		

		210

		
			labor.

			TIMON    How dost thou like this jewel, Apemantus?

		

		213

		
			APEMANTUS    Not so well as plain-dealing, which will not

			cost a man a doit.

			TIMON    What dost thou think ’tis worth?

			APEMANTUS    Not worth my thinking. How now, poet?

			POET    How now, philosopher?

			APEMANTUS    Thou liest.

			POET    Art not one?

			APEMANTUS    Yes.

		

		220

		
			POET    Then I lie not.

			APEMANTUS    Art not a poet?

			POET    Yes.

		

		223

		
			APEMANTUS    Then thou liest. Look in thy last work,

			where thou hast feigned him a worthy fellow.

			POET    That’s not feigned; he is so.

			APEMANTUS    Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee

			for thy labor. He that loves to be flattered is worthy o’

			th’ flatterer. Heavens, that I were a lord!

			TIMON    What wouldst do then, Apemantus?

		

		230

		
			APEMANTUS    E’en as Apemantus does now – hate a lord

			with my heart.

			TIMON    What, thyself?

			APEMANTUS    Ay.

			TIMON    Wherefore?

		

		235

		
			APEMANTUS    That I had no angry wit to be a lord. Art

			not thou a merchant?

			MERCHANT    Ay, Apemantus.

		

		238

		
			APEMANTUS    Traffic confound thee, if the gods will not!

			MERCHANT    If traffic do it, the gods do it.

			APEMANTUS

		

		240

		
			Traffic’s thy god; and thy god confound

			thee!

			Trumpet sounds. Enter a Messenger.

			TIMON

			What trumpet’s that?

			MESSENGER

			’Tis Alcibiades and some twenty horse,

		

		244

		
			All of companionship.

			TIMON

			Pray entertain them; give them guide to us.

			[Exeunt some Attendants.]

			You must needs dine with me. Go not you hence

			Till I have thanked you. When dinner’s done,

		

		248

		
			Show me this piece. – I am joyful of your sights.

			Enter Alcibiades with the rest.

			Most welcome, sir!

			[They salute.]

			APEMANTUS

			So; so; there!

		

		250

		
			Aches contract and starve your supple joints!

			That there should be small love amongst these sweet knaves,

		

		252

		
			And all this courtesy! The strain of man’s bred out

			Into baboon and monkey.

			ALCIBIADES

		

		254

		
			Sir, you have saved my longing, and I feed

			Most hungerly on your sight.

			TIMON

			Right welcome, sir!

			Ere we depart we’ll share a bounteous time

			In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in.

			Exeunt [all but Apemantus].

			Enter two Lords.

			FIRST LORD    What time o’ day is’t, Apemantus?

			APEMANTUS    Time to be honest.

		

		260

		
			FIRST LORD    That time serves still.

			APEMANTUS    The most accursèd thou that still omit’st it.

			SECOND LORD    Thou art going to Lord Timon’s feast?

			APEMANTUS    Ay, to see meat fill knaves and wine heat

			fools.

			SECOND LORD    Fare thee well, fare thee well.

			APEMANTUS    Thou art a fool to bid me farewell twice.

			SECOND LORD    Why, Apemantus?

			APEMANTUS    Shouldst have kept one to thyself, for I

			mean to give thee none.

		

		270

		
			FIRST LORD    Hang thyself!

			APEMANTUS    No, I will do nothing at thy bidding. Make

			thy requests to thy friend.

			SECOND LORD    Away, unpeaceable dog, or I’ll spurn thee

			hence!

			APEMANTUS    I will fly, like a dog, the heels o’ th’ ass.

			[Exit.]

			FIRST LORD

			He’s opposite to humanity. Come, shall we in

			And taste Lord Timon’s bounty? He outgoes

			The very heart of kindness.

			SECOND LORD

			He pours it out. Plutus, the god of gold,

		

		280

		
			Is but his steward. No meed but he repays

			Sevenfold above itself; no gift to him

			But breeds the giver a return exceeding

		

		283

		
			All use of quittance.

			FIRST LORD

			The noblest mind he carries

			That ever governed man.

			SECOND LORD

			Long may he live

		

		285

		
			In fortunes! Shall we in?

			FIRST LORD

			I’ll keep you company.

			Exeunt.

			*

		

	
		 I.2 Hautboys playing loud music. A great banquet served in [, Flavius the Steward and others attending]; and then enter Lord Timon, [Senators,] the Athenian Lords, Ventidius (which Timon redeemed from prison). Then comes, dropping after all, Apemantus, discontentedly, like himself.

		
			VENTIDIUS

			Most honored Timon,

			It hath pleased the gods to remember my father’s age

			And call him to long peace.

			He is gone happy, and has left me rich.

			Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound

		

		6

		
			To your free heart, I do return those talents,

			Doubled with thanks and service, from whose help

			I derived liberty.

			TIMON

			O, by no means,

			Honest Ventidius. You mistake my love:

		

		10

		
			I gave it freely ever; and there’s none

			Can truly say he gives, if he receives.

		

		12

		
			If our betters play at that game, we must not dare

		

		13

		
			To imitate them; faults that are rich are fair.

			VENTIDIUS

			A noble spirit!

			TIMON

		

		15

		
			Nay, my lords, ceremony was but devised at first

			To set a gloss on faint deeds, hollow welcomes,

			Recanting goodness, sorry ere ’tis shown;

			But where there is true friendship, there needs none.

			Pray sit. More welcome are ye to my fortunes

		

		20

		
			Than my fortunes to me.

			[They sit.]

			FIRST LORD

			My lord, we always have confessed it.

			APEMANTUS

		

		22

		
			Ho, ho, confessed it? Hanged it, have you not?

			TIMON

			O, Apemantus, you are welcome.

			APEMANTUS

			No,

			You shall not make me welcome;

			I come to have thee thrust me out of doors.

			TIMON

		

		26

		
			Fie, thou’rt a churl; ye’ve got a humor there

			Does not become a man; ’tis much to blame.

		

		28

		
			They say, my lords, Ira furor brevis est; but yon man is

			very angry. Go, let him have a table by himself; for he

		

		30

		
			does neither affect company nor is he fit for’t indeed.

		

		31

		
			APEMANTUS    Let me stay at thine apperil, Timon. I come

			to observe; I give thee warning on’t.

			TIMON    I take no heed of thee. Thou’rt an Athenian,

		

		34

		
			therefore welcome. I myself would have no power;

			prithee let my meat make thee silent.

			APEMANTUS    I scorn thy meat. ’Twould choke me; for I

			should ne’er flatter thee. O you gods, what a number of

			men eats Timon, and he sees ’em not! It grieves me to

			see so many dip their meat in one man’s blood; and all

		

		40

		
			the madness is, he cheers them up too.

			I wonder men dare trust themselves with men.

		

		42

		
			Methinks they should invite them without knives:

			Good for their meat, and safer for their lives.

			There’s much example for’t. The fellow that sits next

			him now, parts bread with him, pledges the breath of

		

		46

		
			him in a divided draught, is the readiest man to kill

		

		47

		
			him. ’T has been proved. If I were a huge man, I should

			fear to drink at meals,

		

		49

		
			Lest they should spy my windpipe’s dangerous notes.

		

		50

		
			Great men should drink with harness on their throats.

			TIMON    [To a lord who drinks to him]

		

		51

		
			My lord, in heart! and let the health go round.

			SECOND LORD

			Let it flow this way, my good lord.

			APEMANTUS    Flow this way? A brave fellow! He keeps his

		

		54

		
			tides well. Those healths will make thee and thy state

			look ill, Timon.

			Here’s that which is too weak to be a sinner:

			Honest water, which ne’er left man i’ th’ mire.

			This and my food are equals; there’s no odds.

		

		59

		
			Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods.

			Apemantus’ Grace.

		

		60

		
			Immortal gods, I crave no pelf;

			I pray for no man but myself;

		

		62

		
			Grant I may never prove so fond

			To trust man on his oath or bond,

			Or a harlot for her weeping,

			Or a dog that seems a-sleeping,

		

		66

		
			Or a keeper with my freedom,

			Or my friends, if I should need ’em.

			Amen. So; fall to’t;

			Rich men sin, and I eat root.

			[Eats and drinks.]

		

		70

		
			Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus!

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

			ALCIBIADES    My heart is ever at your service, my lord.

			TIMON    You had rather be at a breakfast of enemies than

			a dinner of friends.

			ALCIBIADES    So they were bleeding new, my lord, there’s

			no meat like ’em; I could wish my best friend at such a

			feast.

			APEMANTUS    Would all those flatterers were thine enemies

			then, that then thou might’st kill ’em – and bid

		

		80

		
			me to ’em!

			FIRST LORD    Might we but have that happiness, my lord,

		

		82

		
			that you would once use our hearts, whereby we might

			express some part of our zeals, we should think our-

		

		84

		
			selves for ever perfect.

			TIMON    O no doubt, my good friends, but the gods

			themselves have provided that I shall have much help

			from you: how had you been my friends else? Why

		

		88

		
			have you that charitable title from thousands, did not

			you chiefly belong to my heart? I have told more of you

		

		90

		
			to myself than you can with modesty speak in your

		

		91

		
			own behalf; and thus far I confirm you. O you gods,

			think I, what need we have any friends if we should

			ne’er have need of ’em? They were the most needless

			creatures living, should we ne’er have use for ’em; and

			would most resemble sweet instruments hung up in

			cases, that keeps their sounds to themselves. Why, I

		

		97

		
			have often wished myself poorer, that I might come

			nearer to you. We are born to do benefits; and what

			better or properer can we call our own than the riches

		

		100

		
			of our friends? O what a precious comfort ’tis to have

			so many like brothers commanding one another’s for-

		

		102

		
			tunes! O joy’s e’en made away ere’t can be born! Mine

		

		103

		
			eyes cannot hold out water, methinks. To forget their

			faults, I drink to you.

			APEMANTUS    Thou weep’st to make them drink, Timon.

			SECOND LORD

			Joy had the like conception in our eyes

			And at that instant like a babe sprung up.

			APEMANTUS

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

			THIRD LORD

			I promise you, my lord, you moved me much.

		

		110

		
			APEMANTUS    Much!

			Sound tucket.

			TIMON

			What means that trump?

			Enter Servant.

			How now?

			SERVANT    Please you, my lord, there are certain ladies

			most desirous of admittance.

			TIMON    Ladies? What are their wills?

			SERVANT    There comes with them a forerunner, my lord,

		

		116

		
			which bears that office to signify their pleasures.

			TIMON    I pray let them be admitted.

			[Exit Servant.]

			Enter Cupid.

			CUPID

			Hail to thee, worthy Timon, and to all

			That of his bounties taste! The five best senses

		

		120

		
			Acknowledge thee their patron, and come freely

		

		121

		
			To gratulate thy plenteous bosom. There,

			Taste, touch, all, pleased from thy table rise;

			They only now come but to feast thine eyes.

			TIMON

			They’re welcome all; let ’em have kind admittance.

			Music, make their welcome!

			[Exit Cupid.]

			FIRST LORD

		

		126

		
			You see, my lord, how ample you’re beloved.

			[Music.] Enter Cupid, with the Masque of Ladies [as] Amazons with lutes in their hands, dancing and playing.

			APEMANTUS

			Hoy-day!

			What a sweep of vanity comes this way!

			They dance? They are madwomen.

		

		130

		
			Like madness is the glory of this life

		

		131

		
			As this pomp shows to a little oil and root.

			We make ourselves fools to disport ourselves

		

		133

		
			And spend our flatteries to drink those men

		

		134

		
			Upon whose age we void it up again

			With poisonous spite and envy.

			Who lives that’s not depravèd or depraves?

		

		137

		
			Who dies that bears not one spurn to their graves

		

		138

		
			Of their friends’ gift?

			I should fear those that dance before me now

		

		140

		
			Would one day stamp upon me. ’T has been done.

			Men shut their doors against a setting sun.

			The Lords rise from table, with much adoring of Timon, and to show their loves, each single out an Amazon, and all dance, men with women, a lofty strain or two to the hautboys, and cease.

			TIMON

			You have done our pleasures much grace, fair ladies,

			Set a fair fashion on our entertainment,

		

		144

		
			Which was not half so beautiful and kind;

			You have added worth unto’t and luster,

		

		146

		
			And entertained me with mine own device.

		

		147

		
			I am to thank you for’t.

			FIRST LADY

		

		148

		
			My lord, you take us even at the best.

			APEMANTUS    Faith, for the worst is filthy, and would not

		

		150

		
			hold taking, I doubt me.

			TIMON

			Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you;

		

		152

		
			Please you to dispose yourselves.

			ALL LADIES

			Most thankfully, my lord.

			Exeunt [Cupid and Ladies].

			TIMON    Flavius.

			FLAVIUS

			My lord?

			TIMON    The little casket bring me hither.

			FLAVIUS

			Yes, my lord. [Aside] More jewels yet?

		

		157

		
			There is no crossing him in’s humor;

			Else I should tell him well, i’ faith I should;

		

		159

		
			When all’s spent, he’d be crossed then, an he could.

		

		160

		
			’Tis pity bounty had not eyes behind,

		

		161

		
			That man might ne’er be wretched for his mind.

			Exit.

			FIRST LORD

			Where be our men?

			SERVANT

			Here, my lord, in readiness.

			SECOND LORD

			Our horses!

			Enter Flavius [with the casket].

			TIMON

			O my friends, I have one word

			To say to you. Look you, my good lord,

			I must entreat you honor me so much

		

		167

		
			As to advance this jewel; accept it and wear it,

			Kind my lord.

			FIRST LORD

			I am so far already in your gifts –

			ALL

		

		170

		
			So are we all.

			Enter a Servant.

			SERVANT

			My lord, there are certain nobles of the Senate

			Newly alighted and come to visit you.

			TIMON

			They are fairly welcome.

			[Exit Servant.]

			FLAVIUS

			I beseech your honor,

		

		174

		
			Vouchsafe me a word; it does concern you near.

			TIMON

			Near? Why then, another time I’ll hear thee. I prithee

			Let’s be provided to show them entertainment.

			FLAVIUS    [Aside]

			I scarce know how.

			Enter another Servant.

			SERVANT

			May it please your honor, Lord Lucius,

			Out of his free love, hath presented to you

		

		180

		
			Four milk-white horses trapped in silver.

			TIMON

			I shall accept them fairly. Let the presents

		

		182

		
			Be worthily entertained.

			[Exit Servant.]

			Enter a third Servant.

			How now? What news?

			SERVANT    Please you, my lord, that honorable gentleman,

			Lord Lucullus, entreats your company tomorrow

			to hunt with him and has sent your honor two brace of

			greyhounds.

			TIMON

			I’ll hunt with him; and let them be received,

			Not without fair reward.

			[Exit Servant.]

			FLAVIUS    [Aside]

			What will this come to?

			He commands us to provide and give great gifts,

		

		190

		
			And all out of an empty coffer;

			Nor will he know his purse, or yield me this,

			To show him what a beggar his heart is,

		

		193

		
			Being of no power to make his wishes good.

		

		194

		
			His promises fly so beyond his state

			That what he speaks is all in debt; he owes

			For every word. He is so kind that he now

		

		197

		
			Pays interest for’t; his land’s put to their books.

			Well, would I were gently put out of office

			Before I were forced out!

		

		200

		
			Happier is he that has no friend to feed

		

		201

		
			Than such that do e’en enemies exceed.

			I bleed inwardly for my lord.

			Exit.

			TIMON

			You do yourselves

		

		203

		
			Much wrong; you bate too much of your own merits.

			Here, my lord – a trifle of our love.

			SECOND LORD

			With more than common thanks I will receive it.

			THIRD LORD

			O, he’s the very soul of bounty!

		

		207

		
			TIMON    And now I remember, my lord, you gave good

			words the other day of a bay courser I rode on. ’Tis

			yours because you liked it.

			FIRST LORD

		

		210

		
			O, I beseech you pardon me, my lord, in that!

			TIMON

			You may take my word, my lord, I know no man

		

		212

		
			Can justly praise but what he does affect.

			I weigh my friends’ affection with mine own.

		

		214

		
			I’ll tell you true; I’ll call to you.

			ALL LORDS

			O none so welcome!

			TIMON

		

		215

		
			I take all and your several visitations

			So kind to heart ’tis not enough to give.

			Methinks I could deal kingdoms to my friends

			And ne’er be weary. Alcibiades,

			Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich.

		

		220

		
			It comes in charity to thee; for all thy living

			Is ’mongst the dead, and all the lands thou hast

		

		222

		
			Lie in a pitched field.

			ALCIBIADES

			Ay, defiled land, my lord.

			FIRST LORD    We are so virtuously bound –

			TIMON

			And so

			Am I to you.

			SECOND LORD    So infinitely endeared –

			TIMON

		

		225

		
			All to you. Lights, more lights!

			FIRST LORD

			The best of happiness,

			Honor, and fortunes keep with you, Lord Timon!

			TIMON

		

		227

		
			Ready for his friends.

			Exeunt Lords [and others. Manent Apemantus and Timon].

			APEMANTUS

			What a coil’s here!

		

		228

		
			Serving of becks and jutting-out of bums!

		

		229

		
			I doubt whether their legs be worth the sums

		

		230

		
			That are given for ’em. Friendship’s full of dregs.

			Methinks false hearts should never have sound legs.

			Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on curtsies.

			TIMON

			Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not sullen,

			I would be good to thee.

			APEMANTUS    No, I’ll nothing; for if I should be bribed

			too, there would be none left to rail upon thee, and

		

		237

		
			then thou wouldst sin the faster. Thou giv’st so long,

			Timon, I fear me thou wilt give away thyself in paper

			shortly. What needs these feasts, pomps, and

		

		240

		
			vainglories?

			TIMON    Nay, an you begin to rail on society once, I am

			sworn not to give regard to you. Farewell, and come

			with better music.

			Exit.

			APEMANTUS    So. Thou wilt not hear me now; thou shalt

		

		245

		
			not then. I’ll lock thy heaven from thee.

			O that men’s ears should be

			To counsel deaf but not to flattery!

			Exit.

			*

		

	
		 II.1 Enter a Senator [with papers in his hand].

		
			SENATOR

		

		1

		
			And late five thousand. To Varro and to Isidore

			He owes nine thousand, besides my former sum,

		

		3

		
			Which makes it five-and-twenty. Still in motion

			Of raging waste! It cannot hold; it will not.

		

		5

		
			If I want gold, steal but a beggar’s dog

			And give it Timon – why, the dog coins gold.

			If I would sell my horse and buy twenty more

			Better than he – why, give my horse to Timon;

		

		9

		
			Ask nothing, give it him – it foals me straight,

		

		10

		
			And able horses. No porter at his gate,

			But rather one that smiles and still invites

		

		12

		
			All that pass by. It cannot hold; no reason

			Can sound his state in safety. Caphis, ho!

			Caphis, I say!

			Enter Caphis.

			CAPHIS

			Here, sir. What is your pleasure?

			SENATOR

			Get on your cloak and haste you to Lord Timon.

		

		16

		
			Importune him for my moneys. Be not ceased

		

		17

		
			With slight denial, nor then silenced when

			“Commend me to your master” and the cap

			Plays in the right hand, thus; but tell him

		

		20

		
			My uses cry to me; I must serve my turn

			Out of mine own; his days and times are past,

		

		22

		
			And my reliances on his fracted dates

		

		23

		
			Have smit my credit. I love and honor him,

			But must not break my back to heal his finger.

			Immediate are my needs, and my relief

			Must not be tossed and turned to me in words

			But find supply immediate. Get you gone.

			Put on a most importunate aspect,

			A visage of demand; for I do fear,

		

		30

		
			When every feather sticks in his own wing,

		

		31

		
			Lord Timon will be left a naked gull,

		

		32

		
			Which flashes now a phoenix. Get you gone.

			CAPHIS

			I go, sir.

			SENATOR    I go, sir? Take the bonds along with you

		

		34

		
			And have the dates in. Come.

			CAPHIS

			I will, sir.

			SENATOR

			Go.

			Exeunt.

			*

		

	
		 II.2 Enter [Flavius, Timon’s] Steward, with many bills in his hand.

		
			STEWARD

			No care, no stop; so senseless of expense

			That he will neither know how to maintain it

			Nor cease his flow of riot; takes no account

		

		4

		
			How things go from him nor resumes no care

		

		5

		
			Of what is to continue. Never mind

			Was to be so unwise to be so kind.

		

		7

		
			What shall be done? He will not hear till feel.

		

		8

		
			I must be round with him, now he comes from hunting.

			Fie, fie, fie, fie!

			Enter Caphis [and the Servants of] Isidore and Varro.

			CAPHIS

		

		10

		
			Good even, Varro. What, you come for money?

			VARRO’S SERVANT

			Is’t not your business too?

			CAPHIS

			It is; and yours too, Isidore?

			ISIDORE’S SERVANT

			It is so.

			CAPHIS

		

		13

		
			Would we were all discharged!

			VARRO’S SERVANT

			I fear it.

			CAPHIS

			Here comes the lord.

			Enter Timon and his train [with Alcibiades].

			TIMON

			So soon as dinner’s done we’ll forth again,

			My Alcibiades. – With me? What is your will?

			CAPHIS

			My lord, here is a note of certain dues.

			TIMON

			Dues? Whence are you?

			CAPHIS

			Of Athens here, my lord.

			TIMON

			Go to my steward.

			CAPHIS

		

		20

		
			Please it your lordship, he hath put me off

		

		21

		
			To the succession of new days this month.

		

		22

		
			My master is awaked by great occasion

		

		23

		
			To call upon his own, and humbly prays you

		

		24

		
			That with your other noble parts you’ll suit

			In giving him his right.

			TIMON

			Mine honest friend,

		

		26

		
			I prithee but repair to me next morning.

			CAPHIS

			Nay, good my lord –

			TIMON

			Contain thyself, good friend.

			VARRO’S SERVANT

			One Varro’s servant, my good lord –

			ISIDORE’S SERVANT

			From Isidore; he humbly prays your speedy payment.

			CAPHIS

		

		30

		
			If you did know, my lord, my master’s wants –

			VARRO’S SERVANT

		

		31

		
			’Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, six weeks and past.

			ISIDORE’S SERVANT

			Your steward puts me off, my lord, and I

			Am sent expressly to your lordship.

			TIMON

			Give me breath.

		

		35

		
			I do beseech you, good my lords, keep on;

			I’ll wait upon you instantly.

			[Exeunt Alcibiades, Lords, etc.]

			[To Flavius]

			Come hither. Pray you,

		

		37

		
			How goes the world that I am thus encountered

			With clamorous demands of debt, broken bonds,

		

		39

		
			And the detention of long-since-due debts,

		

		40

		
			Against my honor?

			STEWARD

			Please you, gentlemen,

			The time is unagreeable to this business.

			Your importunacy cease till after dinner,

			That I may make his lordship understand

			Wherefore you are not paid.

			TIMON

			Do so, my friends – See them well entertained.

			[Exit.]

			STEWARD

		

		46

		
			Pray draw near.

			Exit.

			Enter Apemantus and Fool.

			CAPHIS

			Stay, stay; here comes the fool with Apemantus.

			Let’s ha’ some sport with ’em.

			VARRO’S SERVANT    Hang him, he’ll abuse us.

		

		50

		
			ISIDORE’S SERVANT    A plague upon him, dog!

			VARRO’S SERVANT    How dost, fool?

			APEMANTUS    Dost dialogue with thy shadow?

			VARRO’S SERVANT    I speak not to thee.

			APEMANTUS    No, ’tis to thyself. [To the Fool] Come

			away.

			ISIDORE’S SERVANT    [To Varro’s Servant] There’s the fool

		

		57

		
			hangs on your back already.

		

		58

		
			APEMANTUS    No, thou stand’st single; thou’rt not on him

			yet.

		

		60

		
			CAPHIS    Where’s the fool now?

		

		62

		
			APEMANTUS    He last asked the question. Poor rogues and

			usurers’ men; bawds between gold and want!

			ALL SERVANTS    What are we, Apemantus?

			APEMANTUS    Asses.

			ALL SERVANTS    Why?

			APEMANTUS    That you ask me what you are, and do not

			know yourselves. Speak to ’em, fool.

			FOOL    How do you, gentlemen?

		

		69

		
			ALL SERVANTS    Gramercies, good fool. How does your

		

		70

		
			mistress?

			FOOL    She’s e’en setting on water to scald such chickens

		

		72

		
			as you are. Would we could see you at Corinth!

			APEMANTUS    Good! Gramercy.

			Enter Page.

			FOOL    Look you, here comes my mistress’ page.

			PAGE    [To the Fool] Why, how now, captain? What do

			you in this wise company? How dost thou, Apemantus?

			APEMANTUS    Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I

		

		78

		
			might answer thee profitably.

		

		79

		
			PAGE    Prithee, Apemantus, read me the superscription of

		

		80

		
			these letters; I know not which is which.

			APEMANTUS    Canst not read?

			PAGE    No.

			APEMANTUS    There will little learning die then that day

			thou art hanged. This is to Lord Timon, this to Alcibi-

			ades. Go; thou wast born a bastard and thou’lt die a

			bawd.

		

		87

		
			PAGE    Thou wast whelped a dog and thou shalt famish a

			dog’s death. Answer not; I am gone.

			Exit.

		

		89

		
			APEMANTUS    E’en so thou outrun’st grace. Fool, I will go

		

		90

		
			with you to Lord Timon’s.

			FOOL    Will you leave me there?

		

		92

		
			APEMANTUS    If Timon stay at home – You three serve

			three usurers?

			ALL SERVANTS    Ay. Would they served us!

			APEMANTUS    So would I – as good a trick as ever hang-

			man served thief.

			FOOL    Are you three usurers’ men?

			ALL SERVANTS    Ay, fool.

			FOOL    I think no usurer but has a fool to his servant. My

		

		100

		
			mistress is one, and I am her fool. When men come to

			borrow of your masters, they approach sadly and go

			away merry; but they enter my mistress’ house merrily

			and go away sadly. The reason of this?

		

		104

		
			VARRO’S SERVANT    I could render one.

			APEMANTUS    Do it then, that we may account thee a

			whoremaster and a knave; which notwithstanding,

			thou shalt be no less esteemed.

			VARRO’S SERVANT    What is a whoremaster, fool?

			FOOL    A fool in good clothes, and something like thee.

		

		110

		
			’Tis a spirit; sometime’t appears like a lord, sometime

			like a lawyer, sometime like a philosopher, with two

		

		112

		
			stones more than’s artificial one. He is very often like a

			knight; and, generally, in all shapes that man goes up

			and down in, from fourscore to thirteen, this spirit

			walks in.

			VARRO’S SERVANT    Thou art not altogether a fool.

			FOOL    Nor thou altogether a wise man. As much foolery

			as I have, so much wit thou lack’st.

			APEMANTUS    That answer might have become Ape-

		

		120

		
			mantus.

			ALL SERVANTS    Aside, aside; here comes Lord Timon.

			Enter Timon and [Flavius, his] Steward.

			APEMANTUS    Come with me, fool, come.

		

		123

		
			FOOL    I do not always follow lover, elder brother, and

			woman; sometime the philosopher.

			[Exeunt Apemantus and Fool.]

			STEWARD

			Pray you, walk near; I’ll speak with you anon.

			Exeunt [Servants].

			TIMON

			You make me marvel wherefore ere this time

		

		127

		
			Had you not fully laid my state before me,

		

		128

		
			That I might so have rated my expense

			As I had leave of means.

			STEWARD

			You would not hear me;

		

		130

		
			At many leisures I proposed –

			TIMON

			Go to!

		

		131

		
			Perchance some single vantages you took,

			When my indisposition put you back,

		

		133

		
			And that unaptness made your minister

			Thus to excuse yourself.

			STEWARD

			O my good lord,

			At many times I brought in my accounts,

			Laid them before you. You would throw them off

		

		137

		
			And say you found them in mine honesty.

			When for some trifling present you have bid me

			Return so much, I have shook my head and wept;

		

		140

		
			Yea, ’gainst th’ authority of manners prayed you

			To hold your hand more close. I did endure

		

		142

		
			Not seldom, nor no slight checks, when I have

		

		143

		
			Prompted you in the ebb of your estate

			And your great flow of debts. My lovèd lord,

		

		145

		
			Though you hear now too late, yet now’s a time:

		

		146

		
			The greatest of your having lacks a half

			To pay your present debts.

			TIMON

			Let all my land be sold.

			STEWARD

		

		148

		
			’Tis all engaged, some forfeited and gone;

			And what remains will hardly stop the mouth

		

		150

		
			Of present dues. The future comes apace;

		

		151

		
			What shall defend the interim? and at length

			How goes our reck’ning?

			TIMON

		

		153

		
			To Lacedaemon did my land extend.

			STEWARD

		

		154

		
			O my good lord, the world is but a word;

			Were it all yours to give it in a breath,

			How quickly were it gone!

			TIMON

			You tell me true.

			STEWARD

		

		157

		
			If you suspect my husbandry of falsehood,

			Call me before th’ exactest auditors

		

		159

		
			And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me,

		

		160

		
			When all our offices have been oppressed

			With riotous feeders, when our vaults have wept

		

		162

		
			With drunken spilth of wine, when every room

			Hath blazed with lights and brayed with minstrelsy,

		

		164

		
			I have retired me to a wasteful cock

		

		165

		
			And set mine eyes at flow.

			TIMON

			Prithee no more.

			STEWARD

			Heavens, have I said, the bounty of this lord!

		

		167

		
			How many prodigal bits have slaves and peasants

		

		168

		
			This night englutted! Who is not Timon’s?

			What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is Lord Timon’s?

		

		170

		
			Great Timon; noble, worthy, royal Timon!

			Ah, when the means are gone that buy this praise,

			The breath is gone whereof this praise is made.

		

		173

		
			Feast-won, fast-lost: one cloud of winter show’rs,

		

		174

		
			These flies are couched.

			TIMON

			Come, sermon me no further.

			No villainous bounty yet hath passed my heart;

			Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given.

		

		177

		
			Why, dost thou weep? Canst thou the conscience lack

		

		178

		
			To think I shall lack friends? Secure thy heart;

			If I would broach the vessels of my love

		

		180

		
			And try the argument of hearts by borrowing,

			Men and men’s fortunes could I frankly use

		

		182

		
			As I can bid thee speak.

			STEWARD

			Assurance bless your thoughts!

			TIMON

			And in some sort these wants of mine are crowned,

		

		184

		
			That I account them blessings; for by these

			Shall I try friends. You shall perceive how you

			Mistake my fortunes; I am wealthy in my friends.

			Within there! Flaminius! Servilius!

			Enter three Servants [Flaminius, Servilius, and another].

			SERVANTS    My lord? My lord?

			TIMON    I will dispatch you severally – [To Servilius] you

		

		190

		
			to Lord Lucius; [To Flaminius] to Lord Lucullus you; I

			hunted with his honor today; [To the other] you to

			Sempronius. Commend me to their loves; and I am

			proud, say, that my occasions have found time to use

		

		194

		
			’em toward a supply of money. Let the request be fifty

			talents.

			FLAMINIUS    As you have said, my lord.

			[Exeunt Servants.]

			STEWARD    [Aside] Lord Lucius and Lucullus? Humh.

			TIMON

			Go you, sir, to the senators,

		

		199

		
			Of whom, even to the state’s best health, I have

		

		200

		
			Deserved this hearing. Bid ’em send o’ th’ instant

			A thousand talents to me.

			STEWARD

			I have been bold,

		

		202

		
			For that I knew it the most general way,

		

		203

		
			To them to use your signet and your name;

			But they do shake their heads, and I am here

			No richer in return.

			TIMON

			Is’t true? Can ’t be?

			STEWARD

			They answer in a joint and corporate voice

		

		207

		
			That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot

			Do what they would, are sorry: you are honorable,

			But yet they could have wished – they know not –

		

		210

		
			Something hath been amiss – a noble nature

		

		211

		
			May catch a wrench – would all were well – ’tis pity –

		

		212

		
			And so, intending other serious matters,

		

		213

		
			After distasteful looks and these hard fractions,

		

		214

		
			With certain half-caps and cold-moving nods

			They froze me into silence.

			TIMON

			You gods, reward them!

			Prithee, man, look cheerly. These old fellows

			Have their ingratitude in them hereditary.

			Their blood is caked, ’tis cold, it seldom flows;

		

		219

		
			’Tis lack of kindly warmth they are not kind;

		

		220

		
			And nature, as it grows again toward earth,

			Is fashioned for the journey, dull and heavy.

			Go to Ventidius. Prithee be not sad;

		

		223

		
			Thou art true and honest; ingeniously I speak,

			No blame belongs to thee. Ventidius lately

			Buried his father, by whose death he’s stepped

			Into a great estate. When he was poor,

			Imprisoned, and in scarcity of friends,

		

		228

		
			I cleared him with five talents. Greet him from me.

		

		229

		
			Bid him suppose some good necessity

		

		230

		
			Touches his friend, which craves to be remembered

			With those five talents. That had, give’t these fellows

			To whom ’tis instant due. Ne’er speak or think

			That Timon’s fortunes ’mong his friends can sink.

			STEWARD

			I would I could not think it.

		

		235

		
			That thought is bounty’s foe;

		

		236

		
			Being free itself, it thinks all others so.

			Exeunt.

			*

		

	
		 III.1 Flaminius waiting to speak with a Lord, [Lucullus,] from his Master; enters a Servant to him.

		
			SERVANT    I have told my lord of you; he is coming down to you.

			FLAMINIUS    I thank you, sir.

			Enter Lucullus.

			SERVANT    Here’s my lord.

			LUCULLUS    [Aside] One of Lord Timon’s men? A gift, I

		

		6

		
			warrant. Why, this hits right; I dreamt of a silver basin

			and ewer tonight. – Flaminius, honest Flaminius, you

		

		8

		
			are very respectively welcome, sir. Fill me some wine.

			[Exit Servant.] And how does that honorable, com-

		

		10

		
			plete, freehearted gentleman of Athens, thy very boun-

			tiful good lord and master?

			FLAMINIUS    His health is well, sir.

			LUCULLUS    I am right glad that his health is well, sir. And

			what hast thou there under thy cloak, pretty Flaminius?

			FLAMINIUS    Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir, which

		

		16

		
			in my lord’s behalf I come to entreat your honor to sup-

			ply; who, having great and instant occasion to use fifty

			talents, hath sent to your lordship to furnish him,

			nothing doubting your present assistance therein.

		

		20

		
			LUCULLUS   La, la, la, la! “Nothing doubting,” says he?

			Alas, good lord! a noble gentleman ’tis, if he would not

		

		22

		
			keep so good a house. Many a time and often I ha’

			dined with him and told him on’t, and come again to

			supper to him of purpose to have him spend less; and

			yet he would embrace no counsel, take no warning by

		

		26

		
			my coming. Every man has his fault, and honesty is his.

			I ha’ told him on’t, but I could ne’er get him from’t.

			Enter Servant with wine.

			SERVANT    Please your lordship, here is the wine.

			LUCULLUS    Flaminius, I have noted thee always wise.

		

		30

		
			Here’s to thee.

		

		31

		
			FLAMINIUS   Your lordship speaks your pleasure.

		

		32

		
			LUCULLUS   I have observed thee always for a towardly

			prompt spirit, give thee thy due, and one that knows

			what belongs to reason, and canst use the time well if

		

		35

		
			the time use thee well. Good parts in thee! [To Servant]

			Get you gone, sirrah. [Exit Servant.] Draw nearer, hon-

			est Flaminius. Thy lord’s a bountiful gentleman; but

			thou art wise, and thou know’st well enough, although

			thou com’st to me, that this is no time to lend money,

		

		40

		
			especially upon bare friendship without security. Here’s

		

		41

		
			three solidares for thee. Good boy, wink at me and say

			thou saw’st me not. Fare thee well.

			FLAMINIUS

		

		43

		
			Is’t possible the world should so much differ,

			And we alive that lived? Fly, damnèd baseness,

			To him that worships thee!

			[Throws the money back.]

			LUCULLUS    Ha! Now I see thou art a fool, and fit for thy master.

			Exit Lucullus.

			FLAMINIUS

		

		48

		
			May these add to the number that may scald thee!

			Let molten coin be thy damnation,

		

		50

		
			Thou disease of a friend, and not himself!

			Has friendship such a faint and milky heart

			It turns in less than two nights? O you gods,

		

		53

		
			I feel my master’s passion. This
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