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With one man becken’d from the refi below,
Bowing his head againft che fleepy Mount
| To climbe his happinefle,would be well expreft
{10 our Condirion,

|  Poer. Nay Sir, but hearemeon:

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

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

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

Pain. 1 marry, what of chefe ?

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

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

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

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

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

Tim. Imprifon’dis he, fay you?

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

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

Mef. Your Lord(hip euer bindes him.

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

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

Oldm. Lord Timon,heare me{peake,

Tim, Freely good Father.

Oldm, Thow haft a Secuant nam’d Lucilin.

Tim, 1 have fo : What of him ?

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

Tim. Attends he heere, or no? Lucillizs.

Luc. Heere at your Lordfhips feruice.

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

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

Tim, Well: whar furcher?

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

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

Tims, Themanis honeft,

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

Zims. Does fhe lone him ?

Oldm, Sheisyong and ape:

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

Tim. Loue youthe Maid?

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

Oldm. 1finher Marriage my confent be miffing,

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

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

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

Tim. This Gentleman of mine

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

Oldm. Mot Noble Lord,

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

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

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

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

Pain. The Gods preferue ye.

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

lewel, Whatmy Lord, difpraife?

Tim. A meere{aciety of Commendations,

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

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

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

Tim, Wellmockd, Enter Apermaxtsis

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

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

Tewel, \Wee'l beare with your Lordlhip,

Ater. Hee’lfpare none.

Tim. Goodmorrowsothee,

Gentle Apermantis,

Exit
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