THE LIFE OF TIMON OF ATHENS




CIP

/ —
2005. 3
ISBN 7 —88050 -270 - X
I. II. III. — — IV. 1299 -3
CIP 2005 187966

850mmx1168mm 1/16
2800

43 000

2005 4 1

1 -5 000

ISBN 7 —88050 -270 - X
5800. 00 290



1608
THE LI FE OF TI MON OF ATHENS
by WIliam Shakespeare

DRAVATI S PERSONAE

TI MON of At hens

LUCI US
LUCULLUS
SEMPRONI US

flattering | ords

VENTI DI US, one of Tinmon's false friends
ALClI Bl ADES, an At heni an captain
APEMANTUS, a churlish phil osopher

FLAVI US, steward to Tinon

FLAM NI US
LUCI LI US
SERVI LI US

Tinon's servants

CAPHI S

PHI LOTUS
TI TUS
HORTENSI US

servants to Tinobn's creditors

POET

PAI NTER
JEVELLER
MERCHANT
MERCER

AN OLD ATHEN AN



THREE STRANGERS
A PAGE

A FOOL

PHRYNI A
T1 MANDRA

m stresses to Al ci bi ades

CUPI D
AVAZONS

in the Masque

Lords, Senators, Oficers, Soldiers, Servants, Thieves,

Att endant s

SCENE:
At hens and the nei ghbouring woods
ACT |. SCENE I.

At hens. TIMON S house

Enter PCET, PAINTER, JEWELLER, MERCHANT, and

MERCER, at several doors

PCET. Good day, sir.
PAINTER. | amglad y'are well.
PCET. | have not seen you |ong; how goes the worl d?
PAINTER It wears, sir, as it grows.
PCET. Ay, that's well known.
But what particular rarity? What strange,
Whi ch manifold record not natches? See,
Magi ¢ of bounty, all these spirits thy power
Hath conjur'd to attend! | know the nerchant.

PAI NTER. | know them both; th' other's a jeweller.

and



MERCHANT. O, 'tis a worthy |ord!
JEVELLER. Nay, that's nost fix'd.
MERCHANT. A nost inconparable man; breath'd, as it were,
To an untirable and continuate goodness.
He passes.
JEVELLER. | have a jewel here-
MERCHANT. O, pray let's see't. For the Lord Tinon, sir?
JEVELLER. If he will touch the estimate. But for that-
PCET. When we for reconpense have prais'd the vile,
It stains the glory in that happy verse
Whi ch aptly sings the good.
MERCHANT. [Looking at the jewel] 'Tis a good form
JEVELLER. And rich. Here is a water, |ook ye.
PAI NTER. You are rapt, sir, in some work, sone dedication
To the great |ord.
PCET. Athing slipp'd idly fromne.
Qur poesy is as a gum which oozes
From whence 'tis nourish'd. The fire i' th" flint
Shows not till it be struck: our gentle flane
Provokes itself, and like the current flies
Each bound it chafes. Wat have you there?
PAI NTER. A picture, sir. \Wen cones your book forth?
PCET. Upon the heels of my presentnent, sir.
Let's see your piece.
PAINTER. 'Tis a good piece.
POET. So 'tis; this comes off well and excellent.
PAI NTER. I ndifferent.
PCET. Adnirable. How this grace
Speaks his own standing! What a nmental power
This eye shoots forth! How big imgination
Moves in this lip! To th' dunbness of the gesture
One night interpret.

PAINTER. It is a pretty nmocking of the life.



Here is a touch; is't good?
POET. | will say of it
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. The senators of Athens- happy nan!

PAI NTER. Look, nve!

PCET. You see this confluence, this great flood of visitors.
I have in this rough work shap'd out a nan
VWhom t his beneath world doth enmbrace and hug
Wth anpl est entertainment. My free drift
Halts not particularly, but noves itself
In a wide sea of tax. No levell'd nalice
Infects one comma in the course | hold,

But flies an eagle flight, bold and forth on
Leaving no tract behind.

PAI NTER. How shall | understand you?

PCET. | will unbolt to you
You see how all conditions, how all m nds-

As well of glib and slipp'ry creatures as

O grave and austere quality, tender down

Their services to Lord Tinmon. His |arge fortune,

Upon hi s good and graci ous nature hangi ng,

Subdues and properties to his |ove and tendance

Al'l sorts of hearts; yea, fromthe glass-fac'd flatterer
To Apenantus, that few things | oves better

Than to abhor hinself; even he drops down

The knee before him and returns in peace

Most rich in Tinon's nod.

PAI NTER. | saw t hem speak toget her



PCET. Sir, | have upon a high and pl easant hil
Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd. The base o' th' nount
Is rank'd with all deserts, all kind of natures
That | abour on the bosom of this sphere
To propagate their states. Anongst them al
Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix'd
One do | personate of Lord Tinon's frane,

Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her
Whose present grace to present slaves and servants
Transl ates his rivals.

PAINTER. 'Tis conceiv'd to scope.
This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks,
Wth one man beckon'd fromthe rest bel ow,
Bowi ng his head agai nst the steepy nount
To clinb his happi ness, would be well express'd
In our condition.

PCET. Nay, sir, but hear nme on.
Al'l those which were his fellows but of |ate-
Some better than his value- on the nonent
Foll ow his strides, his lobbies fill with tendance,
Rai n sacrificial whisperings in his ear
Make sacred even his stirrup, and through him
Drink the free air.

PAI NTER. Ay, marry, what of these?

PCET. When Fortune in her shift and change of nood
Spurns down her | ate beloved, all his dependants,
Wi ch [ abour'd after himto the nountain's top
Even on their knees and hands, let himslip down,
Not one acconpanying his declining foot.

PAI NTER. ' Ti s conmon.

A thousand noral paintings | can show
That shall denonstrate these quick blows of Fortune's

More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well



To show Lord Tinon that nean eyes have seen

The foot above the head.

Trunpets sound. Enter TIMON, addressing hinself
courteously to every suitor, a MESSENCER from
VENTI DI US tal king with him LUCILIUS and ot her

servants foll ow ng

TIMON. Inprison'd is he, say you?

MESSENGER. Ay, ny good lord. Five talents is his debt;
Hi s means nost short, his creditors nost strait.
Your honourable letter he desires
To those have shut hi mup; which failing,

Periods his confort.
TI MON. Nobl e Ventidius! Well.
I amnot of that feather to shake of
My friend when he nust need ne. | do know him
A gentleman that well deserves a help,
VWi ch he shall have. I'Il pay the debt, and free him

MESSENGER. Your |ordship ever binds him

TIMON. Conmend ne to him | will send his ransom
And being enfranchis'd, bid himcone to ne.

"Tis not enough to help the feeble up,
But to support himafter. Fare you well.

MESSENGER. Al | happi ness to your honour!

Enter an OLD ATHEN AN

OLD ATHENI AN. Lord Tinon, hear ne speak.
TIMON. Freely, good father.
COLD ATHENI AN. Thou hast a servant nam d Lucili us.

TIMON. | have so; what of hinf

OLD ATHENI AN. Most noble Tinon, call the nan before thee.

TIMON. Attends he here, or no? Lucilius!



LUCI LIUS. Here, at your lordship's service.
OLD ATHENI AN. This fellow here, Lord Tinon, this thy creature,
By night frequents my house. | ama nman
That fromny first have been inclin'd to thrift,
And ny estate deserves an heir nore rais'd
Than one which holds a trencher.
TIMON. Vell; what further?
OLD ATHENI AN. One only daughter have I, no kin else,
On whom | may confer what | have got.

The maid is fair, o' th' youngest for a bride,
And | have bred her at ny dearest cost
In qualities of the best. This man of thine
Attenpts her love; | prithee, noble lord,
Join with me to forbid himher resort;
Mysel f have spoke in vain.
TIMON. The man is honest.
OLD ATHENI AN. Therefore he will be, Tinon.
Hi s honesty rewards himin itself;
It nmust not bear ny daughter.
TI MON. Does she | ove hin®
OLD ATHENI AN. She is young and apt:
Qur own precedent passions do instruct us
What levity's in youth.
TIMON. Love you the mnaid?
LUCILIUS. Ay, ny good lord, and she accepts of it.
OLD ATHENIAN. If in her marriage nmy consent be nissing,
| call the gods to witness | wll choose
M ne heir fromforth the beggars of the world,
And di spossess her all.
TI MON. How shall she be endow d,
If she be mated with an equal husband?
OLD ATHENI AN. Three talents on the present; in future, all.

TIMON. This gentl eman of mine hath serv'd ne |ong;.



To build his fortune | will strain a little,
For '"tis a bond in men. G ve himthy daughter:
What you bestow, in himlI'll counterpoise,
And make hi m weigh with her.
OLD ATHENI AN. Mbdst nobl e |ord,
Pawn ne to this your honour, she is his.
TIMON. My hand to thee; m ne honour on ny pronise.
LUCI LIUS. Hunbly | thank your |ordship. Never may
That state or fortune fall into ny keeping
Which is not owed to youl!
Exeunt LUCILIUS and OLD ATHENI AN
PCET. [Presenting his poem Vouchsafe ny |abour, and long |ive your
| or dshi p!
TIMON. | thank you; you shall hear from ne anon;
Go not away. What have you there, ny friend?
PAI NTER. A piece of painting, which | do beseech
Your |ordship to accept.
TIMON. Painting is wel cone.
The painting is alnost the natural man;

For since dishonour traffics with man's nature,

He is but outside; these pencill'd figures are
Even such as they give out. | like your work,

And you shall find I like it; wait attendance
Till you hear further from ne.

PAI NTER. The gods preserve ye!
TIMON. Well fare you, gentleman. G ve me your hand;
We nust needs dine together. Sir, your jewel
Hat h suffered under praise.
JEVELLER. What, ny lord! Dispraise?
TIMON. A nere satiety of conmendati ons;
If I should pay you for't as 'tis extoll'd,
It woul d unclew nme quite.

JEVELLER. My lord, 'tis rated



As those which sell would give; but you well know
Things of like value, differing in the owners,

Are prized by their nasters. Believe't, dear |ord,
You nend the jewel by the wearing it.

TIMON. Well nock'd.

Ent er APEMANTUS

MERCHANT. No, my good | ord; he speaks the comon tongue,
Which all men speak with him

TI MON. Look who comes here; will you be chid?

JEVELLER. We'l| bear, with your | ordship.

MERCHANT. He'll spare none.

TIMON. Good norrow to thee, gentle Apemant us!

APEMANTUS. Till | be gentle, stay thou for thy good norrow,
When thou art Tinon's dog, and these knaves honest.

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

APEMANTUS. Are they not Atheni ans?

TI MON. Yes.

APEMANTUS. Then | repent not.

JEVELLER. You know ne, Apemantus?

APEMANTUS. Thou know st | do; | call'd thee by thy nane.

TIMON. Thou art proud, Apemantus.

APEMANTUS. O nothing so much as that I amnot |ike Tinon.

TIMON. Wi ther art going?

APEMANTUS. To knock out an honest Athenian's brains.

TIMON. That's a deed thou't die for.

APEMANTUS. Right, if doing nothing be death by th' |aw

TIMON. How lik'st thou this picture, Apenmantus?

APENMANTUS. The best, for the innocence.

TI MON. Wought he not well that painted it?

APEMANTUS. He wrought better that nmade the painter; and yet he's

but a filthy piece of work.



PAINTER. Y' are a dog.

APEMANTUS. Thy nother's of ny generation; what's she, if | be a dog?

TIMON. WIt dine with ne, Apenantus?

APEMANTUS. No; | eat not |ords.

TIMON. An thou shoul dst, thou' dst anger | adies.

APEMANTUS. O, they eat lords; so they cone by great bellies.

TIMON. That's a | ascivious apprehension

APEMANTUS. So thou apprehend' st it take it for thy | abour

TI MON. How dost thou like this jewel, Apenmantus?

APENMANTUS. Not so well as plain dealing, which will not cost a man
a doit.

TI MON. What dost thou think 'tis worth?

APEMANTUS. Not worth ny thinking. How now, poet!

PCET. How now, phil osopher

APEMANTUS. Thou i est.

PCET. Art not one?

APEMANTUS. Yes.

POET. Then | lie not.

APEMANTUS. Art not a poet?

PCET. Yes

APEMANTUS. Then thou liest. Look in thy last work, where thou hast
feign'd hima worthy fell ow

PCET. That's not feign'd- he is so.

APEMANTUS. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for thy
| abour. He that loves to be flattered is worthy o' th' flatterer
Heavens, that | were a | ord!

TI MON. What woul dst do then, Apenantus?

APENMANTUS. E' en as Apemantus does now hate a lord with ny heart.

TI MON. What, thyself?

APEVANTUS. Ay.

TI MON. Wher ef ore?

APEMANTUS. That | had no angry wit to be a lord.- Art not thou a

nmer chant ?



MERCHANT. Ay, Apemant us.
APEMANTUS. Traffic confound thee, if the gods will not!
MERCHANT. If traffic do it, the gods do it.

APEMANTUS. Traffic's thy god, and thy god confound thee!

Trunpet sounds. Enter a MESSENGER

TIMON. What trunpet's that?
MESSENGER. ' Ti s Al ci bi ades, and sone twenty horse,
Al'l of conpani onship.
TIMON. Pray entertain them give them guide to us.
Exeunt some attendants
You nust needs dine with ne. Go not you hence
Till I have thank'd you. When dinner's done

Show me this piece. | amjoyful of your sights.

Enter ALCI BI ADES, with the rest

Most wel cone, sir! [ They sal ute]
APEMANTUS. So, so, there!
Aches contract and starve your supple joints!
That there should be small |ove anongst these sweet knaves,
And all this courtesy! The strain of nan's bred out
I nto baboon and nonkey.
ALCI Bl ADES. Sir, you have sav'd ny longing, and | feed
Most hungerly on your sight.
TIMON. Ri ght wel conme, sir!
Ere we depart we'll share a bounteous tinme
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in.

Exeunt all but APEMANTUS

Enter two LORDS



FIRST LORD. What tinme o' day is't, Apenantus?
APEMANTUS. Tine to be honest.
FIRST LORD. That tine serves still.
APEMANTUS. The nore accursed thou that still omt'st it.
SECOND LORD. Thou art going to Lord Tinon's feast.
APEMANTUS. Ay; to see nmeat fill knaves and wi ne heat fools.
SECOND LORD. Fare thee well, fare thee well.
APEMANTUS. Thou art a fool to bid me farewell twi ce.
SECOND LORD. Wy, Apemant us?
APEMANTUS. Shoul dst have kept one to thyself, for | nean to give
t hee none.
FI RST LORD. Hang thysel f.
APEMANTUS. No, | will do nothing at thy bidding; nake thy requests
to thy friend.
SECOND LORD. Away, unpeaceable dog, or I'll spurn thee hence.
APEMANTUS. | 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 Tinmon's bounty? He out goes
The very heart of kindness.
SECOND LORD. He pours it out: Plutus, the god of gold,
I's but his steward; no need but he repays
Sevenfol d above itself; no gift to him
But breeds the giver a return exceeding
Al'l use of quittance.
FI RST LORD. The nobl est nmind he carries
That ever govern'd nan.
SECOND LORD. Long may he live in fortunes! shall we in?
FIRST LORD. |'ll keep you conpany. Exeunt
SCENE 1 1.

A roomof state in TIMON S house

Haut boys playing |loud nmusic. A great banquet serv'd in;

FLAVI US and others attending; and then enter LORD Tl MON,



the states, the ATHENI AN LORDS, VENTIDI US, which TIMON redeem d
fromprison. Then cones, dropping after all, APEMANTUS

di scontentedly, like hinself

VENTI DI US. Most honoured Ti non,
It hath pleas'd the gods to renenber ny father's age,
And call himto | ong peace.
He is gone happy, and has left ne rich
Then, as in grateful virtue | am bound
To your free heart, | do return those talents,
Doubl ed with thanks and service, fromwhose help
| deriv'd liberty.
TIMON. O by no neans,
Honest Venti dius! You m stake ny | ove;
| gave it freely ever; and there's none
Can truly say he gives, if he receives.
If our betters play at that ganme, we nust not dare
To imtate them faults that are rich are fair.

VENTI DI US. A noble spirit!

TIMON. Nay, my lords, cerenony was but devis'd at first
To set a gloss on faint deeds, hollow wel cones,
Recanti ng goodness, sorry ere 'tis shown;

But where there is true friendship there needs none.
Pray, sit; nore welcone are ye to ny fortunes
Than ny fortunes to ne. [ They sit]

FIRST LORD. My lord, we always have confess'd it.

APEMANTUS. Ho, ho, confess'd it! Hang'd it, have you not?

TIMON. O Apenantus, you are wel cone.

APEMANTUS. No
You shall not nake me wel come.
| come to have thee thrust ne out of doors.

TIMON. Fie, th"art a churl; ye have got a hunour there

Does not beconme a man; 'tis nuch to bl ane.



They say, ny lords, Ira furor brevis est; but yond man is ever
angry. Go, let himhave a table by hinself; for he does neither
af fect conpany nor is he fit for't indeed.

APEMANTUS. Let ne stay at thine apperil, Tinon.
| cone to observe; | give thee warning on't.

TIMON. | take no heed of thee. Th'art an Athenian, therefore
wel come. | nyself would have no power; prithee let ny neat nake
thee silent.

APEMANTUS. | scorn thy neat; 't'would choke nme, for | should ne'er
flatter thee. O you gods, what a nunber of nmen eats Tinon, and he
sees 'emnot! It grieves ne to see so nmany dip their neat in one
man's bl ood; and all the nadness is, he cheers them up too.
| wonder nen dare trust themselves with nen.

Met hi nks they should invite them w thout knives:

Good for their neat and safer for their |ives.

There's nuch exanple for't; the fellow that sits next him now,
parts bread with him pledges the breath of himin a divided
draught, is the readiest man to kill him 'T has been proved. If
I were a huge man | should fear to drink at neals.

Lest they should spy ny w ndpi pe's dangerous notes:

G eat men should drink with harness on their throats.

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

SECOND LORD. Let it flow this way, ny good |ord.

APEMANTUS. Flow this way! A brave fellow He keeps his tides well.
Those healths will nake thee and thy state ook ill, Tinon.
Here's that which is too weak to be a sinner, honest water, which
ne'er left man i' th' mre.

This and nmy food are equals; there's no odds.'

Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods.

APEMANTUS' G ace

Imortal gods, | crave no pelf;



| pray for no man but nyself.
Gant | may never prove so fond
To trust man on his oath or bond,
O a harlot for her weeping,

O a dog that seens a-sleeping,

O a keeper with ny freedom

O ny friends, if | should need 'em
Anmen. So fall to't.
Rich nen sin, and | eat root. [Eats and dri nks]

Miuch good dich thy good heart, Apenantus

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

ALCI Bl ADES. My heart is ever at your service, my lord.

TIMON. You had rather be at a breakfast of enenmies than dinner of
friends.

ALCI Bl ADES. So they were bl eeding new, ny lord, there's no neat
like "em 1| could wish ny best friend at such a feast.

APEMANTUS. Wul d all those flatterers were thine enenies then, that

then thou nmightst kill "em and bid ne to 'em

FI RST LORD. M ght we but have that happiness, ny lord, that you
woul d once use our hearts, whereby we nmight express sone part of
our zeals, we should think ourselves for ever perfect.

TIMON. O no doubt, ny good friends, but the gods thensel ves have
provided that | shall have nmuch help fromyou. How had you been
ny friends el se? Wiy have you that charitable title from
t housands, did not you chiefly belong to ny heart? | have told
nmore of you to nyself than you can with nodesty speak in your own
behal f; and thus far | confirmyou. O you gods, think I, what
need we have any friends if we should ne'er have need of 'enP
They were the nost needl ess creatures living, should we ne'er
have use for 'em and woul d nost resenble sweet instrunments hung

up in cases, that keep their sounds to thenselves. Wy, | have

often wish'd nyself poorer, that | mght cone nearer to you. W



