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Introduction

Tue siMpLesT description of Plato’s Dialogues is
that they are reports of conversations in which the
principal interlocutor is usually Socrates, and the sim-
plest significant statement concerning Socrates’ con-
versations is that they proceeded from a conviction that
the unexamined life is not worth living.

Who was Socrates, who was Plato, and what is the
nature of the Dialogues? The most dramatic and best
authenticated episode in Socrates’ career is his trial be-
fore an Athenian court, in 399 B.c., on the charge of
disbelieving in the gods of the state and persuading
others to his disbelief. At the time of his condemnation
he was seventy, which means that his adult life fell in
the latter half of the fifth century, when Athens was
illuminated and informed by an unparalleled con-
centration of men of genius. But whereas Sophocles and
Thucydides and Phidias have themselves provided tan-
gible monuments of their genius, Socrates, like certain
other great ethical teachers, wrote nothing, but left his
mark on the minds of other men. His function, as he
himself put it, was to sting them into awareness like a
gadfly and to serve as midwife for their own mental
travails. Some of his hearers became wholly obsessed
by his teaching and others resented him, some so
strongly that they wished him dead. From what he says
about himself and from what men who knew him have
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vi INTRODUCTION

written we get this picture, or it may be caricature, of
his life and habits: Socrates was a strikingly ugly man,
trained as a stone carver, who went about Athens ask-
ing questions and provoking discussions chiefly on
ethical problems. He was followed and admired by a
group composed for the most part of upper class youths.
He might be described as a Sophist by a comic poet,
but differed from the Sophists obviously in that he took
no regular pupils and received no pay for his teaching.
He believed in his own mission to question people and
induce them to think, and he sometimes went into a
trance while pondering some problem.

But such idiosyncrasies as these are of interest only
if Socrates was actually the towering spiritual giant
posterity has conceived him to be, and on the question
of his true stature our evidence is equivocal. The den-
igration in Aristophanes’ Clouds may be dismissed as
intentional caricature. We are left then with what pur-
port to be reports of his discourses as heard by
Xenophon and Plato respectively. Both men revere the
master, but their representations of him are strikingly
unlike, and it is difficult to determine where the truth
lies. In Xenophon Socrates is a shrewd and benevolent
sage who gives utilitarian counsel on practical concerns
of life, but it may well be that Xenophon’s own limita-
tions rendered him incapable of appreciating the saintly
and intellectual qualities which Plato’s accounts reflect.
These qualities Socrates must surely have possessed, and
the more developed doctrines which Plato puts into his
mouth may be legitimate implications of actual Socratic
utterances. On the other hand, there is strong prob-
ability that the content as well as the form of the
dialogues owes a great deal to Plato himself.

Plato was born in 428 B.c., and so was less than thirty
at the death of Socrates; the most significant of the
Dialogues are represented as having taken place when
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he himself was only a child. On the other hand, he was
doubtless steeped in Socratic teaching by his association
with older members of the circle, among them his two
older brothers, Glaucon and Adimantus, and particularly
his uncles, Critias and Charmides. These latter were
leading spirits in the oligarchic coup and atrocities of
the Thirty in 404-403 B.c., and popular detestation of
them and of other members of the circle certainly
played its part in bringing about the condemnation of
Socrates. Plato’s political sympathies, like his birth, are
aristocratic, and he shows the predilection for Sparta
characteristic of the oligarchic party. After the death of
Socrates he left Athens, as did others of the Socratic
circle, sojourned for a time at Megara, and is then said
to have spent ten years in travel, to Cyrene, Egypt, and
Italy. In Syracuse he became attached to Dion. By 387
he was back in Athens and had founded the Academy,
which was destined to continue active for nearly a
thousand years. The dialogues which Plato published
must not be taken as representative of his teaching in
the Academy; in his autobiographical Seventh Epistle
he himself makes the rather startling statement that he
has never written his doctrine down:

I certainly have composed no work in regard to it, nor
shall I ever do so in future; for there is no way of
putting it into words like other studies. Acquaintance
with it must come rather after a long period of attend-
ance on instruction in the subject itself and of close
companionship, when suddenly, like a blaze kindled
by a leaping spark, it is generated in the soul and at
once becomes self-sustaining.

The Seventh Epistle was written mainly as an
apologia for Plato’s relationships with the court of
Syracuse. In 368 Dion invited him to come to Syracuse,
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to make a philosopher-king of his nephew Dionysius II,
who had just succeeded Dionysius I as ruler. The move
was construed as a scheme of Dion’s to usurp power;
Dion was exiled and Plato returned to Athens in 366.
In 362 he again went to Syracuse, on the invitation of
Dionysius, but again failed to convert the king. Plato
died in Athens in 347 B.C.

Regardless of his stature as philosopher and teacher,
Plato’s eminence as a writer assures him a high place
among the creative writers of the world. None has better
seized upon moments when men are most characteristi-
cally human, that is, when they are discoursing on mat-
ters of the mind and spirit, and fixed them in such
truth and beauty. Merely as mimes, presenting to the
life interactions of interesting types, most of the dia-
logues would justify completely their claim as works of
art. But when the play of personalities shapes before
the eyes and ears of the audience significant truths
of profound ethical and moral consequence and leads
to a vision of a lofty spiritual goal, the dialogues must
be reckoned among the most sublime utterances of man.
kind. To appreciate the matchless skill with which the
dialogue form is used, not to state a finished idea, but to
represent its unfolding, one need only compare the use
of the form by lesser men, where the interlocutors pose
questions only to make an opening for the master's
ex-cathedra answers.

Unlike the fate of other ancient writings, Plato’s
published works have all survived, and in good texts,
but we have no external evidence for the chronological
order of their composition. Order is important for ap-
prehénding the development of Plato’s thought, and on
the basis of minute stylistic criteria, reinforced by prob-
ability on other grounds, scholars have been able tc
arrange the Dialogues in three major groups. In the
first or so-called “Socratic” group Socrates is the prin-
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cipal figure and refutes the contentions of his opponents
without himself proposing positive solutions. The vivid
style and sharp delineation of character make the
dialectic natural and dramatic. To this group belong
Apology (not strictly a dialogue), Crito, Charmides,
Laches, Euthyphro, Hippias Minor, Hippias Major, Ion,
and Lysis. Socrates’ position and techniques are the
same in the second group as in the first, but there are
developments in both content and form. Some of the
new concepts, such as the theory of ideas, may be
attributable to Plato himself, perhaps as development
of germs in the actual teaching of Socrates. This group
is further characterized by the new use of myths, where
creation. of the imagination are employed to carry
thought beyond the bounds of logic, as in presenting
views of eschatology. Some of the dialogues of this
group are directed against the Sophists, who are rep-
resented as morally inferior and unequal to Socrates in
dialectic. To this group belong Gorgias, Protagoras,
Euthydemus, Cratylus, Phaedo, Republic, Meno, Al-
cibiades I, Menexenus, Phaedrus, Symposium, Theaete-
tus, and Parmenides. In the third group Socrates is less
prominent or entirely absent, and the settings are less
elaborate, the myths fewer and less important. In this
group are included Sophistes, Politicus, Timaeus,
Critias, Phtlebus, Laws, Epinomis.

All the pieces presented in this volume have at least
as their secondary purpose a kind of beatification of
Socrates. His pre-eminence in reason, his devotion to
his mission, his selfless concern for the spiritual welfare
of his fellow men, the purity of his life, even his social
gifts, are underscored. The Euthyphro may serve as a
model of the dialogues of the first group. Some common
term of moral import, here piety, is examined with a
view to determining its true meaning. The interlocutor
offers examples of pious conduct, approaching but not
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attaining a universal definition; as far as any answer
to the problem is reached, it is that the various virtues
are part of a single inclusive virtue, which must be the
object of constant examination. If we are not given a
ready definition, at least the complacency of our
imagined knowledge is shaken, and we are left with a
heightened sense of the importance of pursuing true
knowledge. The excellent characterization of the well-
meaning bigot of the title and the gentle satire of
utilitarian orthodoxy provide contrast for Socrates’
superiority in both mind and spirit.

The scene of the Euthyphro is the portico of the
court where Socrates has come presumably on business
connected with his trial. The Apology, more properly
Defense, is a version of Socrates’ speech at the trial.
Here Socrates is made to present, without coyness or
swagger or unction, his own concept of his mission to
sting men, like a gadfly, to self-examination and to serve
as a midwife to their travail with ideas. In Crito
Socrates’ friend of that name tries to persuade him to
escape from prison, where he is awaiting execution.
Socrates insists that one wrong may not be righted by
a retaliatory wrong, and affirms his loyalty to the laws,
which he represents (and this is a Platonic myth in
germ) as themselves asserting their claim upon him.

The Symposium is again an effective encomium of
Socrates, but it is also a dramatic masterpiece and an
eloquent exposition of Plato’s spiritual aspiration. The
setting is the house of the tragic poet Agathon, where a
select group has gathered, about 416 B.c., to celebrate
their host’s victory in a tragic competition. Instead of
the usual forms of entertainment they decide to take
turns in pronouncing discourses on love. The first
speech, by Phaedrus, sets forth the military advantages
of homosexual love, and Pausanias next introduces
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a refinement by distinguishing between a r_mble and a
base love. The physician Eryximachus gives love a
cosmic significance by basing it on natural forces of
attraction and repulsion. Aristophanes, who had been
prevented from speaking in his proper tumn by‘ an attac:k
of hiccups, explains love by a peculiarly Aristophanic
cosmogony, at once fantastic and sentimental. Agathon
concludes the series with a virtuoso exhibition of
rhetoric, as empty in content as it is brilliant in form.
Socrates, when his turn comes, uses a dialectical ex-
change to establish that the love in question is a desire
for what we Jlack, and then he reports a long discourse
on love which had been taught him by Diotima, the
wise woman of Mantinea. Love is to proceed from the
love of one beautiful body to the love of many, and
from beautiful bodies to beautiful characters, and so up
the ladder of love to union with the highest goodness
and beauty. It is not too much to call this speech, as
A. E. Taylor does, “the narrative of the pilgrimage of
a soul on the way of salvation, from the initial moment
at which it feels the need for salvation to its final
‘consummation.’ ” Alcibiades, flown with wine and be-
decked with ribbons, joins the party. He is at the
height of his glory, having been given the command of
the Syracusan expedition but not yet having been dis-
graced. Only Alcibiades, and Alcibiades drunk, could
tell the story of his attempted seduction of Socrates and
its utter failure, and could thus demonstrate that Soc-
rates’ life was as lofty as his professions and that he
had, in fact, attained the vision of the true gaod. The
narrator’s memory of what followed is confused. He fell
asleep, and when he awoke at dawn Socrates was
discoursing on the nature of comedy and tragedy with
Aristophanes (who could notoriously carry his licquor)
and Agathon (who as host was bound to stay awake).
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Nowhere is Plato’s art of combining the light touch with
high seriousness better displayed. Even readers who find
the ascent of the ladder of love a distant and romantic
enterprise must enjoy an evening of informai talk with
the wits of Athens.



Euthyphro

PERSONS: Socrates, Euthyphro
sceNE: The Portico of the King Archon

Euthyphro. What in the world can have made you
leave your haunts in the Lyceum, Socrates, and what
are you doing in the portico of the King Archon?
Surely you cannot be concerned in a suit before him, as
I am?

Socrates. Not in a suit, Euthyphro; indictment is the
word which the Athenians use.

Euth. What! I suppose that someone has been pros-
ecuting you? I cannot believe that you are prosecuting
anyone.

Soc. Certainly not.

Euth. Then someone else has been prosecuting you?

Soc. Yes.

Euth. And who is he?

Soc. I hardly know the man myself, Euthyphro; he
is a young man, I think, and not well known. His name,
I believe, is Meletus, and he is of the deme of Pitthis.
Perhaps you can recall a Meletus of Pitthis: he has a
beak, and long straight hair, and a beard which is ill
grown.

Euth. No, 1 do not remember him, Socrates. But
what is the charge which he brings against you?

Soc. What is the charge? Well, a very serious charge,
which shows a good deal of character in the young man,
and for which he is certainly not to be despised. He
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says he knows how the youth are corrupted and who
are their corrupters. I fancy that he must be a wise
man, and seeing that I am the reverse of a wise man
he is going to accuse me to the state, as to a mother,
of corrupting his fellows. Of all our political men he
is the only one who seems to me to begin in the right
way; it is right to take care of the young first and make
them as good as possible, just as a good farmer naturally
takes care of the young shoots first, and afterwards of
the others. Meletus too is perhaps first purging us, who,
as he says, are corrupting the young men as they sprout.
Afterwards, when he has taken care of the elders, he
will prove a very great benefactor to the state—at
least, that is what one would expect of a man whe
starts from such a beginning.

Euth. T hope that he may; but I rather fear, Soc-
rates, that the opposite will turn out to be the truth.
My opinion is that in attacking you he is simply aiming
2 blow at the very heart of the state. But tell me, what
does he say you do to corrupt the young?

Soc. Absurd things, my friend, to hear his story. He
says that I am a maker of gods, that I invent new gods
and do not believe in the old ones; it is for the sake of
the old gods, as he says, that he frames his indictment.

Euth. 1 understand, Socrates; it is because of the
divine sign which you say occasionally comes to you.
He has brought this indictment against you on the
grounds that you are an innovator in matters of religion,
and he is going into court to slander you because he
knows that slanders on such subjects are readily re-
ceived by the many. Why, even when I speak about
divine things in the assembly and foretell the future to
them they laugh at me and think I am crazy. Yet every
word I have said is true; they are simply jealous of our
sort of people. We must not worry about them, but
confront them boldly.
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Soc. Their laughter, friend Euthyphro, is not a matter
of much consequence. For a man may be thought wise;
but the Athenians, I suspect, do not much trouble
themselves about him until he begins to impart his
wisdom to others. When they suspect that he is making
others like himself, then either from jealousy, as you
say, or for some other reason they are angry.

Euth. I have no desire to test their temper towards
me in this matter.

Soc. I dare say not, for you are reserved in your
behaviour, and seldom impart your wisdom. But I have
a benevolent habit of pouring out myself to everybody,
and would even pay for a listener, and I am afraid that
the Athenians may think me too talkative. Now if, as I
was saying, they would only laugh at me, as you say
that they laugh at you, the time might pass gaily enough
in the court; but perhaps they may be in eamest, and
then what the end will be you soothsayers only can
predict.

Euth. 1 dare say that the affair will end in nothing,
Socrates, and that you will win your cause; and I think
that I shall win my own.

Soc. And what is your suit, Euthyphro? are you the
pursuer or the defendant?

Euth. I am the pursuer.

Soc. Of whom?

Euth. You will think me mad when I tell you.

Soc. Why, has the fugitive wings?

Euth. Nay, he is not very volatile at his time of life.

Soc. Who is he?

Euth. My father.

Soc. Your father! my good man?

Euth. Yes.

Soc. And of what is he accused?

Euth. Of murder, Socrates.

Soc. By the powers, Euthyphro! how little does the
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common herd know of the nature of right and truth. A
man must be an extraordinary man, and have made
great strides in wisdom, before he could have seen his
way to bring such an action.

Euth. Indeed, Socrates, he must.

Soc. I suppose that the man whom your father mur-
dered was one of your relatives—clearly he was; for if
he had been a stranger you would never have thought
of prosecuting him.

Euth. I am amused, Socrates, at your making a
distinction between one who is a relation and one who
is not a relation; for surely the pollution is the same in
either case, if you knowingly associate with the murderer
when you ought to clear yourself and him by proceeding
against him. The real question is whether the murdered
man has been justly slain. If justly, then your duty is
to let the matter alone; but if unjustly, then even if the
murderer lives under the same roof with you and eats
at the same table, proceed against him. Now the man
who is dead was a poor dependant of mine who worked
for us as a field labourer on our farm in Naxos, and
one day in a fit of drunken passion he got into a quarrel
with one of our domestic servants and slew him. My
father bound him hand and foot and threw him into a
ditch, and then sent to Athens to ask a religious expert
what he should do with him. Meanwhile he never
attended to him and took no care about him, for he
regarded him as a murderer; and thought that no great
harm would be done even if he did die. Now this was
just what happened. For such was the effect of cold
and hunger and chains upon him, that before the
messenger returned from the diviner, he was dead. And
my father and family are angry with me for taking the
part of the murderer and prosecuting my father. They
say that he did not kill him, and that if he did, the
dead man was but a murderer, and I ought not to take
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any notice, for it is impious for a son to prosecute his
father. Which shows, Socrates, how little they know the
religious laws concemning piety and impiety.

Soc. Good heavens, Euthyphro! and is your knowl-
edge of religion and of things pious and impious so
very exact, that, supposing the circumstances to be as
you state them, you are not afraid lest you too may be
doing an impious thing in bringing an action against
your father?

Euth. 1 should be of no use, Socrates, Euthyphro
would not be different from other men, if I did not
have accurate knowledge of all such matters.

Soc. Marvellous Euthyphro! I think that I cannot do
better than be your disciple. Then before the trial with
Meletus comies on I shall challenge him, and say that
I have always had a great interest in religious questions,
and now, as he charges me with rash imaginations and
innovations in religion, I have become your disciple.
You, Meletus, as I shall say to him, acknowledge
Euthyphro to be a great theologian, and sound in his
opinions; and if you approve of him you ought to ap-
prove of me, and not have me into court; but if you
disapprove, you should begin by indicting him who is
my teacher, and who will be the ruin, not of the young,
but of the old; that is to say, of myself whom he in-
structs, and of his old father whom he admonishes and
chastises. And if Meletus refuses to listen to me, but
will go on, and will not shift the indictment from me to
you, I cannot do better than repeat this challenge in the
court.

Euth. Yes, indeed, Socrates; and if he attempts to
indict me I am mistaken if I do not find a flaw in him;
the court shall have a great deal more to say to him
than to me.

Soc. And I, my dear friend, knowing this, am desirous
of becoming your disciple. For I observe that no one
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appears to notice you—not even this Meletus; but his
sharp eyes have found me out at once, and he has
indicted me for impiety. And therefore, I adjure you
to tell me the nature of piety and impiety, which you
said that you knew so well, and of murder, and of other
offences against the gods. What are they? Is not piety
in every action always the same? and impiety, again
—is it not always the opposite of piety, and also the
same with itself, having, as impiety, one notion which
includes whatever is impious?

Euth. To be sure, Socrates.

Soc. And what is piety, and what is impiety?

Euth, Piety is doing as I am doing; that is to say,
prosecuting any one who is guilty of murder, sacrilege,
or of any similar crime—whether he be your father or
mother, or whoever he may be—that makes no dif-
ference; and not to prosecute them is impiety. And
please to consider, Socrates, what a notable proof I
will give you of the truth of my words, a proof which
I have already given to others:—of the principle, I
mean, that the impious, whoever he may be, ought not
to go unpunished. For do not men regard Zeus as the
best and most righteous of the gods?—and yet they
admit that he bound his father (Cronos) because he
wickedly devoured his sons, and that he too had
mutilated his own father (Uranus) for a similar reason.
And yet when I proceed against my father, they are
angry with me. So inconsistent are they in their way of
talking when the gods are concerned, and when I am
concerned.

Soc. May not this be the reason, Euthyphro, why I
am charged with impiety—that I cannot away with
these stories about the gods? and therefore I suppose
that people think me wrong. But, as you who are well
informed about them approve of them, I cannot do
better than assent to your superior wisdom. What else
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can I say, confessing as I do, that I know nothing about
them? Tell me, for the love of Zeus, whether you really
believe that they are true.

Euth. Yes, Socrates; and things more wonderful still,
of which the world is in ignorance.

Soc. And do you really believe that the gods fought
with one another, and had dire quarrels, battles, and the
like, as the poets say, and as you may see represented
in the works of great artists? The temples are full of
them; and notably the robe of Athene, which is carried
up to the Acropolis at the great Panathenaea, is em-
broidered with them. Are all these tales of the gods
true, Euthyphro?

Euth. Yes, Socrates; and, as I was saying, I can tell
you, if you would like to hear them, many other things
about the gods which would quite amaze you.

Soc. I dare say; and you shall tell me them at some
other time when I have leisure. But just at present I
would rather hear from you a more precise answer,
which you have not as yet given, my friend, to the
question, What is ‘piety’?> When asked, you only replied,
Doing as you do, charging your father with murder.

Euth. And what I said was true, Socrates.

Soc. No doubt, Euthyphro; byt you would admit that
there are many other pious acts?

Euth. There are.

Soc. Remember that I did not ask you to give me two
or three examples of piety, but to explain the general
idea which makes all pious things to be pious. Do you
not recollect that there was one idea which made the
impious impious, and the pious pious?

Euth. I remember.

Soc. Tell me what is the nature of this idea, and then
I shall have a standard to which I may look, and by
which I may measure actions, whether yours or those
of any one else, and then I shall be able to say that
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such and such an action is pious, such another impious.

Euth. I will tell you, if you like.

Soc. I should very much like.

Euth. Piety, then, is that which is dear to the gods,
and impiety is that which is not dear to them.

Soc. Very good, Euthyphro; you have now given me
the sort of answer which I wanted. But whether what
you say is true or not I cannot as yet tell, although I
make no doubt that you will prove the truth of your
words,

Euth. Of course.

Soc. Come, then, and let us examine what we are say-
ing. That thing or person which is dear to the gods is
pious, and that thing or person which is hateful to the
gods is impious, these two being the extreme opposites
of one another. Was not that said?

Euth. It was.

Soc. And well said?

Euth. Yes, Socrates, I thought so.

Soc. And further, Euthyphro, the gods were admitted
to have enmities and hatreds and differences?

Euth. Yes, that was also said.

Soc. And what sort of difference creates enmity and
anger? Suppose for example that you and I, my good
friend, differ about a number; do differences of this
sort make us enemies and set us at variance with one
another? Do we not go at once to arithmetic, and put
an end to them by a sum?

Euth. True.

Soc. Or suppose that we differ about magnitudes, do
we not quickly end the differences by measuring?

Eutk. Very true.

Soc. And we end a controversy about heavy and light
by resorting to a weighing machine?

Euth. To be sure.

Soc. But what differences are there which cannot be
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thus decided, and which therefore make us angry and
set us at enmity with one another? I dare say the
answer docs not occur to you at the moment, and there-
fore I will suggest that these enmities arise when the
matters of difference are the just and unjust, good and
evil, honourable and dishonourable. Are not these the
points about which men differ, and about which when
we are unable satisfactorily to decide our differences,
you and I and all of us quarrel, when we do quarrel?

Euth. Yes, Socrates, the nature of the differences
about which we quarrel is such as you describe.

Soc. And the quarrels of the gods, noble Euthyphro,
when they occur, are of a like nature?

Euth. Certainly they are.

Soc. They have differences of opinion, as you say,
about good and evil, just and unjust, honourable and
dishonourable: there would have been no quarrels
among them, if there had been no such differences—
would there now?

Euth. You are quite right.

Soc. Does not each group love that which it deems
noble and just and good, and hate the opposite. of
them? '

Euth. Very true.

Soc. But, as you say, the same things are regarded by
some as just and by others as unjust,—about these
they dispute; and so there arise wars and fightings
among them.

Euth. Very true.

Soc. Then the same things are hated by the gods and
loved by the gods, and are both hateful and dear to
them?

Euth. True.

Soc. And upon this view the same things, Euthyphro,
will be pious and also impious?

Euth. So I should suppose.
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Soc. Then, my friend, I remark with surprise that
you have not answered the question which I asked.
For I certainly did not ask you to tell me what action
is both pious and impious: but now it would seem that
what is loved by the gods is also hated by them. And
therefore, Euthyphro, in thus chastising your father you
may very likely be doing what is agreeable to Zeus but
disagreeable to Cronos or Uranus, and what is ac-
ceptable to Hephaestus but unacceptable to Hera, and
there may be other gods who have similar differences
of opinion.

Euth. But I believe, Socrates, that all the gods would
be agreed as to the propriety of punishing a murderer:
there would be no difference of opinion about that.

Soc. Well, but speaking of men, Euthyphro, did you
ever hear any one arguing that a murderer or any sort
of evil-doer ought to be let off?

Euth. I should rather say that these are the questions
which they are always arguing, especially in courts of
law: they commit all sorts of crimes, and there is
nothing which they will not do or say in their own
defence.

Soc. But do they admit their guilt, Euthyphro, and
yet say that they ought not to be punished?

Euth. No; they do not.

Soc. Then there are some things which they do not
venture to say and do: for they do not venture to argue
that the guilty are to be unpunished, but they deny their
guilt, do they not?

Euth. Yes.

Soc. Then they do not argue that the evil-doer should
not be punished, but they argue about the fact of who
the evil-doer is, and what he did and when?

Euth. True.

Soc. And the gods are in the same case, if as you
assert they quarrel about just and unjust, and some of
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them say while others deny that injustice is done
among them. For surely neither god nor man will ever
venture to say that the doer of injustice is not to be
punished?

Euth. That is true, Socrates, in the main.

Soc. But they join issue about the particulars—gods
and men alike; and, if they dispute at all, they dispute
about some act which is called in question, and which
by some is affirmed to be just, by others to be unjust.
Is not that true?

Euth. Quite true.

Soc. Well then, my dear friend Euthyphro, do tell
me, for my better instruction and information, what
proof have you that in the opinion of all the gods a
servant who is guilty of murder, and is put in chains
by the master of the dead man, and dies because he is
put in chains before he who bound him can learn from
the interpreters of religion what he ought to do with
him, dies unjustly; and that on behalf of such an one
a son ought to proceed against his father and accuse
him of murder. How would you show that all the gods
absolutely agree in approving of his act? Prove to me
that they do, and I will applaud your wisdom as long
as I live.

Euth. It will be a difficult task; but I could make the
matter very clear indeed to you.

Soc. I understand; you mean to say that I am not so
quick of apprehension as the judges: for to them you
will be sure to prove that the act is unjust, and hateful
to the gods.

Euth. Yes indeed, Socrates; at least if they will listen
to me.

Soc. But they will be sure to listen if they find that
you are a good speaker. There was a notion that came
into my mind while you were speaking; I said to my-
self: ‘Well, and what if Euthyphro does prove to me
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that all the gods regarded the death of the serf as
unjust, how do I know anything more of .the nature of
piety and impiety? For granting that t-:hls.acnon may
be hateful to the gods, still piety and impiety are not
adequately defined by these distinctions, for that which
is hateful to the gods has been shown to be also pleasing
and dear to them.” And therefore, Euthyphro, I do not
ask you to prove this; I will suppose, if you like, that
all the gods condemn and abominate such an action.
But I will amend the definition so far as to say that
what all the gods hate is impious, and what they love
pious or holy; and what some of them love and others
hate is both or neither. Shall this be our definition of
piety and impiety?

Euth. Why not, Socrates?

Soc. Why not! certainly, as far as I am concerned,
Euthyphro, there is no reason why not. But whether this
admission will greatly assist you in the task of in-
structing me as you promised, is a matter for you to
consider.

Euth. Yes, I should say that what all the gods love
is pious and holy, and the opposite which they all hate,
impious.

Soc. Ought we to enquire into the truth of this,
Euthyphro, or simply to accept the mere statement on
our own authority and that of others? What do you
say?

Euth. We should enquire; and I believe that the
statement will stand the test of enquiry.

Soc. We shall know better, my good friend, in a
little while. The point which I should first wish to
understand is whether the pious or holy is beloved
by the gods because it is holy, or holy because it is
beloved of the gods.

Euth. 1 do not understand your meaning, Socrates.

Soc. I will endeavour to explain: we speak of carry-
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ing and we speak of being carried, of leading and being
led, seeing and being seen. You know that in all such
cases there is a difference, and you know also in what
the difference lies?

Euth. 1 think that I understand.

Soc. And is not that which is beloved distinct from
that which loves?

Euth. Certainly.

Soc. Well; and now tell me, is that which is carried
in this state of carrying because it is carried, or for
some other reason?

Euth. No; that is the reason.

Soc. And the same is true of what is led and of what
is seen?

Euth. True.

Soc. And a thing is not seen because it is visible, but
conversely, visible because it is seen; nor is a thing led
because it is in the state of being led, or carried because
it is in the state of being carried, but the converse of
this. And now I think, Euthyphro, that my meaning
will be intelligible; and my meaning is this: If any-
thing becomes or is affected, it does not become because
it is in a state of becoming: it is in a state of be-
coming because it becomes; and it is not affected be-
cause it is in a state of being affected: it is in a state
of being affected because it is affected. Do you not
agree?

Euth. Yes.

Soc. Is not that which is loved in some state either
of becoming or of being affected?

Euth. Yes.

Soc. And the same holds as in the previous in-
stances; the state of being loved follows the act of
being loved, and not the act the state.

Euth. Certainly.

Soc. And what do you say of piety, Euthyphro: is



14 PraTo

not piety, according to your definition, loved by all the
gods?

Euth. Yes.

Soc. Because it is pious or holy, or for some other
reason?

Eutk. No, that is the reason.

Soc. Tt is loved because it is holy, not holy because
it is loved?

Euth. So it seems.

Soc. And that which is dear to the gods is loved by
them, and is in a state to be loved of them because it
is loved of them?

Euth. Certainly.

Soc. Then that which is dear to the gods, Euthyphro,
is not holy, nor is that which is holy loved of god, as
you affirm; but they are two different things.

Euth. How do you mean, Socrates?

Soc. I mean to say that the holy has been acknow:-
edged by us to be loved because it is holy, not to be
holy because it is loved.

Euth. Yes.

Soc. But that which is dear to the gods is dear to
them because it is loved by them, not loved by them
because it is dear to them.

Euth. True.

Soc. But then, friend Euthyphro, piety and what is
dear to the gods are not identical. If the gods had
loved piety because it is pious, they would also have
loved what is dear to them because it is dear to them;
but if what is dear to them had been dear to them
because they loved it, then piety too would have been
piety because they loved it. But now you see that the
reverse is the case, and that they are quite different
from one another. The one is of a kind to be loved
because it is loved, and the other is loved because it
is of a kind to be loved. Thus you appear to me,
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Euthyphro, when I ask you what is the essence of
holiness, to offer an attribute only, and not the essence
—the attribute of being loved by all the gods. But you
still refuse to explain to me the nature of holiness.
And therefore, if you please, I will ask you not to hide
your treasure, but to tell me once more what holiness
or piety really is, whether dear to the gods or not (for
that is a matter about which we will not quarrel); and
what is impiety?

Euth. 1 really do not know, Socrates, how to express
what I mean. For somehow or other our arguments,
on whatever ground we rest them, seem to turn round
and walk away from us.

Soc. Your words, Euthyphro, are like the handiwork
of my ancestor Daedalus; and if I were the sayer or
propounder of them, you might say that my arguments
walk away and will not remain fixed where they are
placed because I am a descendant of his. But now,
since these notions are your own, you must find some
other gibe, for they certainly, as you yourself allow,
show an inclination to be on the move.

Euth. Nay, Socrates, I shall still say that you are the
Daedalus who sets arguments in motion; not I, cer-
tainly, but you make them move or go round, for they
would never have stirred, as far as I am concerned.

Soc. Then I must be a greater than Daedalus: for
whereas he only made his own inventions to move, I
move those of other people as well. And the beauty of
it is, that I would rather not. For I would give the
wisdom of Daedalus, and the wealth of Tantalus, to
be able to detain them and keep them fixed. But enough
of this. As I perceive that you are lazy, I will myself
endeavor to show you how you might instruct me in
the nature of piety; and I hope that you will not
grudge your labour. Tell me, then,—Is not that which
is pious necessarily just?
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Euth. Yes.

Soc. And is, then, all which is just pious? or, is that
which is pious all just, but that which is just, only in
part and not all, pious?

Euth. I do not understand you, Socrates.

Soc. And yet I know that you are as much wiser
than I am, as you are younger. But, as I was saying,
revered friend, the abundance of your wisdom makes
you lazy. Please to exert yourself, for there is no real
difficulty in understanding me. What I mean I may
explain by an illustration of what I do not mean. The

poet (Stasinus) sings—

‘Of Zeus, the author and creator of all these things,
You will not tell: for where there is fear there is also
reverence.’

Now I disagree with this poet. Shall I tell you in what
respect?

Euth. By all means.

Soc. I should not say that where there is fear there
is also reverence; for I am sure that many persons fear
poverty and disease, and the like evils, but I do not
perceive that they reverence the objects of their fear.

Euth. Very true.

Soc. But where reverence is, there is fear; for he who
has a feeling of reverence and shame about the com-
mission of any action, fears and is afraid of an ill
reputation.

Euth. No doubt.

Soc. Then we are wrong in saying that where there
is fear there is also reverence; and we should say, where
there is reverence there is also fear. But there is not
always reverence where there is fear; for fear is a more
extended notion, and reverence is a part of fear, just
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as the odd is a part of number, and number is a more
extended notion than the odd. I suppose that you
follow me now?

Euth. Quite well.

Soc. That was the sort of question which I meant to
raise when I asked whether the just is always the pious,
or the pious always the just; and whether there may not
be justice where there is not piety; for justice is the
more extended notion of which piety is only a part.
Do you dissent?

Euth. No, I think that you are quite right.

Soc. Now observe what follows. If piety is a part of
justice, I suppose that we should enquire what part?
If you had pursued the enquiry in the previous cases;
for instance, if you had asked me what is an even
number, and what part of number the even is, I should
have had no difficulty in replying, a number which is
not indivisible by two, but divisible by two. Do you not
agree?

Eutk. Yes, I quite agree.

Soc. In like manner, I want you to tell me what part
of justice is piety or holiness, that I may be able to tell
Meletus not to do me injustice, or indict me for im-
piety, as I am now adequately instructed by you in the
nature of piety or holiness, and their opposites.

Euth. To me, Socrates, piety or holiness appears to
be that part of justice which attends to the gods, as
there is the other part of justice which attends to men.

Soc. That is good, Euthyphro; yet still there is a little
point about which I should like to have further in-
formation, What is the meaning of ‘attention’? For
attention can hardly be used in the same sense when
applied to the gods as when applied to other things.
For instance, horses are said to require attention, and
not every person is able to attend to them, but only a
person skilled in horsemanship. Is it not so?
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Euth. Certainly.

Soc. I should suppose that the art of horsemanship
is the art of attending to horses?

Euth. Yes.

Soc. Nor is every one qualified to attend to dogs, but
only the huntsman?

Euth. True.

Soc. And I should also conceive that the art of the
huntsman is the art of attending to dogs?

Euth. Yes.

Soc. As the art of the oxherd is the art of attending to
oxen?

Euth. Very true.

Soc. In like manner holiness or piety is the art of
attending to the gods?—that would be your meaning,
Euthyphro?

Euth. Yes.

Soc. And is not attention always designed for the good
or benefit of that to which the attention is given? As in
the case of horses, you may observe that when attended
to by the horseman’s art they are benefited and im-
proved, are they not?

Euth. True.

Soc. As the dogs are benefited by the huntsman’s art,
and the oxen by the art of the oxherd, and all other
things are tended or attended for their good and not for
their hurt?

Euth. Certainly, not for their hurt,

Soc. But for their good?

Euth. Of course,

Soc. And does piety or holiness, which has been
defined to be the art of attending to the gods, benefit
or improve them? Would you say that when you do
a holy act you make any of the gods better?

Euth. No, no; that was certainly not what I meant.

Soc. And I, Euthyphro, never supposed that you did.
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I asked you the question about the nature of the
attention, because I thought that you did not.

Euth. You do me justice, Socrates; that is not the
sort of attention which I mean.

Soc. Good: but I must still ask what is this attention
to the gods which is called piety?

Euth. It is such, Socrates, as servants show to their
masters.

Soc. 1 understand—a sort of ministration to the gods.

Euth. Exactly.

Soc. Medicine is also a sort of ministration or service,
having in view the attainment of some object—would
you not say of health?

Euth. I should.

Soc. Again, there is an art which ministers to the ship-
builder with a view to the attainment of some result?

Euth. Yes, Socrates, with a view to the building of a
ship.

Soc. As there is an art which ministers to the house-
builder with a view to the building of a house?

Euth. Yes.

Soc. And now tell me, my good friend, about the art
which ministers to the gods: what work does that help
to accomplish? For you must surely know if, as you say,
you are of all men living the one who is best instructed
in religion.

Euth. And I speak the truth, Socrates.

Soc. Tell me then, in the name of Zeus, what is that
fair work which the gods do by the help of our minis-
trations?

Euth. Many and fair, Socrates, are the works which
they do.

Soc. Why, my friend, and so are those of a general.
But the chief of them is easily told. Would you not say
that victory in war is the chief of them?

Euth. Certainly.
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Soc. Many and fair, too, are the works of the hus-
bandman, if I am not mistaken; but his chief work is
the production of food from the earth?

Euth. Exactly.

Soc. And of the many and fair things done by the
gods, which is the chief or principal one?

Euth. I have told you already, Socrates, that to learn
all these things accurately is a long labour. Let me
simply say that piety or holiness is learning how to
please the gods in word and deed, by prayers and
saerifices. Such piety is the salvation of families and
states, just as the impious, which is unpleasing to the
gods, is their ruin and destruction.

Soc. I think that you could have answered in much
fewer words the chief question which I asked, Euthy-
phro, if you had chosen. But I see plainly that you are
not disposed to instruct me—clearly not: else why, when
we reached the point, did you turn aside? Had you only
answered me I should have truly leamned of you by this
time the nature of piety. Now, as the asker of a ques-
tion is necessarily dependent on the answerer, whither
he leads I must follow; and can only ask again, what is
the pious, and what is piety? Do you mean that they
are a sort of science of praying and sacrificing?

Euth. Yes, I do.

Soc. And sacrificing is giving to the gods, and prayer
is asking of the gods?

Euth. Yes, Socrates.

Soc. Upon this view, then, piety is a science of ask-
ing and giving?

Euth. You understand me capitally, Socrates.

Soc. Yes, my friend; the reason is that I am a votary
of your science, and give my mind to it, and therefore
nothing which you say will be thrown away upon me.
Please then to tell me, what is the nature of this service
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to the gods? Do you mean that we ask of them and
give to them?

Euth. Yes, I do.

Soc. Is not the right way of asking to ask of them
what we want?

Euth. Certainly.

Soc. And the right way of giving is to give to them
in return what they want of us. There would be no
meaning in an ari which gives to any one that which he
does not want.

Euth. Very true, Socrates.

Soc. Then piety, Euthyphro, is an art which gods and
men have of doing business with one another?

Euth. That is an expression which you may use, if you
like.

Soc. But I have no particular liking for anything but
the truth. I wish, however, that you would tell me what
benefit accrues to the gods from our gifts. There is no
doubt about what they give to us; for there is no good
thing which they do not give; but how we can give any
good thing to them in return is far from being equally
clear. If they give everything and we give nothing, that
must be an affair of business in which we have very
greatly the advantage of them.

Euth. And do you imagine, Socrates, that any benefit
accrues to the gods from our gifts?

Soc. But if not, Euthyphro, what is the meaning of
gifts which are conferred by us upon the gods?

Euth. What else, but tributes of honour; and, as I
was just now saying, what pleases them?

Soc. Piety, then, is pleasing to the gods, but not bene-
ficial or dear to them?

Euth. I should say that nothing could be dearer.

Soc. Then once more the assertion is repeated that
piety is dear to the gods?
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Euth. Certainly.

Soc. And when you say this, can you wonder at your
words not standing firm, but walking away? Will you
accuse me of being the Daedalus who makes them walk
away, not perceiving that there is another and far
greater artist than Daedalus who makes them go round
in a circle, and he is yourself; for the argument, as you
will perceive, comes round to the same point. Were we
not saying that the holy or pious was not the same with
that which is loved of the gods? Have you forgotten?

Euth. I quite remember.

Soc. And are you not saying that what is loved of the
gods is holy; and is not this the same as what is dear to
them—do you see?

Euth. True.

Soc. Then either we were wrong in our former asser-
tion; or, if we were right then, we are wrong now.

Euth. So it seems.

Soc. Then we must begin again and ask, What is
piety? That is an enquiry which I shall never be weary
of pursuing as far as in me lies; and I entreat you not
to scorn me, but to apply your mind to the utmost, and
tell me the truth. For, if any man knows, you are he;
and therefore I must detain you, like Proteus, until you
tell. If you had not certainly known the nature of piety
and impiety, I am confident that you would never, on
behalf of a serf, have charged your aged father with
murder. You would not have run such a risk of doing
wrong in the sight of the gods, and you would have had
too much respect for the opinions of men. I am sure,
therefore, that you know the nature of piety and im-
piety. Speak out then, my dear Euthyphro, and do not
hide your knowledge.

Euth. Another time, Socrates; for I am in a hurry,
and must go now.

Soc. Alas! my companion, and will you leave me in
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despair? I was hoping that you would instruct me in the
nature of piety and impiety; and then I might have
cleared myself of Meletus and his indictment. I would
have told him that I had been enlightened by Euthy-
phro, and had given up rash innovations and specula-
tions, in which I indulged only through ignorance, and
that now I am about to lead a better life.






Apology

How vou have been affected by my accusers, men
of Athens, I cannot tell; but I know that they almost
made me forget who I was—so persuasively did they
speak; and yet they have hardly uttered a word of truth.
But of the many falsehoods told by them, there was one
which quite amazed me;—I mean when they said that
you should be upon your guard and not allow yourselves
to be deceived because I am clever. To say this, when
they were certain to be detected as soon as I opened
my lips and proved myself to be anything but a clever
speaker, did indeed appear to me most shameless—un-
less by cleverness they mean telling the truth; for if such
is their meaning, I admit that I am eloquent. But in
how different a way from theirs! Well, as I was saying,
they have scarcely spoken the truth at all; but from me
you shall hear the whole truth: not, however, delivered
after their manner in a set oration duly ornamented with
words and phrases. No, by heaven! But I shall use the
words and arguments which occur to me at the moment;
for I am confident that what I say is just. At my time
of life I ought not to be appearing before you, men of
Athens, in the character of a juvenile orator—let no one
expect it of me. And I must beg of you to grant me a
favour:—If I defend myself in my accustomed manner,
and you hear me using the words which I have been in
the habit of using in the agora, at the tables of the

25
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money-changers, or anywhere else, I would ask you not
to be surprised, and not to make a disturbance on this
account. For I am more than seventy years of age, and
appearing now for the first time in a court of law, I am
quite a stranger to the language of the place; and there-
fore I would have you regard me as if I were really a
stranger, whom you would excuse if he spoke in his
native tongue, and after the fashion of his country:—
Am I making an unfair request of you? Never mind the
manner, which may or may not be good; but think only
of the truth of my words, and give heed to that, That is
the function of a judge, as it is the function of an orator
to speak the truth.

First, then, men of Athens, I have to reply to older
charges and to my first accusers, and then I will go on
to recent accusations and accusers. For of old I have had
many accusers, who have accused me falsely to you
during many years; and I am more afraid of them than
of Anytus and his associates, who are dangerous, too, in
their own way. But far more dangerous are the others,
who began when you were children, and took possession
of your minds with their falsehoods, telling of one
Socrates, a wise man, who speculated about things in
the air and searched into the earth beneath, and made
the worse argument appear the stronger. The dissemina-
tors of this tale are the accusers whom I dread; for their
hearers are apt to fancy that such enquirers do not be-
lieve in the existence of the gods. And they are many,
and their charges against me are of ancient date, and
they were made by them in the days when you were
more impressible than you are now—in childhood, or
it may have been in youth—and the cause when heard
went by default, for there was none to answer. And
hardest of all, I do not know and cannot tell the names
of my accusers; unless in the chance case of a writer
of comedies. All who from envy and malice have per-
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suaded you—some of them having first convinced them-
selves—all this class of men are most difficult to deal
with; for I cannot have them up here, and cross-examine
them, and therefore I must simply fight with shadows
in my own defence, and argue when there is no one
who answers. I will ask you then to assume with me,
as I was saying, that my opponents are of two kinds; one
recent, the other ancient: and I hope that you will see
the propriety of my answering the latter first, for these
accusations you heard long before the others, and much
oftener.

Well, then, I must make my defence, and endeavor to
clear away in a short time, a slander which has lasted a
long time. May I succeed, if to succeed be for my good
and yours, or likely to avail me in my cause! The task
is not an easy one; I quite understand the nature of it.
And so leaving the event with God, in obedience to the
law I will now make my defence.

I will begin at the beginning, and ask what is the
accusation which has given rise to the slander of me,
and in fact has encouraged Meletus to prefer this charge
against me. Well, what do the slanderers say? They
shall be my prosecutors, and I will sum up their words
in an affidavit: ‘Socrates is_an_evil-doer, and a M_“sy
body, who searchemer the earth and in
heaven, and he ‘makes the Worsé argument appear the
stronjgera “and he teaches the aforesaid~ doctriries to
others.’ Such is the nature of the accusation: it is just
what you have yourselves seen in the comedy of Aristoph-
anes, who has introduced a man whom he calls Soc-
rates, going about and saying that he walks in air, and
talking a deal of nonsense concerning matters of which
I do not pretend to know either much or little—not
that I mean to speak disparagingly of any one who is a
student of natural philosophy. I should be very sorry if
Meletus could bring so grave a charge against me. But
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the simple truth is, Athenians, that I have nothing to
do with physical speculations. Very many of those here
present are witnesses to the truth of this, and to them I
appeal. Speak then, you who have heard me, and tell
your neighbours whether any of you have ever known
me hold forth in few words or in many upon such
matters. From this you will know that other statements
commonly made about me are as false as this one.

As little foundation is there for the report that I am
a teacher, and take money; this accusation has no more
truth in it than the other. Although, if a man were
really able to instruct mankind, to receive money for
giving instruction would, in my opinion, be an honour
to him. There is Gorgias of Leontini, and Prodicus of
Ceos, and Hippias of Elis, who go the round of the
cities, and are able to persuade the young men to leave
their own citizens by whom they might be taught for
nothing, and come to them whom they not only pay,
but are thankful if they may be allowed to pay them.
There is at this time a Parian sage residing in Athens,
of whom I have heard; and I came to hear of him in
this way:—I came across a man who has spent a world
of money on the Sophists,” Callias, the son of Hipponi-
cus, and knowing that he had sons, I asked him: ‘Cal-
lias,’ I said, ‘if your two sons were foals or calves, there
would be no difficulty in finding some one to put over
them; we should hire a trainer of horses, or a farmer
probably, who would improve and perfect them in their
own proper virtue and excellence; but as they are humat-
beings, whom are you thinking of placing over them:
Is there any one who understands the excellence whick
belongs to men and to citizens? You must have thought
about the matter, for you have sons; is there any one:’
“There is,’ he said. ‘Who is he?’ said I; ‘and of what
country? and what does he charge?’ ‘Evenus the Parian,’
he replied; ‘he is the man, and his charge is five minae.’
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Happy is Evenus, I said to myself, if he really has this
wisdom, and teaches at such a moderate charge. Had
I the same, I should have been very proud and con-
ceited; but the truth is that I have no knowledge of the
kind.

I dare say, Athenians, that some one among you will
reply, ‘Yes, Socrates, but what is the origin of these
accusations which are brought against you; there must
have been something strange which you have been do-
ing? All these rumours and this talk about you would
never have arisen if you had been like other men: tell
us, then, what is the cause of them, for we should be
sorry to judge hastily of you.’ Now I regard this as a
fair challenge, and I will endeavour to explain to you
the reason why I am called wise and have such an evil
fame. Please to attend then. And although some of you
may think that I am joking, I declare that I will tell
you the entire truth.

Men of Athens, this reputation of mine has come of
a certain sort of wisdom which I possess. If you ask me
what kind of wisdom, I reply, wisdom such as may
perhaps be attained by man, for to that extent I am in-
clined to believe that I am wise; whereas the persons of
whom I was speaking have a superhuman wisdom,
which I may fail to describe, because I have it not my-
self; and he who says that I have, speaks falsely, and is
taking away my character. And here, men of Athens,
41 must beg you not to interrupt with your noise even if
.4 seem to be boasting. For the word which I will speak
ds not mine. I will refer you to a witness who is worthy
of credit; that witness shall be the god of Delphi—he
will tell you about my wisdom, if I have any, and of
twhat sort it is. You must have known Chaerephon; he
was early a friend of mine, and also a friend of your
democracy, for he shared in the recent exile of the peo-
ple, and returned with you. Well, Chaerephon, as you
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know, was very impetuous in all his doings, and he
went to Delphi and boldly asked the oracle to tell him
whether—as I was saying, I must beg you not to inter-
rupt—he asked the oracle to tell him whether any one
was wiser than I was, and the Pythian prophetess an-
swered, that there was no man wiser. Chaerephon is
dead himself; but his brother, who is in court, will con-
firm the truth of what I am saying.

Why do I mention this? Because I am going to ex-
plain to you why I have such an evil name. When I
heard the answer, I said to myself, What can the god
mean? and what is the interpretation of his riddle? for
I know that I have no wisdom, small or great. What
then can he mean when he says that I am the wisest
of men? And yet he is a god, and cannot lie; that would
be against his nature. After long consideration, I
thought of a method of trying the question. I reflected
that if I could only find a man wiser than myself, then
I might go to the god with a refutation in my hand. I
should say to him, “Here is a2 man who is wiser than
I am; but you said that I was the wisest. Accordingly
T went to one who had the reputation of wisdom, and
observed him—his name I need not mention; he was a
public figure whom I selected for examination—and
the result was as follows: When I began to talk with
him, T could not help thinking that he was not really
wise, although he was thought wise by many, and still
wiser by himself; and thereupon I tried to explain to
him that he thought himself wise, but was not really
wise; and the consequence was that he hated me, and
his enmity was shared by several who were present and
heard me. So I left him, saying to myself, as I went
away: Well, although I do not suppose that either of us
knows anything really fine and good, I am better off
than he is,—for he knows nothing, and thinks that he
knows; I neither know nor think that I know. In this
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latter particular, then, I seem to have slightly the ad-
vantage of him. Then I went to another who had still
higher pretensions to wisdom, and my conclusion was
exactly the same. Whereupon I made another enemy of
him, and of many others besides him.

Then I went to one man after another, being not un-
conscious of the enmity which I provoked, and I la-
mented and feared this: But necessity was laid upon me,
—the word of the god, I thought, ought to be con-
sidered first. And I said to myself, Go I must to all who
appear to know, and find out the meaning of the oracle.
And I swear to you, Athenians, by the dog I swear!—
for I must tell you the truth—the result of my mission
was just this: I found that the men most in repute were
all but the most foolish; and that others less esteemed
were really wiser and better. I will tell you the tale
of my wanderings and of the ‘Herculean’ labours, as I
may call them, which I endured only to find at last the
oracle irrefutable. After the politicians, I went to the
poets; tragic, dithyrambic, and all sorts. And there, I
said to myself, you will be instantly detected; now you
will find out that you are more ignorant than they are.
Accordingly, I took them some of the most elaborate
passages in their own writings, and asked what was the
meaning of them—thinking that they would teach me
something. Will you believe me? I am almost ashamed
to confess the truth, but I must say that there is hardly
a person present who would not have talked better
about their poetry than they did themselves. Then I
knew that not by wisdom do poets write poetry, but by
a sort of genius and inspiration; they are like diviners
or soothsayers who also say many fine things, but do
not understand the meaning of them. The poets ap-
peared to me to be much in the same case; and I fur-
ther observed that upon the strength of their poetry
they believed themselves to be the wisest of men in



32 PraTo

other things in which they were not wise. So I departed,
conceiving myself to be superior to them for the same
reason that I was superior to the politicians.

At last I went to the artisans, for I was conscious
that I knew nothing at all, as I may say, and I was sure
that they knew many fine things; and here I was not
mistaken, for they did know many things of which I
was ignorant, and in this they certainly were wiser than
I was. But I observed that even the good artisans fell
into the same errors as the poets;—because they were
good workmen they thought that they also knew all sorts
of high matters, and this defect in them overshadowed
their wisdom; and therefore I asked myself on behalf
of the oracle, whether I would like to be as I was,
neither having their knowledge nor their ignorance, or
like them in both; and I made answer to myself and to
the oracle that I was better off as I was.

This investigation has led to my having many enemies
of the worst and most dangerous kind, and has given
occasion also to many calumnies. And I am called a
“wise man,” for my hearers always imagine that I my-
self possess the wisdom which I find wanting in others:
but perhaps the truth is, men of Athens, that the god is
really wise; and by his answer he intends to show that
the wisdom of men is worth little or nothing; he is not
speaking of Socrates, he is only using my name by way
of illustration, as if he said, He, you human beings, is
the wisest, who, like Socrates, knows that his wisdom
is in truth worth nothing. And so I go about the world,
obedient to the god, and search and make enquiry into
the wisdom of any one, whether citizen or stranger, who
appears to be wise; and if he is not wise, then in vindi-
cation of the oracle I show him that he is not wise; and
my occupation quite absorbs me, and I have no time to
give either to any public matter of interest or to any
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concern of my own, but I am in utter poverty by reason
of my devotion to the god.

There is another thing:—young men of the richer
classes, who have nét much to do, come about me of
their own accord; they like to hear the pretenders ex-
amined, and they often imitate me, and proceed to
examine others; there are plenty of persons, as they
quickly discover, who think that they know something,
but really know little or nothing; and then those who
are examined by them instead of being angry with
themselves are angry with me: This confounded Soc-
rates, they say; this villainous misleader of youth!—and
then if somebody asks them, Why, what evil does he
practise or teach? they do not know, and cannot tell;
but in order that they may not appear to be at a loss,
they repeat the ready-made charges which are used
against all philosophers about teaching things up in the
clouds and under the earth, and having no gods, and
making the worse argument appear the stronger; for
they do not like to confess that their pretence of knowl-
edge has been detected—which is the truth; and as they
are numerous and ambitious and energetic; they speak
eamestly and persuasively about me and have filled
your ears with their loud and inveterate calumnies. And
this is the reason why my three accusers, Meletus and
Anytus and Lycon, have set upon me; Meletus, who has
a quarrel with me on behalf of the poets; Anytus, on
behalf of the craftsmen and politicians; Lycon, on be-
half of the rhetoricians: and as I said at the beginning,
I cannot expect to get rid of such a mass of calumny
all in 2 moment. And this, men of Athens, is the truth
and the whole truth; I have concealed nothing, I have
dissembled nothing. And yet, I know that my plainness
of speech makes them hate me, and what is their
hatred but a proof that I am speaking the truth?—
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Hence has arisen the prejudice against me; and this
is the reason of it, as you will find out either in this or
in any future enquiry.

I have said enough in my defence against the first
class of my accusers; I turn to the second class. They
are headed by Meletus, that good man and true lover
of his country, as he calls himself. Against these, too, I
must try to make a defence:—Let their affidavit be
read: it contains something of this kind: It says that
Socrates is a doer of evil, who corrupts the youth; and
who does not believe in the gods of the state, but has
other new divinities of his own. Such is the charge;
and now let us examine the particular counts. He says
that I am a doer of evil, and corrupt the youth; but I
say, men of Athens, that Meletus is a doer of evil, in
that he pretends to be in earnest when he is only in jest,
and is so eager to bring men to trial from a pretended
zeal and interest about matters in which he really never
had the smallest interest. And the truth of this I will
endeavour to prove to you.

Come here, Meletus, tell me: You think it a matter
of great importance, do you not, that the young should
be as good as possible?

Yes, I do.

Come now, tell the gentlemen here who it is who im-
proves them. Obviously you know, for [as your name
signifies] you are a man who cares. You have found the
man who corrupts them, as you say, and are citing and
accusing me before these gentlemen; speak, then, and
tell them further who it is who improves the young.—
Observe, Meletus, that you are silent and have nothing
to say. But is not this rather disgraceful, and a very
considerable proof of what I was saying, that you have
never really cared? Speak up, friend, and tell us who
makes the young better?
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The laws.

But that, my good sir, is not my question. I want to
know who the person is, who, in the first place, knows
the laws.

The judges, Socrates, who are present in court.

What, do you mean to say, Meletus, that they are
able to instruct and improve the young?

Certainly they are.

What, all of them, or some only and not others?

All of them.

By the goddess Hera, that is good news! There are
plenty of improvers, then. And what do you say of the
audience,—~do they improve them?

Yes, they do.

And the senators?

Yes, the senators improve them.

But perhaps the members of the assembly corrupt
them?-—or do they too improve them?

They improve them.

Then every Athenian improves and elevates them; all
with the exception of myself; and I alone am their cor-
rupter? Is that what you affirm?

That is what I stoutly affirm.

I am very unfortunate if you are right. But suppose
I ask you a question: How about horses? Does one man
do them harm and all the world good? Is not the exact
opposite the truth? One man is able to do them good, or
at least not many;—the trainer of horses, that is to say,
does them good, and others who have to do with them
rather injure them? Is not that true, Meletus, of horses,
or of any other animals? Most assuredly it is; whether
you and Anytus say yes or no. Happy indeed would be
the condition of youth if they had one corrupter only,
and all the rest of the world were their improvers. But
you, Meletus, have sufficiently shown that you never had
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a thought about the young: your carelessness is seen in
your not caring about the very things which you bring
against me.

And now, Meletus, I will ask you another question—
by Zeus I will: Which is better, to live among bad
citizens, or among good ones? Answer, friend, I say;
the question is one which may be easily answered. Do
not the good do their neighbours good, and the bad do
them evil?

Certainly.

And is there any one who would rather be injured
than benefited by those who live with him? Answer, my
good friend, the law requires you to answer—does any
one like to be injured?

Certainly not.

And when you accuse me of corrupting and de-
teriorating the youth, do you allege that I corrupt them
intentionally or unintentionally?

Intentionally, I say.

But you have just admitted that the good do their
neighbours good, and evil do them evil. Now, is that a
truth which your superior wisdom has recognized thus
early in life, and am I, at my age, in such darkness and
ignorance as not to know that if a man with whom I
have to live is corrupted by me, I am very likely to be
harmed by him; and yet I corrupt him, and inten-
tionally, too—so you say, although neither I nor any
other human being is ever likely to be convinced by
you. But either I do not corrupt them, or I corrupt
them unintentionally; and on either view of the case
you lie. If my offence is unintentional, the law has no
cognizance of unintentional offences: you ought to have
taken me privately, and warned and admonished me;
for if T had been better advised, I should have left off
doing what I only did unintentionally—no doubt I
should; but you would have nothing to say to me and
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refused to teach me. And now you bring me up in this
court, which is a place not of instruction, but of punish-
ment.

It will be very clear to you, Athenians, as I was say-
ing, that Meletus has no care at all, great or small,
about the matter. But still I should like to know, Mele-
tus, in what I am affirmed to corrupt the young. I sup-
pose you mean, as I infer from your indictment, that I
teach them not to acknowledge the gods which the state
acknowledges, but some other new divinities of spiritual
agencies in their stead. These are the lessons by which
I corrupt the youth, as you say.

Yes, that I say emphatically.

Then, by the gods, Meletus, of whom we are speak-
ing, tell me and the court, in somewhat plainer terms,
what you mean! for I do not as yet understand whether
you affirm that I teach other men to acknowledge some
gods, and therefore that I do believe in gods, and am
not an entire atheist—this you do not lay to my charge,
—but only you say that they are not the same gods
which the city recognizes—the charge is that they are
different gods. Or, do you mean that I am an atheist
simply, and a teacher of atheism?

I mean the latter—that you are a complete atheist.

What an extraordinary statement! Why do you think
so, Meletus? Do you mean that I do not believe in the
godhead of the sun or moon, like other men?

I assure you, judges, that he does not: for he says that
the sun is stone, nd the moon earth.

Friend Meletus, you think that you are accusing
Anaxagoras: and you have but a bad opinion of the
judges, if you fancy them illiterate to such a degree as
not to know that these doctrines are found in the books
of Anaxagoras the Clazomenian, which are full of them.
And so, forsooth, the youth are said to be taught them
by Socrates when they can not infrequently be bought
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in the theatre for a drachma (if the price is high); they
might then laugh at Socrates if he pretends to father
these extraordinary views. But by Zeus, Meletus, do you
really think that I do not believe in any god?

I swear by Zeus that you believe absolutely in none
at all.

Nobody will believe you, Meletus, and I am pretty
sure that you do not believe yourself. I cannot help
thinking, men of Athens, that Meletus is reckless and
impudent, and that he has written this indictment in a
spirit of mere wantonness and youthful bravado. Has he
not compounded a riddle, thinking to try me? He said
to himself:—TI shall see whether the wise Socrates will
discover my facetious contradiction, or whether I shall
be able to deceive him and the rest of them. For he
certainly does appear to me to contradict himself in
the indictment as much as if he said that Socrates is
guilty of not believing in the gods, and yet of believing
in them—but this is not like a person who is in earnest.

I should like you, men of Athens, to join me in ex-
amining what I conceive to be his inconsistency; and do
you, Meletus, answer. And I must remind the audience
of my request that they would not make a disturbance
if I speak in my accustomed manner.

Did ever man, Meletus, believe in the existence of
human things, and not of human beings? . . . I wish,
men of Athens, that he would answer, and not be al-
ways trying to get up an interruption. Did ever any
man believe in horsemanship, and not in horses? or in
flute-playing, and not in flute-players? No, my friend;
I will answer to you and to the court, as you refuse to
answer for yourself. There is no man who ever did. But
now please to answer the next question: Can a man be-
lieve in divine things and not in divinities?

He cannot.
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How lucky I am to have extracted that answer, by
the assistance of the court! But then you swear in the
indictment that I teach and believe in divine things
(new or old, no matter for that); at any rate, I believe
in things—so you say and swear in the affidavit; and
yet if I believe in divine things, how can I help believ-
ing in divinities;—must I not? To be sure I must; and
therefore I may assume that your silence gives consent.
Now do we not say that divinities are either gods or
sons of gods? Yes or no?

Certainly they are.

Then if I believe in divinities, as you yourself admit,
and if the divinities are a kind of gods, that is what I
call your facetious riddle. You say that I do not believe
in gods, and then again that I do believe in gods,
inasmuch as I believe in divinities. For if the divinities
are the illegitimate sons of gods, whether by the nymphs
or by any other mothers, of whom they are said to be
the sons—what human being will ever believe that
there are no gods if they are the sons of gods? You
might as well affirm the existence of mules, and deny
that of horses and asses. Such nonsense, Meletus, could
only have been intended by you to make trial of me.
You have put this into the indictment because you had
nothing real of which to accuse me. But no one who has
a particle of understanding will ever be convinced by
you that the same men can believe in divine and
superhuman things, and yet not believe that there are
gods and demigods and heroes.

I have said enough in answer to the charge of
Meletus: any elaborate defence is unnecessary; but I
know only too well how many are the enmities which
I have incurred, and this is what will be my destruction
if I am destroyed;—not Meletus, nor yet Anytus, but
the prejudice and resentment of the world, which has
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been the death of many good men, and will probably
be the death of many more; there is no danger of my
being the last of them.

Some one will say: And are you not ashamed, Soc-
rates, of a course of life which is likely to bring you
to an untimely end? To him I may fairly answer: There
you are mistaken: a man who is good for anything
ought not to calculate the chance of living or dying;
he ought only to consider whether in doing anything
he is doing right or wrong—acting the part of a good
man or of a bad. Whereas, upon your view, the heroes
who fell at Troy were not good for much, and the son
of Thetis above all, who altogether despised danger
in comparison with disgrace; and when he was so
eager to slay Hector, his goddess mother said to him,
that if he avenged his companion Patroclus, and slew
Hector, he would die himself—‘Fate,’ she said, in
these or the like words, ‘waits for you next after Hector’;
he, receiving this warning, utterly despised danger and
death, and instead of fearing them, feared rather to live
in dishonour, and not to avenge his friend. ‘Let me
die forthwith,” he replies, ‘and be avenged of my
enemy, rather than abide here by the beaked ships, a
laughing-stock and a burden of the earth.” Had Achilles
any thought of death and danger? For wherever a man’s
place is, whether the place which he has chosen or
that in which he has been placed by a commander,
there he ought to remain in the hour of danger; he
should not think of death or of anything but of dis-
grace. And this, O men of Athens, is a true saying.

Strange, indeed, would be my conduct, men of
Athens, if I who, when I was ordered by the generals
whom you chose to command me at Potidaea and
Amphipolis and Delium, remained where they placed
me, like any other man, facing death—if now, when,
as I conceive and imagine, the god orders me to fulfil



ApoLoGY 41

the philosopher’s mission of searching into myself and
other men, I were to desert my post through fear
of death, or any other fear; that would indeed be
strange, and I might justly be arraigned in court for
denying the existence of the gods, if I disobeyed the
oracle because I was afraid of death, fancying that I
was wise when I was not wise. For the fear of death
is indeed the pretence of wisdom, and not real wisdom,
being a pretence of knowing the unknown; and no one
knows whether death, which men in their fear ap-
prehend to be.the greatest evil, may not be the greatest
good. Is not this ignorance of a disgraceful sort, the
ignorance which is the conceit that man knows what
he does not know? And in this respect only I believe
myself to differ from men in general, and may perhaps
claim to be wiser than they are:—that whereas I know
but little of the world below, I do not suppose that
I know: but I do know that injustice and disobedience
to a better, whether god or man, is evil and dis-
honourable, and I will never fear or avoid a possible
good rather than a certain evil.

And therefore if you let me go now, and are not
convinced by Anytus, who said that since I had been
prosecuted I must be put to death (or if not that I
ought never to have been prosecuted at all); and that
if I escape now, your sons will all be utterly ruined
by listening to my words—if you say to me, Socrates,
this time we will not mind Anytus, and you shall be
let off, but upon one condition, that you are not to
enquire and speculate in this way any more, and that
if you are caught doing so again you shall die;—if
this was the condition on which you let me go, I should
reply: Men of Athens, I honour and love you; but I
shall obey the god rather than you, and while I have
life and strength I shall never cease from the practice
and teaching of philosophy, exhorting any one whom
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I meet and saying to him after my manner: You, my
friend,—a citizen of the great and mighty and wise
city of Athens,—are you not ashamed of heaping up
the greatest amount of money and honour and reputa-
tion, and caring so little about wisdom and truth and
the greatest improvement of the soul, which you never
regard or heed at all? And if the person with whom
I am arguing, says: Yes, but I do care; then I do not
leave him or let him go at once; but I proceed to
interrogate and examine and cross-examine him, and
if I think that he has no virtue in him, but only says
that he has, I reproach him with undervaluing the
greater, and overvaluing the less. And I shall repeat
the same words to every one whom I meet, young and
old, citizen and alien, but especially to the citizens,
inasmuch as they are my brethren. For know that this
is the command of the god; and I believe that no
greater good has ever happened in the state than my
service to the god. For I do nothing but go about
persuading you all, old and young alike, not to take
thought for your persons or your properties, but first
and chiefly to care about the greatest improvement of
the soul. I tell you that virtue is not given by money,
but that from virtue comes money and every other good
of man, public as well as private. This is my teaching,
and if this is the doctrine which corrupts the youth,
I am a mischievous person. But if any one says that
this is not my teaching, he is speaking an untruth.
Therefore, men of Athens, I say to you, do as Anytus
bids or not as Anytus bids, and either acquit me or not;
but whichever you do, understand that I shall never
alter my ways, not even if I have to die many times.
Men of Athens, do not interrupt, but hear me; there
was an understanding between us that you should hear
me to the end: I have something more to say, at
which you may be inclined to cry out; but I believe
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that to hear me will be good for you, and therefore
I beg that you will not cry out. I would have you
know, that if you kill such an one as I am, you will
injure yourselves more than you will injure me. Nothing
will injure me, not Meletus nor yet Anytus—they can-
not, for a bad man is not permitted to injure a better
than himself. I do not deny that Anytus may, perhaps,
kill him, or drive him into exile, or deprive him of
civil rights; and he may imagine, and others may
imagine, that he is inflicting a great injury upon him:
but there I do not agree. For the evil of doing as
he is doing—the evil of unjustly taking away the life
of another—is greater far.

And now, Athenians, I am not going to argue for
my own sake, as you may think, but for yours, that you
may not sin against the god by condemning me, who
am his gift to you. For if you kill me you will not
easily find a successor to me, who, if I may use such
a ludicrous figure of speech, am a sort of gadfly, given
to the state; and the state is a great and noble steed
who is tardy in his motions owing to his very size, and
requires to be stirred into life. I am that gadfly which
the god has attached to the state, and all day long
and in all places am always fastening upon you,
arousing and persuading and reproaching you. You will
not easily find another like me, and therefore I would
advise you to spare me. I dare say that you may feel
out of temper (like a person who is suddenly awakened
from sleep), and you think that you might easily strike
me dead as Anytus advises, and then you would sleep
on for the remainder of your lives, unless God in his
care of you sent you another gadfly. When I say that
1 am given to you by the god, the proof of my mission
is this:—if I had been like other men, I should not
have neglected all my own concerns or patiently seen
the neglect of them during all these years, and have
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been doing yours, coming to you individually like a
father or elder brother, exhorting you to regard virtue;
such conduct, I say, would be unlike human nature.
If I had gained anything, or if my exhortations had
been paid, there would have been some sense in my
doing so; but now, as you will perceive, not even the
impudence of my accusers dares to say that I have ever
exacted or sought pay of any one; of that they have no
witness. And I have a sufficient witness to the truth of
what I say—my poverty.

Some one may wonder why I go about in private
giving advice and busying myself with the concerns of
others, but do not venture to come forward in public
and advise the state. I will tell you why. You have
heard me speak at sundry times and in divers places of
an oracle or sign which comes to me, and is the divinity
which Meletus ridicules in the indictment. This sign,
which is a kind of voice, first began to come to me
when I was a child; it always forbids but never com-
mands me to do anything which I am going to do.
This is what deters me from being a politician. And
rightly, as I think. For I am certain, men of Athens,
that if I had engaged in politics, I should have perished
long ago, and done no good either to you or to myself.
And do not be offended at my telling you the truth:
for the truth is, that no man who goes to war with you
or any other multitude, honestly striving against the
many lawless and unrighteous deeds which are done in
a state, will save his life; he who will fight for the
right, if he would live even for a brief space, must
have a private station and not a public one.

I can give you convincing evidence of what I say, not
words only, but what you value far more—actions. Let
me relate to you a passage of r.y own life which will
prove to you that I should never have yielded to
injustice from any fear of death, and that ‘as I should
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have refused to yield’ I must have died at once. I
will tell you a tale of the courts, not very interesting
perhaps, but nevertheless true. The only office of state
which I ever held, O men of Athens, was that of
senator: the tribe Antiochis, which is my tribe, had
the presidency at the trial of the generals who had not
taken up the bodies of the slain after the battle of
Arginusae; and you proposed to try them in a body,
contrary to law, as you all thought afterwards; but at
the time I was the only one of the Prytanes who was
opposed to the illegality, and I gave my vote against
you; and when the orators threatened to impeach and
arrest me, and you called and shouted, I made up my
mind that I would run the risk, having law and justice
with me, rather than take part in your injustice because
I feared imprisonment and death. This happened in
the days of the democracy. But when the oligarchy of
the Thirty was in power, they sent for me and four
others into the rotunda, and bade us bring Leon the
Salaminian from Salamis, as they wanted te put him
to death. This was a specimen of the sort of commands
which they were always giving with the view of im-
plicating as many as possible in their crimes; and then
I showed, not in word only but in deed, that, if-I may
be allowed to use such an expression, I cared not a
straw for death, and that my great and only care was
lest I should do an unrighteous or unholy thing. For the
strong arm of that oppressive power did not frighten
me into doing wrong; and when we came out of the
rotunda the other four went to Salamis and fetched
Leon, but I went quietly home. For which I might
have lost my life, had not the power of the Thirty
shortly afterwards come to an end. And many will
witness to my words.

Now do you really imagine that I could have sur-
vived all these years, if I had led a public life, sup-
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posing that like a good man I had always maintained
the right and had made justice, as I ought, the first
thing? No indeed, men of Athens, neither I nor any
other man. But I have been always the same in all
my actions, public as well as private, and never have I
yielded any base compliance to those who are slan-
derously termed my disciples, or to any other. Not that
I have any regular disciples. But if any one likes to
come and hear me while I am pursuing my mission,
whether he be young or old, he is not excluded. Nor
do I converse only with those who pay; but any one,
whether he be rich or poor, may ask and answer me
and listen to my words; and whether he turns out
to be 2 bad man or a good one, neither result can be
justly imputed to me; for I never taught or professed
to teach him anything. And if any one says that he has
ever learned or heard anything from me in private
which all the world has not heard, let me tell you that
he is lying.

But I shall be asked, Why do people delight in
continually conversing with you? I have told you
already, Athenians, the whole truth about this matter:
they like to hear the cross-examination of the pre-
tenders to wisdom; there is amusement in it. Now this
duty of cross-examining other men has been imposed
upon me by God; and has been signified to me by
oracles, visions, and in every way in which the will of
divine power was ever intimated to any one. This is
true, Athenians; or, if not true, would be soon refuted.
If I am or have been corrupting the youth, those of
them who are now grown up and become sensible that
I gave them bad advice in the days of their youth
should come forward as accusers, and take their
revenge; or if they do not like to come themselves, some
of their relatives, fathers, brothers, or other kinsmen,
should say what evil their families have suffered at my
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hands. Now is their time. Many of them I see in the
court. There is Crito, who is of the same age and of
the same deme with myself, and there is Critobulus
his son, whom I also see. Then again there is Lysanias
of Sphettus, who is the father of Aeschines—he is
present; and also there is Antiphon of Cephisus, who
is the father of Epigenes; and there are the brothers
of several who have associated with me. There is
Nicostratus the son of Theozotides, and the brother of
Theodotus (now Theodotus himself is dead, and there-
fore he, at any rate, will not seek to stop him); and
there is Paralus the son of Demodocus, who had a
brother Theages; and Adeimantus the son of Ariston,
whose brother Plato is present; and Aeantodorus, who
is the brother of Apollodorus, whom I also see. I might
mention a great many others, some of whom Meletus
should have produced as witnesses in the course of his
speech; and let him still produce them, if he has for-
gotten—I will make way for him. And let him say,
if he has any testimony of the sort which he can
produce. Nay, Athenians, the very opposite is the truth.
For all these are ready to witness on behalf of the
corrupter, of the injurer of their kindred, as Meletus
and Anytus call me; not the corrupted youth only—
there might have been a motive for that—but their
uncorrupted elder relatives. Why should they too sup-
port me with their testimony? Why, indeed, except
for the sake of truth and justice, and because they know
that I am speaking the truth, and that Meletus is a
liar.

Well, Athenians, this and the like of this is all the
defence which I have to offer. Yet a word more.
Perhaps there may be some one who is offended at
me, when he calls to mind how he himself on a
similar, or even a less serious occasion, prayed and
entreated the judges with many tears, and how he
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produced his children in court, which was a moving
spectacle, together with a host of relations and friends;
whereas I, who am probably in danger of my life, will
do none of these things. The contrast may occur to
his mind, and he may be set against me, and vote in
anger because he is displeased at me on this account.
Now if there be such a person among you,—mind, I
do not say that there is,—to him I may fairly reply:
My friend, I am a man, and like other men, a creature
of flesh and blood, and not ‘of wood or stone,’ as
Homer says; and I have a family, yes, and sons,
Athenians, three in number, one almost a man, and
two others who are still young; and yet I will not bring
any of them hither in order to petition you for an
acquittal. And why not? Not from any self-assertion
or want of respect for you. Whether I am or am not
afraid of death is another question, of which I will not
now speak. But, having regard to public opinion, I
feel that such conduct would be discreditable to my-
self, and to you, and to the whole state. One who has
reached my years, and who has a name for wisdom,
ought not to demean himself. Whether this opinion of
me be deserved or not, at any rate the world has
decided that Socrates is in some way superior to
other men. And if those among you who are said to
be superior in wisdom and courage, and any other vir-
tue, demean themselves in this way, how shameful is
their conduct! I have seen men of reputation, when
they have been condemned, behaving in the strangest
manner: Jthey seemed to fancy that they were going
to suffer something dreadful if they died, and that they
could be immortal if you only allowed them to live;
and I think that such are a dishonour to the state, and
that any stranger coming in would have said of them
that the most eminent men of Athens, to whom the
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Athenians themselves give honour and command, are
no better than women. And I say that these things ought
not to be done by those of us who have a reputation;
and if they are done, you ought not to permit them;
you ought rather to show that you are far more dis-
posed to condemn the man who gets up a doleful
scene and makes the city ridiculous, than him who
holds his peace.

But, setting aside the question of public opinion,
there seems to be something wrong in asking a favour
of a judge, and thus procuring an acquittal, instead
of informing and convincing him. For his duty is, not
to make a present of justice, but to give judgment; and
he has sworn that he will judge according to the laws,
and not according to his own good pleasure; and we
ought not to encourage you, nor should you allow
yourself to be encouraged, in this habit of perjury—
there can be no piety in that. Do not then require me
to do what I consider dishonourable and impious and
wrong, especially now, when I am being tried for
impiety on the indictment of Meletus. For if, O men
of Athens, by force of persuasion and entreaty I could
overpower your oaths, then I should be teaching you to
believe that there are no gods, and in defending should
simply convict myself of the charge of not believing in
them. But that is not so—far otherwise. For I do
believe that there are gods, and in a sense higher than
that in which any of my accusers believe in them. And
to you and to God I commit my cause, to be determined
by you as is best for you and me.

The jury is now polled, and Socrates is found guilty by
280 votes to 220. The next procedure is for the defense
to offer an alternative penalty to that asked by the
prosecution,
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There are many reason why I am not grieved, O men
of Athens, at the vote of condemnation. I expected it,
and am only surprised that the votes are so nearly
equal; for I had thought that the majority against
me would have been far larger; but now, had thirty
votes gone over to the other side, I should have been
acquitted. And I may say, I think, that as far as
Meletus is concerned I have been acquitted. I may
say more; for without the assistance of Anytus and
Lycon, any one may see that he would not have had
a fifth part of the votes, as the law’ requires, in which
case he would have incurred a fine of a thousand
drachmae.

And so he proposes death as the penalty. And what
shall I propose on my part, men of Athens? Clearly that
which is my due. And what is my due? What return
shall be made to the man who has never had the wit
to be idle during his whole life; but has been careless
of what the many care for—wealth, and family interests,
and military offices, and speaking in the assembly, and
magistracies, and plots, and parties. Reflecting that I
was really too honest a man to be a politician and
live, I did not go where I could do no good to you or
to myself; but where I could do the greatest good
privately to every one of you, thither I went, and
sought to persuade every man among you that he must
look to himself, and seek virtue and wisdom before he
looks to his private interests, and look to the state
before he looks to the interests of the state; and that
this should be the order which he observes in all his
actions. What shall be done to such an one? Doubtless
some good thing, men of Athens, if he has his reward;
and the good should be of a kind suitable to him. What
would be a reward suitable to a poor man who is your
benefactor, and who desires leisure that he may instruct
you? There can be no reward so fitting as maintenance
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in the Prytaneum, O men of Athens, a reward which
he deserves far more than the citizen who has won the
prize at Olympia in the horse or chariot race, whether
the chariots were drawn by two horses or by many.
For I am in want, and he has enough; and he only
gives you the appearance of happiness, and I give you
the reality. And If I am to estimate the penalty fairly,
I should say that maintenance in the Prytaneum is the
just return.

Perhaps you think that I am braving you in what
I am saying now, as in what I said before about the
tears and prayers. But this is not so. I speak rather
because I am convinced that I never intentionally
wronged any one, although I cannot convince you—the
time has been too short; if there were a law at Athens,
as there is in other cities, that a capital cause should
not be decided in one day, then I believe that I should
have convinced you. But I cannot in a2 moment refute
great slanders; and, as I am convinced that I never
wronged another, I will assuredly not wrong myself.
I will not say of myself that I deserve any evil, or
propose any penalty. Why should I? Because I am
afraid of the penalty of death which Meletus proposes?
When I do not know whether death is a good or
an evil, why should I propose a penalty which would
certainly be an evil? Shall I say imprisonment? And
why should I live in prison, and be the slave of the
magistrates of the year—of the Eleven? Or shall the
penalty be a fine, and imprisonment until the fine is
paid? There is the same objection. I should have to lie
in prison, for money I have none, and cannot pay. And
if 1 say exile (and this may possibly be the penalty
which you will affix), I must indeed be blinded by the
love of life, if I am so irrational as to expect that when
you, who are my own citizens, cannot endure my
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discourses and words, and have found them so grievous
and odious that you will have no more of them, others
are likely to endure me. No indeed, men of Athens, that
is not very likely. And what a life should I lead, at
my age, wandering from city to city, ever changing my
place of exile, and always being driven out! For I am
quite sure that wherever I go, there, as here, the young
men will flock to me; and if I drive them away, their
elders will drive me out at their request; and if I let
them come, their fathers and friends will drive me out
for their sakes.

Some one will say: Yes, Socrates, but cannot you
hold your tongue, and then you may go into a foreign
city, and no one will interfere with you? Now I have
great difficulty in making you understand my answer
to this. For if I tell you that to do as you say would
be a disobedience to the god, and therefore that I
cannot hold my tongue, you will not believe that I
am serious; and if I say again that daily to discourse
about virtue, and of those other things about which
you hear me examining myself and others, is the
greatest good of man, and that the unexamined life is
not worth living, you are still less likely to believe me.
Yet I say what is true, although a thing of which it is
hard for me to persuade you. Also, I have never been
accustomed to think that I deserve to suffer any harm.
Had I money I might have estimated the offence at
what I was able to pay, and not have been much the
worse. But I have none, and therefore I must ask you
to proportion the fine to my means. Well, perhaps I
could afford a mina, and therefore I propose that
penalty: Plato, Crito, Critobulus, and Apollodorus, my
friends here, bid me say thirty minae, and they will
be the sureties. Let thirty minae be the penalty; for
which sum they will be ample security to you.
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The alternative proposal is rejected and Socrates is con-
demned to death. The final portion of his discourse is
delivered apparently while the officials are busy with
their documents.

Not much time will be gained, Athenians, in return
for the evil name which you will get from the
detractors of the city, who will say that you killed
Socrates, a wise man; for they will call me wise, even
although I am not wise, when they want to reproach
you. If you had waited a little while, your desire would
have been fulfilled in the course of nature. For I am
far advanced in years, as you may perceive, and not far
from death. I am speaking now not to all of you, but
only to those who have condemned me to death. And
I have another thing to say to them: You think that
I was convicted because I had no words of the sort
which would have procured my acquittal—I mean, if
I had thought fit to leave nothing undone or unsaid.
Not so; the deficiency which led to my conviction was
not of words—certainly not. But I had not the boldness
or impudence or inclination to address you as you
would have liked me to do, weeping and wailing and
lamenting, and saying and doing many things which you
have been accustomed to hear from others, and which;
as I maintain, are unworthy of me. I thought at the
time that I ought not to do anything common or mean
when in danger: nor do I now repent of the style of
my defence; I would rather die having spoken after my
manner, than speak in your manner and live. For
neither in war nor yet at law ought I or any man
to use every way of escaping death. Often in battle there
can be no doubt that if a man will throw away his
arms, and fall on his knees before his pursuers, he may
escape death; and in other dangers there are other ways
of escaping death, if a man is willing to say and do
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anything. The difficulty, my friends, is not to avoid
death, but to avoid unrighteousness; for that runs faster
than death. I am old and move slowly, and the slower
runner has overtaken me, and my accusers are keen
and quick, and the faster runner, who is unrighteous-
pess, has overtaken them. And now I depart hence
condemned by you to suffer the penalty of death,—
they too go their ways condemned by the truth to suf-
fer the penalty of villainy and wrong; and I must
abide by my award—let them abide by theirs. I sup-
pose that these things may be regarded as fated,—and
I think that they are well.

And now, you men who have condemned me, I
would fain prophesy to you; for I am about to die, and
in the hour of death men are gifted with prophetic
power. And I prophesy to you who are my murderers,
that immediately after my departure punishment far
beavier than you have inflicted on me will surely
await you. Me you have killed because you wanted
to escape the accuser, and not to give an account of
your lives. But that will not be as you suppose: far
otherwise. For I say that there will be more accusers
of you than there are now; accusers whom hitherto I
have restrained: and as they are younger they will be
more inconsiderate with you, and you will be more
offended at them. If you think that by killing men you
can prevent some one from censuring your evil lives,
you are mistaken; that is not a way of escape which is
either possible or honourable; the easiest and the
noblest way is not to be suppressing others, but to
be improving yourselves. This is the prophecy which
I utter before my departure to the judges who have
condemned me.

Friends, who would have acquitted me, I would like
also to talk with you about the thing which has come
to pass, while the magistrates are busy, and before I
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go to the place at which I must die. Stay then a little,
for we may as well talk with one another while there
is time. You are my friends, and I should like to show
you the meaning of this event which has happened to
me. My judges—for you I may truly call judges—I
should like to tell you of a wonderful circumstance.
Hitherto my divine monitor has constantly been in the
habit of opposing me even about trifles, if I was going
to make a slip or error in any matter; and now as
you see there has come upon me that which may be
thought, and is generally believed to be, the last and
worst evil, But the oracle made no sign of .opposition,
either when I was leaving my house in the moming,
or when I was on my way to the court, or while I was
speaking, at anything which I was going to say; and
yet I have often been stopped in the middle of a
speech, but now in nothing I either said or did touch-
ing the matter in hand has the oracle opposed me.
What do I take to be the explanation of this silence?
I will tell you. It is an intimation that what has hap-
pened to me is a good, and that those of us who think
that death is an evil are in error. For the customary
sign would surely have opposed me had I been going
to evil and not to good.

Let us reflect in another way, and we shall see that
there is great reason to hope that death is a good; for
one of two things—either death is a state of nothingness
and utter unconsciousness, or, as men say, there is a
change and migration of the soul from this world to
another. Now if you suppose that there is no con-
sciousness, but a sleep like the sleep of him who is
undisturbed even by dreams, death will be an un-
speakable gain. For if a person were to select the
night in which his sleep was undisturbed even by
dreams, and were to compare with this the other days
and nights of his life, and then were to tell us how
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many days and nights he had passed in the course of
his life better and more pleasantly than this one, I
think that any man, I will not say a private man, but
even the great king will not find many such days or
nights, when compared with the others. Now if death
be of such a nature, I say that to die is gain; for
etemnity is then only a single night. But if death is the
journey to another place, and there, as men say all
the dead abide, what good, my friends and judges, can
be greater than this? If indeed when the pilgrim arrives
in the world belaw, he is delivered from the professors
of justice in this world, and finds the true judges who
are said to give judgment there, Minos and Rhadaman-
thus and Aeacus and Triptolemus, and other sons of
the gods who were righteous in their own life, that
pilgrimage will be worth making. What would not a
man give if he might converse with Orpheus and
Musaeus and Hesiod and Homer? Nay, if this be true,
let me die again and again. I myself, too, shall have
a wonderful interest in there meeting and conversing
with Palamedes, and Ajax the son of Telamon, and any
other ancient hero who has suffered death through an
unjust judgment; and there will be no small pleasure,
as I think, in comparing my own sufferings with theirs.
Above all, I shall then be able to continue my search
into true and false knowledge; as in this world, so
also in the next; and I shall find out who is wise, and
who pretends to be wise, and is not. What would not
a man give, my judges, to be able to examine the leader
of the great Trojan expedition; or Odysseus or Sisyphus,
or numberless others, men and women too! What in-
finite delight would there be in conversing with them
and asking them questions! In another world they do
not put a man to death for asking questions: assuredly
not. For besides being happier than we are in other
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ways, they will be immortal, if what we are told is
true.

And you too, my judges, must regard death hopefully
and must know of a certainty that no evil can happen
to a good man, either in life or after death. He and
his are not neglected by the gods; nor has my own
approaching end happened by mere chance. But I see
clearly that the time had arrived when it was better
for me to die and be released from trouble; that is why
the oracle gave no sign. For the same reason, also, I
am not angry with my condemners, or with my ac-
cusers; they have done me no harm, although they
did not mean to do me any good; and for this I may
blame them.

Still T have a favour to ask of them. When my sons
are grown up, I would ask you, my friends, to punish
them; and I would have you trouble them, as I have
troubled you, if they seem to care about riches, or
anything, more than about virtue; or if they pretend
to be something when they are really nothing,—then
reprove them, as I have reproved you, for not caring
for what they ought, and for thinking that they are
something when they are really nothing. And if you
do this, both I and my sons will have received justice
at your hands.

e hour of departure has arrived, and we go our
ways—I to die, and you to live, Which is better God
only knows.






Crito

PERSONS: Socrates, Crito
sceNE: The prison of Socrates

Socrates. Why have you come at this hour, Crito? It
must be quite early?

Crito. Yes, very early.

Soc. About what time?

Cr. The dawn is breaking.

Soc. I wonder that the keeper of the prison would let
you in.

Cr. He knows me because I come often, Socrates;
besides, I have done him a kindness.

Soc. And are you only just arrived?

Cr. No, I came some time ago.

Soc. Then why did you sit and say nothing, instead
of awakening me at once?

Cr. Never, Socrates. I only wish I myself were not
so sleepless and distressed. Your peaceful slumbers I
have been watching with amazement. I have purposely
refrained from awakening you, so that you might pass
the time as pleasantly as possible. I have always thought
you to be of a happy disposition, but never did I see
anything like the easy, tranquil manner in which you
bear this calamity.

Soc. Why, Crito, when a man has reached my age
he ought not to be repining at the approach of death.

59
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Cr. And yet other men as old find themselves in
similar misfortunes, and age does not prevent them
from repining.

Soc. That is true. But you have not told me why
you come at this early hour.

Cr. I come to bring you a message which is sad and
painful; not, as I believe, to yourself, but to all of us
who are your friends, and saddest of all to me.

Soc. What? Has the ship come from Delos, on the
arrival of which I am to die?

Cr. No, the ship has not actually arrived, but she
will probably be here today, as I hear from people
come from Sunium who left her there. It is clear from
what they say that she will be here today, and so
tomorrow, Socrates, your life will have to end.

Soc. Well, Crito, may it be for the best! If such is
the will of the gods, so be it. However, I do not think
that the ship will arrive today.

Cr. What is your reason for mot thinking so?

Soc. I will tell you. I am to die on the day after the
arrival of the ship?*

Cr. Yes, that is what the authorities say.

Soc. But I do not think that the ship will be here
until tomorrow; this I infer from a dream which I had
during the night, just a little while ago. Perhaps it was
fortunate that you did not wake me.

Cr. What was the nature of the dream?

Soc. There appeared to me the likeness of 2 woman,
fair and comely, clothed in white garments, who called
to me and said: O Socrates,

The third day hence to fertile Plithea shalt thou go.t

_'Gn'mina.ls could not be executed while the sacred
ship was on a mission.
t Iliad 9.363.
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Cr. What a singular dream, Socrates!

Soc. But the meaning is clear enough, Crito, as it
seems to me.

Cr. Yes; the meaning is only too clear. But, my be-
loved Socrates, let me entreat you once more to take
my advice and escape. If you die it will bring me more
than a single disaster: besides losing such a friend as I
can never find again, people who do not know you and
me well will believe that I might have saved you if I
had been willing to spend money, but that I did not
care. Now can there be a worse disgrace than this—that
a man should be thought to value money more than his
friends? For the many will not be persuaded that I
wanted you to escape and that you refused.

Soc. But why, my dear Crito, should we care about
the opinion of the many? Good men, and theirs are the
only opinions worth considering, will think that these
things were done as they were in fact done.

Cr. But you see, Socrates, that the opinion even of
the many must be regarded, for what is now happening
shows that they can do almost the greatest evil, and
not merely trifling annoyances, to anyone who has lost
their good opinion.

Soc. I only wish that the many could do the greatest
evil, for then they would also be able to do the greatest
good—and what a fine thing that would be! But in real-
ity they can do neither; they cannot make a man either
wise or foolish, and whatever they do is the result of
chance.

Cr. That point I will not dispute with you. But tell
me this, Socrates. Are you not acting out of regard to
me and your other friends, are you not afraid that if
you escape from prison we may get into trouble with
the informers for having stolen you away, and lose
either the whole or a great part of our property, or even
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incur other punishment besides? If you fear on our ac-
count be at ease; for in order to save you we ought
surely to Tun this or even greater risk, if necessary. Be
persuaded, then, and do as I say.

Soc. Yes, Crito, that is one fear which I am consider-
ing, but by no means the only one.

Cr. On that score have no fear. There are persons
who are willing to save you and carry you away at no
great cost. As for the informers, don’t you see how
cheap they are? A little money will satisfy them. My
means, which I imagine are ample, are at your service,
and if you have any scruple about spending all mine,
here are foreigners who will give you the use of theirs.
One of them, Simmias the Theban, has brought a large
sum of money for this very purpose, and Cebes and
many others are ready. I say, therefore, do not hesitate
to save yourself on our account, and do not say, as you
did in the court, that you will find it difficult to know
what to do with yourself if you went away. Men will
love you in other places, wherever you go. There are
friends of mine in Thessaly, if you like to go to them,
who will value and protect you, and no Thessalian will
give you any trouble.

Besides, Socrates, I cannot think that it is even right
for you to undertake this course—to betray your life
when you might be saved. In persisting in it you are
playing into the hands of your enemies, who are so eager
to destroy you. And further I should say that you are
deserting your own children. You might bring them up
and educate them, and instead you go away and leave
them; they will have to take their chance, and if they
do not meet with the usual fate of orphans there will
be small thanks to you. Either a man should not beget
children, or else he should persevere to the end in their
nurture and education. But you appear to be choosing
the easier part, not the better and manlier—and all your
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life you have professed that you cared for virtue. In-
deed, I am ashamed not only of you, but of us who are
your friends, when I reflect that the whole business will
be attributed entirely to our want of courage. The trial
need never have come on, or might have been managed
differently; and this last act, or crowning folly, will
seem to have occurred through our negligence and
cowardice, who might have saved you, if we had been
good for anything; and you might have saved yourself,
for there was no difficulty at all. See now, Socrates, how
sad and discreditable are the consequences, both to us
and you. Make up your mind then, or rather have your
mind already made up, for the time of deliberation is
over, and there is only one thing to be done, which must
be done this very night, and if we delay at all will be
no longer practicable or possible; I beseech you there-
fore, Socrates, be persuaded by me, and do as I say.
Soc. Dear Crito, your zeal is invaluable, if a right
one; but if wrong, the greater the zeal the greater the
danger; and therefore we ought to consider whether I
shall or shall not do as you say. For I am and always have
been one of those natures who must be guided by rea-
son, whatever the reason may be which upon reflection
appears to me to be the best; and now that this chance
has befallen me, I cannot repudiate my own words: the
principles which I have hitherto honoured and revered
I still honour, and unless we can at once find other and
better principles, I am certain not to agree with you; no,
not even if the power of the multitude could inflict
many more imprisonments, confiscations, deaths, fright-
ening us like children with hobgoblin terrors. What will
be the fairest way of considering the question? Shall I
return to your old argument about the opinions of men?
—we were saying that some of them are to be regarded,
and others not. Now were we right in maintaining this
before I was condemned? And has the argument which
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was once good now proved to be talk for the sake of
talking—mere childish nonsense? That is what I want
to consider with your help, Crito:—whether, under my
present circumstances, the argument appears to be in
any way different or not; and is to be allowed by me
or disallowed. That argument, which, as I believe, is
maintained by many persons of authority, was to the
effect, as I was saying, that the opinions of some men
are to be regarded, and of other men not to be re-
garded. In heaven’s name, Crito, do you not think they
were right? Now you, Crito, are not going to die to-
morrow—at least, there is no human probability of this
—and therefore you are disinterested and not liable to
be deceived by the circumstances in which you are
placed. Tell me then, whether I am right in saying that
some opinions, and the opinions of some men only, are
to be valued, and that other opinions, and the opinions
of other men, are not to be valued. I ask you whether
I was right in maintaining this?

Cr. Certainly.

Soc. The good are to be regarded, and not the bad?

Cr. Yes.

Soc. And the opinions of the wise are good, and the
opinions of the unwise are evil?

Cr. Certainly.

Soc. And what was said about another matter? Is the
pupil who devotes himself to the practice of gymnastics
supposed to attend to the praise and blame and opinion
of every man, or of one man only—his physician or
trainer, whoever he may be?

Cr. Of one man only.

Soc. And he ought to fear the censure and welcome
the praise of that one only, and not of the many?

Cr. Clearly so.

Soc. And he ought to act and train, and eat and
drink in the way which seems good to his single master
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who has understanding, rather than according to the
opinion of all other men put together?

Cr. True.

Soc. And if he disobeys and disregards the opinion
and approval of the one, and regards the opinion of
the many who have no understanding, will he not
suffer?

Cr. Certainly he will.

Soc. And what will the evil be, whither tending and
what affecting, in the disobedient person?

Cr. Clearly, affecting the body; that is what is de-
stroyed by the evil.

Soc. Very good; and is not this true, Crito, of other
things which we need not separately enumerate? In
questions of just and unjust, fair and foul, good and
evil, which are the subjects of our present consultation,
ought we to follow the opinion of the many and to fear
them; or the opinion of the one man who has under-
standing? ought we not to fear and reverence him more
than all the rest of the world: and if we desert him
shall we not destroy and injure that principle in us
which may be assumed to be improved by justice and
deteriorated by injustice? Or is there nothing in this?

Cr. Certainly there is, Socrates.

Soc. Take a parallel instance:—if, acting under the
advice of those who have no understanding, we destroy
that which is improved by health and is deteriorated
by disease, would life be worth having? And that which
has been destroyed is—the body?

Cr. Yes.

Soc. Could we live, having an evil and corrupted
body?

Cr. Certainly not.

Soc. And will life be worth having, if that part of
man be destroyed, which is improved by justice and de-
praved by injustice? Do we suppose that principle,
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whatever it may be in man, which has to do with jus-
tice and injustice, to be inferior to the body?

Cr. Certainly not.

Soc. More honourable than the body?

Cr. Far more.

Soc. Then, my friend, we must not regard what the
many say of us: but what he, the one man who has
understanding of just and unjust, will say, and what
the truth will say. And therefore you begin in error
when you advise that we should regard the opinion of
the many about just and unjust, good and evil, honour-
able and dishonourable—‘Well,” some one will say, ‘but
the many can kill us.’

Cr. Yes, Socrates; that will clearly be the answer.,

Soc. And it is true: but still I find, my friend, that
the old argument is unshaken as ever. And I should like
to know whether I may say the same of another prop-
osition—that not life, but a good life, is to be chiefly
valued?

Cr. Yes, that also remains unshaken,

Soc. And a good life is equivalent to a just and hon-
ourable one—that holds also?

Cr. Yes, it does.

Soc. From these premises I proceed to argue the
question whether I ought or ought not to try and escape
without the consent of the Athenians: and if I am
clearly right in escaping, then I will make the attempt;
but if not, I will abstain. The other considerations which
you mention, of money and loss of character and the
duty of educating one’s children, are, I fear, only the
doctrines of the multitude, who would be as ready to
restore people to life, if they were able, as they are to
put them to death—and with as little reason. But now,
since our argument so constrains us, the only question
which remains to be considered is whether we shall do
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rightly either in escaping or in suffering others to aid in
our escape and paying them in money and thanks, or
whether in reality we shall not do rightly in following
this course. And if it should appear that the course is
wrong, then death or any other calamity which may
ensue on my quietly remaining here must not be al-
lowed to enter into the calculation against the question
of doing wrong.

Cr. I think you are right, Socrates. How then shall
we proceed?

Soc. Let us consider the matter together, my friend,
and do you either refute me if you can, and I will be
convinced; or else cease, dear fellow, from repeating to
me that I ought to escape against the wishes of the
Athenians. Your approval of my course means much to
me, and I should not like to act against your will. Now
please consider whether my first position ‘satisfies you,
and try to answer my questions to the best of your be-
Lief.

Cr. I will do my best.

Soc. Are we to say that we are never intentionally to
do wrong, or that in one way we ought and in another
way we ought not to do wrong, or is doing wrong al-
ways evil and dishonourable, as we have already agreed?
Have all our former admissions been overtumed in
these few days? And have we, at our age, been earnestly
discoursing with one another all our life long only to dis-
cover that we are no better than children? Or, in spite
of the opinion of the many, and in spite of consequences
whether better or worse, shall we insist on the truth of
what was then said that injustice is always an evil and
dishonour to him who acts unjustly? Shall we say so or
not?

Cr. Yes.

Soc. Then we must do no wrong?
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Cr. Certainly not.

Soc. Nor when injured injure in return, as the many
imagine; for we must injure no one at all?

Cr. Clearly not.

Soc. Again, Crito, may we do evil?

Cr. Surely not, Socrates.

Soc. And what of doing evil in return for evil, which
is the morality of the many—is that just or not?

Cr. Not just.

Soc. For doing evil to another is the same as injuring
him?

Cr. Very true.

Soc. Then we ought not to retaliate or render evil for
evil to any one, whatever evil we may have suffered
from him. But I would have you consider, Crito,
whether you really mean what you are saying. For this
opinion has never been held, and never will be held, by
any considerable number of persons; and those who are
agreed and those who are not agreed upon this point
have no common ground, and can only despise one
another when they see how widely they differ. Consider
very carefully, then, whether you agree with and share
in this opinion. Shall we premise our argument on the
principle that neither injury nor retaliation nor warding
off evil by evil'is ever right? Or do you decline and
reject the premise? I myself have long believed in it
and continue to do so; but if you have reached a differ-
ent opinion, let me hear what you have to say. If, how-
ever, you remain of the same mind as formerly, I will
proceed to the next step.

Cr.-You may proceed, for I have not changed my
mind.

Soc. Then I will go on to the next point, which may
be put in the form of a question: Ought a man to carry
out his agreements, provided they are right, or ought he
betray them?
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Cr. He ought to carry them out.

Soc. Then consider the implication. In leaving the
prison against the will of the Athenians, do I wrong
any? or rather do I not wrong those whom I ought
least to wrong? Do I not desert the principles which
were acknowledged by us to be just—what do you say?

Cr. I cannot tell, Socrates; for I do not understand.

Soc. Then consider the matter in this way: Imagine
that I am about to play truant (you may call the pro-
ceeding by any name which you like), and the laws and
the government come and interrogate me: ‘Tell us,
Socrates,” they say; ‘what are you about? are you not
going by an act of yours to overturn us—the laws, and
the whole state, as far as in you lies? Do you imagine
that a state can subsist and not be overthrown, in which
the decisions of law have no power, but are set aside
and trampled upon by individuals?” What will be our
answer, Crito, to these and the like words? Any one,
and especially a rhetorician, will have a good deal to
say on behalf of the law which requires a sentence to be
carried out. He will argue that this law should not be
set aside; and shall we reply, ‘Yes; but the state has
injured us and given an unjust sentence.’ Shall we say
that?

Cr. Exactly that, Socrates.

Soc. ‘And was that our agreement with you?’ the law
would answer; ‘or were you to abide by the sentence of
the state?’ And if I were to express my astonishment at
their words, the law would probably add: ‘Answer,
Socrates, instead of looking surprised—you are in the
habit of asking and answering questions. Tell us—What
complaint have you to make against us which justifies
you in attempting to destroy us and the state? In the
first place did we not bring you into existence? Your
father married your mother by our aid and begat you.
Say whether you have any objection to urge against
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those of us who regulate marriage? None, I should
reply. ‘Or against those of us who after birth regulate
the nurture and education of children, in which you
also were trained? Were not the laws, which have the
charge of education, right in commanding your father
to train you in music and gymnastics?’ Right, I should
reply. ‘Well then, since you were brought into the world
and nurtured and educated by us, can you deny in the
first place that you are our child and slave, as your
fathers were before you? And if this is true you are not
on equal terms with us; nor can you think that you
have a right to do to us what we are doing to you.
Would you have any right to strike or revile or do any
other evil to your father or your master, if you had one,
because you have been struck or reviled by him, or re-
ceived some other evil at his hands?—you would not
say this? And because we think right to destroy you, do
you think that you have any right to destroy us in re-
turn, and your country as far as in you lies? Will you,
O professor of true virtue, pretend that you are justified
in this? Has a philosopher like you failed to discover
that our country is more to be valued and higher and
holier far than mother or father or any ancestor, and
more to be regarded in the eyes of the gods and of men
of understanding? also to be soothed, and gently and
reverently entreated when angry, even more than a
father, and either to be persuaded, or if not persuaded,
to be obeyed? And when we are punished by her,
whether with imprisonment or stripes, the punishment
is to be endured in silence; and if she lead us to wounds
or death in battle, thither we follow as is right; neither
may any one yield or retreat or leave his rank, but
whether in battle or in a court of law, or in any other
place, he must do what his city and his country order
him; or he must change their view of what is just: and
if he may do no violence to his father or mother, much
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less may he do violence to his country.” What answer
shall we make to this, Crito? Do the laws speak truly,
or do they not?

Cr. I think that they do.

Soc. Then the laws will say: ‘Consider, Socrates, if
we are speaking truly that in your present attempt you
are going to do us an injury. For, having brought you
into the world, and nurtured and educated you, and
given you and every other citizen a share in every good
which we had to give, we further proclaim to any Athe-
nian by the liberty which we allow him, that if he does
not like us when he has become of age and has seen
the ways of the city, and made our acquaintance, he
may go where he pleases and take his goods with him.
None of us laws will forbid him or interfere with him.
Any one who does not like us and the city, and who
wants to emigrate to a colony or to any other city, may
go where he likes, retaining his property. But he who
has experience of the manner in which we order justice
and administer the State, and still remains, has entered
into an implied contract that he will do as we com-
mand him. And he who disobeys us is, as we maintain,
thrice wrong; first, because in disobeying us he is disobey-
ing his parents; secondly, because we are the authors of
his education; thirdly, because he has made an agree-
ment with us that he will duly obey our commands;
and he neither obeys them nor convinces us that our
commands are unjust; and we do not rudely impose
them, but give him the alternative of obeying or con-
vincing us—that is what we offer, and he does neither.

“These are the sort of accusations to which, as we
were saying, you, Socrates, will be exposed if you ac-
complish your intentions; you, above all other Athe-
nians.” Suppose now I ask, why I rather than anybody
else? they will justly retort upon me that I above all
other men have acknowledged the agreement. ‘There is
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clear proof,” they will say, ‘Socrates, that we and the
city were not displeasing to you. Of all Athenians you
have been the most constant resident in the city, which,
as you never leave, you may be supposed to love. For
you never went out of the city either to see the games,

or to any other place unless when you were on military
service; nor did you travel as other men do. Nor had
you any curiosity to know other states or their laws:

your affections did not go beyond us and our state; we
were your special favourites, and you acquiesced in our
government of you; and here in this city you begat your
children, which is a2 proof of your satisfaction. More-
over, you might in the course of the trial, if you had

liked, have fixed the penalty at banishment; the state
which refuses to let you go now would have let you go

then. But you pretended that you preferred death to
exile, and that you were not unwilling to die. And now
you have forgotten these fine sentiments, and pay no
respect to us the laws, of whom you are the destroyer;

and are doing what only a miserable slave would do,
running away and turning your back upon the compacts
and agreements which you made as a citizen. And first.
of all answer this very question: Are we right in saying
that you agreed to be governed according to us in deed,
and not in word only? Is that true or not?” How shall
we answer, Crito? Must we not assent?

Cr. We cannot help it, Socrates.

Soc. Then will they not say: “You, Socrates, are
breaking the covenants and agreements which you made
with us at your leisure, not in any haste or under any
compulsion or deception, but after you have had seventy
years to think of them, during which time you were at
liberty to leave the city, if we were not to your mind, or if
our covenants appeared to you to be unfair. You had
your choice, and might have gone either to Lacedaemon
or Crete, both which States are often praised by you for
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their good government, or to some other Hellenic or
foreign State. Whereas you, above all other Athenians,
seemed to be so fond of the State, or, in other words, of
us, her laws (and who would care about a State which
has no laws?), that you never stirred out of her; the
halt, the blind, the maimed were not more stationary in
her than you were. And now you run away and forsake
your agreements. Not so, Socrates, if you will take our
advice; do not make yourself ridiculous by escaping out
of the city.

‘For just consider, if you transgress and err in this sort
of way, what good will you do either to yourself or to
your friends? That your friends will be driven into exile
and deprived of citizenship, or will lose their property,
is tolerably certain; and you yourself, if you fly to one
of the neighbouring cities, as, for example, Thebes or
Megara, both of which are well governed, will come to
them as an enemy, Socrates, and their government will
be against you, and all patriotic citizens will look as-
kance at you as a subverter of the laws, and you will
confirm in the minds of the judges the justice of their
own condemnation of you. For he who is a corrupter of
the laws is more than likely to be a corrupter of the
young and foolish portion of mankind. Will you then
flee from well-ordered cities and virtuous men? and is
existence worth having on these terms? Or will you go
to them without shame, and talk to them, Socrates?
And what will you say to them? What you say here
about virtue and justice and institutions and laws being
the best things among men? Would that be decent of
you? Surely not. But if you go away from well-governed
States to Crito’s friends in Thessaly, where there is
great disorder and licence, they will be charmed to hear
the tale of your escape from prison, set off with ludi-
crous particulars of the manner in which you were
wrapped in a goatskin or some other disguise, and
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metamorphosed as the manner is of runaways; but will
there be no one to remind you that in your old age you
were not ashamed to violate the most sacred laws from
2 miserable desire of a little more life? Perhaps not, if
you keep them in a good temper; but if they are out of
temper you will hear many degrading things; you will
live, but how?—as the flatterer of all men, and the serv-
ant of all men; and doing what?—eating and drinking
in Thessaly, having gone abroad in order that you may
get a dinner. And where will be your fine sentiments
about justice and virtue? Say that you wish to live for
the sake of your children—you want to bring them up
and educate them—will you take them into Thessaly
and deprive them of Athenian citizenship? Is this the
benefit which you will confer upon them? Or are you
under the impression that they will be better cared for
and educated here if you are still alive, although absent
from them; for your friends will take care of them? Do
you fancy that if you are an inhabitant of Thessaly
they will take care of them, and if you are an inhabi-
tant of the other world that they will not take care of
them? Nay, but if they who call themselves friends are
good for anything, they will—to be sure they will.
‘Listen, then, Socrates, to us who have brought you
up. Think not of life and children first, and of justice
afterwards, but of justice first, that you may be justified
before the princes of the world below. For neither will
you nor any that belong to you be happier or holier or
juster in this life, or happier in another, if you do as
Crito bids. Now you depart in innocence, a sufferer and
not a doer of evil, a victim, not of the laws but of
men. But if you go forth, returning evil for evil, and
injury for injury, breaking the covenants and agree-
ments which you have made with us, and wronging
those whom you ought least of all to wrong, that is to
say, yourself, your friends, your country, and us, we



CrrTo 75

shall be angry with you while you live, and our breth-
ren, the laws in the world below, will receive you as
an enemy; for they will know that you have done your
best to destroy us. Listen, then, to us and not to Crito.’

This, dear Crito, is the voice which I seem to hear
murmuring in my ears, like the sound of the flute in the
ears of the mystic; that voice, I say, is humming in my
ears, and prevents me from hearing any other. And I
know that anything more which you may say will be
vain. Yet speak, if you have anything to say.

Cr. ] have nothing to say, Socrates.

Soc. Then let it be, Crito, and let us act in this way,
for it is in this way that heaven leads.






Symposium

The dialogue is repeated to his Companion by
Apollodorus, who had heard it from Aristodemus.

pERSONS: Phaedrus, Pausanias, Eryximachus, Aris-
tophanes, Agathon, Socrates, Alcibiades, a troop
of revellers

sceNE: The house of Agathon

I BeLEVE I am well prepared on the subject about
which you ask to be informed. The day before yester-
day I was coming from my own home in Phalerum to
the city, and one of my acquaintance, who had caught
sight of me from behind, called out playfully from a
distance: You Phalerean there, Apollodorus, halt! So I
stopped and waited, and then he said: I was looking
for you, Apollodorus, only just now. I wanted to ask you
about Agathon’s supper, where Socrates and Alcibiades
and the rest of that party were present, and about the
speeches on love which they delivered. A man who had
heard the story from Phoenix son of Philip recounted it
to me, and declared that you knew it too. He could not
tell the story at all clearly, so you must narrate it to
me. Who, if not you, should be the reporter of the
words of your friend? And first tell me, he said, were
you present at the meeting yourself?

77
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Your informant, said I, must have been very unclear
indeed if you imagine that the occasion was recent or
that I could have been of the party.

‘Why yes, he replied, I thought so.

How could you, Glaucon? said I; you must know that
Agathon has not resided at Athens for many years, and
not three have elapsed since I became acquainted with
Socrates and have made it my daily business to know all
that he says and does. There was a time when I was
running about the world, fancying myself to be well
employed, but I was really a most wretched being, no
better than you are now. I thought that I ought to do
anything rather than be a philosopher.

Well, he said, jesting apart, tell me when the meeting
occurred.

In our boyhood, I replied, when Agathon won the
prize with his first tragedy, on the day after that on
which he and his chorus offered the sacrifice of victory.

Then it must have been a long while ago, he said;
and who told you—did Socrates?

No indeed, I replied, but the same person who told
Phoenix;—he was a little fellow, who never wore any
shoes, Aristodemus, of the deme of Cydathenaeum. He
had been at Agathon’s feast; and I think that in those
days there was no one who was a more devoted ad-
mirer of Socrates. Moreover, I have asked Socrates
about the truth of some parts of his narrative, and he
confirmed them. Then, said Glaucon, let us have the
tale over again; is not the road to Athens just made
for conversation? And so we walked, and talked of the
discourses on love; and therefore, as I said at first, I am
not ill-prepared to comply with your request, and will
have another rehearsal of them if you like. For to speak
or to hear others speak of philosophy always gives me
the greatest pleasure, to say nothing of the profit. But
when I hear another strain, especially that of you rich
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men and traders, such conversation displeases me; and
I pity you who are my companions, because you think
that you are doing something when in reality you are
doing nothing. And I dare say that you pity me in
return, whom you regard as an uhhappy creature, and
very probably you are right. But I certainly know of
you what you only think of me—there is the difference.

Companion. I see, Apollodorus, that you are just the
same—always speaking evil of yourself, and of others;
and I do believe that you pity all mankind, with the
exception of Socrates, yourself first of all, true in this
to your old name, which, however deserved, I know
not how you acquired, of Apollodorus the madman; for
you are always raging against yourself and everybody
but Socrates.

Apollodorus. Yes, friend; obviously the reason why I
am said to be mad and out of my wits is just because I
have these notions of myself and you!

Com. It is not worth while to wrangle about these
things now, Apollodorus. Do as I request, and tell me
how the speeches went.

Apoll. Well, those speeches went somewhat as follows.
—But perhaps I had better begin at the beginning and
endeavour to give you the story as Aristodemus gave it
to me.

He said that he met Socrates fresh from the bath and
wearing sandals, and as the sight of the sandals was un-
usual, he asked him whither he was going that he had
been converted into such a beau:—

To a banquet at Agathon’s, he replied, whose invita-
tion to his sacrifice of victory I refused yesterday, fear-
ing a crowd, but promising that I would come to-day
instead; and so I have put on my finery, because he is
such a fine man. What say you to going with me
unasked?

I will do as you bid me, I replied.
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Follow then, he said, and let us demolish the
proverb:—

To the feasts of inferior men the good un-
bidden go;

instead of which our proverb will run:—

To the feasts of the good the good unbidden
803

and this alteration may be supported by the authority of
Homer himself, who not only demolishes but literally
outrages the proverb. For, after picturing Agamemnon
as the most valiant of men, he makes Menelaus, who is
but a fainthearted warrior, come unbidden to the ban-
quet of Agamemnon, who is feasting and offering sacri-
fices, not the better to the worse, but the worse to the
better.

I rather fear, Socrates, said Aristodemus, lest this
mady still be my case; and that, like Menelaus in Homer,
I shall be the inferior person, who

To the feasts of the wise unbidden goes.

But I shall say that I was bidden of you, and then you
will have to make an excuse.

Two going together,

he replied, in Homeric fashion, one or other of them
may invent an excuse by the way.

This was the style of their conversation as they went
along. Socrates dropped behind in a fit of abstraction,
and desired Aristodemus, who was waiting, to go on
before him. When he reached the house of Agathon he
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found the doors wide open, and a comical thing hap-
pened. A servant coming out met him, and led him at
once into the banqueting-hall in which the guests were
reclining, for the banquet was about to begin. Welcome,
Aristodemus, said Agathon, as soon as he appeared—
you are just in time to sup with us; if you come on any
other matter put it off, and make one of us, as I was
looking for you yesterday and meant to have asked you,
if I could have found you. But what have you done
with Socrates?

I tumed round, but Socrates was nowhere to be seen;
and I had to explain that he had been with me a mo-
ment before, and that I came by his invitation to the
supper.

You were quite right in coming, said Agathon; but
where is he himself?

He was behind me just now, as I entered, he said,
and I cannot think what has become of him.

Go and look for him, boy, said Agathon, and bring him
in; and do you, Aristodemus, meanwhile take the place
by Eryximachus.

The servant then assisted him to wash, and he re-
clined, and presently another servant came in and re-
ported that our friend Socrates had retired into the
portico of the neighbouring house. ‘There he is fixed,”
said he, ‘and when I call to him he will not stir.’

How strange, said Agathon; then you must call him
again, and keep calling him.

Let him alone, said my informant; he has a way of
stopping anywhere and losing himself without any rea-
son. I believe that he will soon appear; do not there-
fore disturb him.

Well, if you think so, I will leave him, said Agathon.
And then, turning to the servants, he added, ‘Let us
have supper without waiting for him. Serve up what-
ever you please, for there is no one to give you orders;
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hitherto I have never left you to yourselves. But on this
occasion imagine that you are our hosts, and that I and
the company are your guests; treat us well, and then we
shall commend you.” After this, supper was served, but
still no Socrates; and during the meal Agathon several
times expressed a wish to send for him, but Aris-
todemus objected; and at last when the feast was about
half over—for the fit, as usual, was not of long duration
—Socrates entered. Agathon, who was reclining alone
at the end of the table, begged that he would take the
place next to him; that ‘I may touch you,’ he said, ‘and
have the benefit of that wise thought which came into
your mind in the portico, and is now in your possession;
for I am certain that you would not have come away
until you had found what you sought.’

How I wish, said Socrates, taking his place as he was
desired, that wisdom could be infused by touch, out of
the fuller into the emptier man, as water runs through
wool out of a fuller cup into an emptier one; if that
were so, how greatly should I value the privilege of
reclining at your side! For you would have filled me
full with a stream of wisdom plenteous and fair;
whereas my own is of a very mean and questionable
sort, no better than a dream. But yours is bright and
full of promise, and was manifested forth in all the
splendour of youth the day before yesterday, in the
presence of more than thirty thousand Hellenes.

You are mocking, Socrates, said Agathon, and ere
long you and I will have to determine who bears off
the palm of wisdom—of this Dionysus shall be the judge;
but at present you are better occupied with supper.

Socrates took his place on the couch, and supped
with the rest; and then libations were offered, and after
2 hymn had been sung to the god, and there had been
the usual ceremonies, they were about to commence
drinking, when Pausanias said, And now, my friends, how
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can we drink with least injury to ourselves? I can as-
sure you that I feel severely the effect of yesterday’s
potations, and must have time to recover; and I suspect
that most of you are in the same predicament, for you
were of the party yesterday. Consider then: How can
the drinking be made easiest?

I entirely agree, said Aristophanes, that we should, by
all means, avoid hard drinking, for I was myself one of
those who were yesterday drowned in drink.

I think that you are right, said Eryximachus, the son
of Acumenus; but I should still like to hear one other
person speak: Is Agathon able to drink hard?

I am not equal to it, said Agathon.

Then, said Eryximachus, the weak heads like myself,
Aristodemus, Phaedrus, and others who never can drink,
are fortunate in finding that the stronger ones are not in
a drinking mood. (I do not include Socrates, who is
able either to drink or to abstain, and will not mind,
whichever we do.) Well, as none of the company seem
disposed to drink much, I may be forgiven for saying, as
a physician, that drinking deep is a bad practice, which
I never follow, if I can help, and certainly do not
recommend to another, least of all to any one who still
feels the effects of yesterday’s carouse.

I always do what you advise, and especially what you
prescribe as a physician, rejoined Phaedrus the Myr-
rhinusian, and the rest of the company, if they are wise,
will do the same.

It was agreed that drinking was not to be the order
of the day, but that they were all to drink only so much
as they pleased.

Then, said Eryximachus, as you are all agreed that
drinking is to be voluntary, and that there is to be no
compulsion, I move, in the next place, that the flute-
girl, who has just made her appearance, be told to go
away and play to herself, or, if she likes, to the women
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who are within. To-day let us have conversation instead;
and, if you will allow me, I will tell you what sort of
conversation. This proposal having been accepted,
Eryximachus proceeded as follows:—

I will begin, he said, after the manner of Melanippe
in Euripides,

Not mine the word

which I am about to speak, but that of Phaedrus. For
often he says to me in an indignant tone:—‘What a
strange thing it is, Eryximachus, that, whereas other
gods have poems and hymns made in their honours, the
great and glorious god, Love, has no encomiast among
all the poets who are so many. There are the worthy
sophists too—the excellent Prodicus for example, who
have descanted in prose on the virtues of Heracles and
other heroes; and, what is still more extraordinary, I
have met with a philosophical work in which the utility
of salt has been made the theme of an eloquent dis-
course; and many other like things have had a like
honour bestowed upon them. And only to think that
there should have been an eager interest created
about them, and yet that to this day no one has ever
dared worthily to hymn Love’s praises! So entirely has
this great deity been neglected.” Now in this Phaedrus
seems to me to be quite right, and therefore I want to
offer him a contribution; also I think that at the present
moment we who are here assembled cannot do better
than honour the god Love. If you agree with me, there
will be no lack of conversation; for I mean to propose
that each of us in tumn, going from left to right, shall
make a speech in honour of Love. Let him give us the
best which he can; and Phaedrus, because he is sitting
first on the left hand, and because he is the father of
the thought, shall begin.
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No one will vote against you, Eryximachus, said Soc-
rates. How can I oppose your motion, who profess to
understand nothing but matters of love; nor, I presume,
will Agathon and Pausanias; and there can be no doubt
of Aristophanes, whose whole concem is with Dionysus
and Aphrodite; nor will any one disagree of those
whom I see around me. The proposal, as I am aware,
may seem rather hard upon us whose place is last; but
we shall be contented if we hear some good speeches
first. Let Phaedrus begin the praise of Love, and good
luck to him. All the company expressed their assent,
and desired him to do as Socrates bade him.

Aristodemus did not recollect all that was said, nor
do I recollect all that he related to me; but I will tell
you what I thought most worthy of remembrance, and
what the chief speakers said.

Phaedrus began by affirming that Love is a mighty
god, and wonderful among gods and men, but especially
wonderful in his birth. For he is the eldest of the gods,
which is an honour to him; and a proof of his claim to
this honour is, that of his parents there is no memorial;
neither poet nor prose-writer has ever affirmed that he
had any. As Hesiod says:—

First Chaos came, and then broad-bosomed Earth,
The everlasting seat of all that is,
And Love.

In other words, after Chaos, the Earth and Love, these
two, came into being. Also Parmenides sings of Genera-
tion:

First in the train of gods, he fashioned Love.

And Acusilaus agrees with Hesiod. Thus numerous are
the witnesses who acknowledge Love to be the eldest of
the gods.
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And not only is he the eldest, he is also the source of
the greatest benefits to us. For I know not any greater
blessing to a young man who is beginning life than an
excellent lover, or to the lover than such an object for
his love. For the principle which ought to be the guide
of men who would nobly live—that principle, I say,
npeither kindred, nor honour, nor wealth, nor any other
motive is able to implant so well as love. Of what am
I speaking? Of the sense of shame for shameful things
and ambition for what is noble, without which neither
states nor individuals ever achieve any good or great
deeds. And I say that a lover who is detected in doing
any dishonourable act, or submitting through cowardice
when any dishonour is done to him by another, will be
more pained at being detected by his beloved than at
being seen by his father, or by his companions, or by
any one else. The beloved too, when he is found in any
disgraceful situation, has the same feeling about his
lover. And if there were only some way of contriving
that a state or an army should be made up of lovers
and their loves, they would be the very best citizens of
their own polity, abstaining from all dishonour, and
emulating one another in honour; and when fighting at
each other’s side, although a mere handful, they would
overcome the world. For what lover would not choose
rather to be seen by all mankind than by his beloved,
either when abandoning his post or throwing away his
arms? He would be ready to die a thousand deaths rather
than endure this. Or who would desert his beloved or fail
him in the hour of danger? The veriest coward would
become an inspired hero, equal to the bravest, at such
a time; Love would inspire him. That courage which,
as Homer says, the god breathes into the souls of some
heroes, Love of his own nature infuses into the lover.

Love will make men dare to die for their beloved—
love alone; and women as well as men. Of this, Alcestis,
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the daughter of Pelias, is a monument to all Hellas; for
she was willing to lay down her life on behalf of her
husband, when no one else would, although he had a
father and mother; but the tendemess of her love so far
exceeded theirs, that she made them seem to be
strangers in blood to their own son, and in name only
related to him; and so noble did this action of hers ap-
pear to the gods, as well as to men, that among the
many who have done virtuously she is one of the very
few to whom, in admiration of her noble action, they
have granted the privilege of returning alive to earth;
such exceeding honour is paid by the gods to the devo-
tion and virtue of love. But Orpheus, the son of
Oeagrus, the harper, they sent empty away, and pre-
sented to him an apparition only of her whom he
sought, but herself they would not give up, because he
showed no spirit; he was only a harp-player, and did
not dare like Alcestis to die for love, but was contriving
how he might enter Hades alive; moreover, they after-
wards caused him to suffer death at the hands of
women, as the punishment of his cowardliness. Very
different was the case of Achilles, son of Thetis, whom
the gods honoured and assigned a place in the Islands
of the Blest, Achilles had learnt from his mother that
he might avoid death and return home and live to a
good old age if he abstained from slaying Hector; never-
theless he bravely elected to rescue his lover Patroclus,
avenged him, and hastened to join him in death. So
pleased were the gods with his conduct in setting so high
a value on his lover that they conferred a singular honour
upon him. (The notion that Patroclus was the beloved
one is a foolish error into which Aeschylus has fallen,
for Achilles was surely the fairer of the two, fairer also
than all the other heroes; and, as Homer informs us, he
was still beardless, and younger far.) In good truth, it
is this valour which relates to love that the gods hon-
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our most; and still the return of love on the part of the
beloved to the lover is more admired and valued and
rewarded by them than the lover’s love for his beloved,
for the lover, being filled with a god, has more of divin-
ity than the beloved. It is for this reason that the gods
honoured Achilles even above Alcestis, and vouchsafed
him a seat in the Islands of the Blest. This, then, is
my position: Love is the eldest and noblest and
mightiest of the gods, and the chiefest author and giver
of virtue and happiness, whether in life or after death.

This, or something like this, was the speech of
Phaedrus; and some other speeches followed which
Aristodemus did not remember; the next which he re-
peated was that of Pausanias. Phaedrus, he said, the
argument has not been set before us, I think, quite in
the right form;—we should not be called upon to praise
Love in such an indiscriminate manner. If there were
only one Love, then what you said would be well
enough; but since there are more Loves than one, you
should have begun by determining which of them was
to be the theme of our praises. I will amend this defect;
and first of all I will tell you which Love is deserving
of praise, and then try to hymn the praiseworthy one
in a manner worthy of him. For we all know that Love
is inseparable from Aphrodite, and if there were only
one Aphrodite there would be only one Love; but as
there are two goddesses there must be two Loves. And
am I not right in asserting that there are two goddesses?
The elder one, having no mother, who is called the
heavenly Aphrodite—she is the daughter of Uranus;
the younger, who is the daughter of Zeus and Dione—
her we call common; and the Love who is her fellow-
worker is rightly named common, as the other love is
called heavenly. All the gods ought to have praise given
to them, but not without distinction of their natures;
and therefore I must try to distinguish the characters
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of the two Loves. Now actions vary according to the
manner of their performance. Take, for example, that
which we are now doing, drinking, singing and talking
—these actions are not in themselves either good or
evil, but they turn out in this or that way according to
the mode of performing them; and when well done they
are good, and when wrongly done they are evil; and in
like manner not every love, but only that which has a
noble purpose, is noble and worthy of praise.

The Love who is the offspring of the common Aphro-
dite is essentially common, and has no discrimination,
being such as the meaner sort of men feel, and is apt
to be of women as well as of youths, and is of the body
rather than of the soul—the most foolish beings are the
objects of this love which desires only to gain an end,
but never thinks of accomplishing the end nobly, and
therefore does good and evil quite indiscriminately.
The goddess who is his mother is far younger than the
other, and she was born of the union of the male and
female, and partakes of both. But the offspring of the
heavenly Aphrodite is derived from a mother in whose
birth the female has no part,—she is from the male
only; this is that love which is of youths, and the god-
dess being older, there is nothing of wantonness in her.
Those who are inspired by this love tum to the male,
and delight in him who is the more valiant and in-
telligent nature; any one may recognise the pure en-
thusiasts in the very character of their attachments. For
they love not boys, but intelligent beings whose reason
is beginning to be developed, much about the time at
which their beards begin to grow. And in choosing
young men to be their companions, they mean to be
faithful to them, and pass their whole life in company
with them, not to take them in their inexperience, and
deceive them, and play the fool with them, or run away
from one to another of them. But the love of young
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boys should be forbidden by law, because their future is
uncertain; they may turn out good or bad, either in
body or soul, and much noble enthusiasm may be
thrown away upon them; in this matter the good are a
law to themselves, and the coarser sort of lovers ought
to be restrained by force, as we restrain or attempt to
restrain them from fixing their affections on women of
free birth. These are the persons who bring a reproach
on love; and some have been led to deny the lawfulness
of such attachments because they see the impropriety
and evil of them; for surely nothing that is decorously
and lawfully done can justly be censured.

Now here and in Lacedaemon the rules about love
are perplexing, but in most cities they are simple and
easily intelligible; in Elis and Boeotia, and in countries
having no gifts of eloquence, they are very straightfor-
ward; the law is simply in favour of these connexions,
and no one, whether young or old, has anything to say
to their discredit; the reason being, as I suppose, that
they are men of few words in those parts, and therefore
the lovers do not like the trouble of pleading their suit.
In Ionia and other places, and generally in countries
which are subject to the barbarians, the custom is held
to be dishonourable; loves of youths share the evil
repute in which philosophy and gymnastics are held,
because they are inimical to tyranny; for the interests of
rulers require that their subjects should be poor in spirit
and that there should be no strong bond of friendship or
society among them, which love, above all other
motives, is likely to inspire, as our Athenian tyrants
learned by experience; for the love of Aristogeiton and
the constancy of Harmodius had a strength which un-
did their power. And, therefore, the ill-repute into which
these attachments have fallen is to be ascribed to the
evil condition of those who make them to be ill-reputed;
that is to say, to the self-seeking of the governors and
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the cowardice of the governed; on the other hand, the
indiscriminate honour which is given to them in some
countries is attributable to the laziness of those who hold
this opinion of them. In our own country a far-better
principle prevails, but, as I was saying, the explanation
of it is rather perplexing.

For observe that open loves are held to be more
honourable than secret ones, and that the love of the
noblest and highest, even if their persons are less beau-
tiful than others, is especially honourable. Consider, too,
how great is the encouragement which all the world
gives to the lover; neither is he supposed to be doing
anything dishonourable; but if he succeeds he is praised,
and if he fails he is blamed. And in the pursuit of his
love the custom of mankind allows him to do many
strange things, which philosophy would bitterly cen-
sure if they were done from any motive of interest, or
wish for office or power. He may pray, and entreat, and
supplicate, and swear, and lie on a mat at the door, and
endure a slavery worse than that of any slave—in any
other case friends and enemies would be equally ready
to prevent him, but now there is no friend who will be
ashamed of him and admonish him, and no enemy will
charge him with meanness or flattery; the actions of a
lover have a grace which ennobles them; and custom
has decided that they are highly commendable and that
there is no loss of character in them; and, what is
strangest of all, he only may swear and forswear him-
self (so men say), and the gods will forgive his trans-
gression, for there is no such thing as a lover’s oath.
Such is the entire liberty which gods and men have al-
lowed the lover, according to the custom which prevails
in our part of the world. From this point of view a man
fairly argues that in Athens to love and to be loved is
held to be a very honourable thing. But when parents
forbid their sons to talk with their lovers, and place
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them under a tutor’s care, who is appointed to see to
these things, and their companions and equals cast in
their teeth anything of the sort which they may observe,
and their elders refuse to silence the reprovers and do
not rebuke them—any one who reflects on all this will, on
the contrary, think that we hold these practices to be
most disgraceful. But, as I was saying at first, the truth
as I imagine is, that whether such practices are honour-
able or whether they are dishonourable is not a simple
question; they are honourable to him who follows them
honourably, dishonourable to him who follows them
dishonourably. There is dishonour in yielding to the
evil, or in an evil manner; but there is honour in yield-
ing to the good, or in an honourable manner. Evil is the
vulgar lover who loves the body rather than the soul,
inasmuch as he is not even stable, because he loves a
thing which is in itself unstable, and therefore when
the bloom of youth which he was desiring is over, he
takes wing and flies away, in spite of all his words and
promises; whereas the love of the noble disposition is
life-long, for it becomes one with the everlasting.
The custom of our country would have both of them
proven well and truly, and would have us yield to the
one sort of lover and avoid the other, and therefore
encourages some to pursue, and others to fly; testing
both the lover and beloved in contests and trials, until
they show to which of the two classes they respectively
belong. And this is the reason why, in the first place, a
basty capitulation is held to be dishonourable, because
time is the true test of this as of most other things; and
secondly there is a dishonour in being overcome by the
love of money, or of wealth, or of political power,
whether a man is frightened into surrender by the loss
of them, or, having experienced the benefits of money
and political corruption, is unable to rise above the
seductions of them. For none of these things are of a
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permanent or lasting nature; not to mention that no
generous friendship ever sprang from them. There re-
mains, then, only one way of honourable attachment
which custom allows in the beloved, and this is the way
of virtue; for as we admitted that any service which the
lover does to him is not to be accounted flattery or a
dishonour to himself, so the beloved has one way only of
voluntary service which is not dishonourable, and this
is virtuous service.

For we have a custom, and according to our custom
any one who does service to another under the idea that
he will be improved by him either in wisdom, or in
some other particular of virtue—such a voluntary serv-
ice, I say, is not to be regarded as a dishonour, and is
not open to the charge of flattery. And these two cus-
toms, one the love of boys, and the other the practice
of philosophy and virtue in general, ought to meet in
one, and then the beloved may honourably indulge the
lover. For when the lover and beloved come together,
having each of them a law, and the lover thinks that he
is right in doing any service which he can to his gracious
loving one; and the other that he is right in showing
any kindness which he can to him who is making him
wise and good; the one capable of communicating wis-
dom and virtue, the other seeking to acquire them with
a view to education and wisdom; when the two laws of
love are fulfilled and meet in one—then, and then only,
may the beloved yield with honour to the lover. Nor
when love is of this disinterested sort is there any dis-
grace in being deceived, but in every other case there
is equal disgrace in being or not being deceived. For he
who is gracious to his lover under the impression that he
is rich, and is disappointed of his gains because he turns
out to be poor, is disgraced all the same: for he has
done his best to show that he would give himself up to
any one’s ‘uses base’ for the sake of money; but this is
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not honourable. And on the same principle he who
gives himself to a lover because he is 2 good man, and
in the hope that he will be improved by his company,
ghows himself to be virtuous, even though the object of
his affection turn out to be a villain, and to have no
virtue; and if he is deceived he has committed a noble
error. For he has proved that for his part he will do
anything for anybody with a view to virtue and improve-
ment, than which there can be nothing nobler. Thus
noble in every case is the acceptance of another for the
sake of virtue. This is that love which is the love of the
heavenly goddess, and is heavenly, and of great price to
individuals and cities, making the lover and the beloved
alike eager in the work of their own improvement. But
all other loves are the offspring of the other, who is the
common goddess. To you, Phaedrus, I offer this my con-
tribution in praise of love, which is as good as I could
make extempore.

With this closing clause Pausanias paused—I too
have learned the tricks of elocution—and Aristodemus
said that the turn of Aristophanes was next, but either
he had eaten too much, or from some other cause he
had the hiccough, and was obliged to change turns with
Eryximachus the physician, who was reclining on the
couch below him. Eryximachus, he said, you ought either
to stop my hiccough, or to speak in my turn until I
have left off.

I will do both, said Eryximachus: I will speak in your
turn, and do you speak in mine; and while I am speak-
ing let me recommend you to hold your breath, and if
after you have done so for some time the hiccough is no
better, then gargle with a little water; and if it still con-
tinues, tickle your nose with something and sneeze; and
if you sneeze once or twice, even the most violent hic-
cough is sure to go. I will do as you prescribe, said
Aristophanes, and now get on.
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Eryximachus spoke as follows: Seeing that Pausanias
made a fair beginning, and but a lame ending, I must
endeavour to supply his deficiency. I think that he has
rightly distinguished two kinds of love. But my art fur-
ther informs me that the double love is not merely an
affection of the soul of man towards the fair, or towards
anything, but is to be found in the bodies of all animals
and in productions of the earth, and I may say in all
that is; such is the conclusion which I seem to have
gathered from my own art of medicine, whence I leam
how great and wonderful and universal is the deity of
love, whose empire extends over all things, divine as
well as human. And from medicine I will begin that I
may do honour to my art. There are in the human body
these two kinds of love, which are confessedly different
and unlike, and being unlike, they have loves and
desires which are unlike; and the desire of the healthy
is one, and the desire of the diseased is another; and as
Pausanias was just now saying that to indulge good men
is honourable, and bad men dishonourable:—so too in
the body the good and healthy elements are to be in-
dulged, and the bad elements and the elements of
disease are not to be indulged, but discouraged. And
this is what the physician has to do, and in this the art
of medicine consists: for medicine may be regarded
generally as the knowledge of the loves and desires of
the body, in regard to repletion and evacuation; and
the best physician is he who is able to separate fair love
from foul, or to convert one into the other; and he who
knows how to eradicate and how to implant love, which-
ever is required, and can reconcile the most hostile ele-
ments in the constitution and make them loving friends, is
a skilful practitioner. Now the most hostile are the most
opposite, such as hot and cold, bitter and sweet, moist and
dry, and the like. And my ancestor, Asclepius, knowing
how to implant friendship and accord in these elements,
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was the creator of our art, as our friends the poets here tell
us, and I believe them; and not only medicine in every
branch, but the arts of gymnastic and husbandry are
under his dominion. Any one who pays the least at-
tention to the subject will also perceive that in music
there is the same reconciliation of opposites; and I sup-
pose that this must have been the meaning of Heraclei-
tus, although his words are not accurate; for he says
that The One is united by disunion, like the harmony
of the bow and the lyre. Now there is an absurdity in
saying that harmony is discord or is composed of ele-
ments which are still in a state of discord. But what he
probably meant was, that harmony is composed of dif-
fering notes of higher or lower pitch which disagreed
once, but are now reconciled by the art of music; for if
the higher and lower notes still disagreed, there could
be no harmony,—clearly not. For harmony is a sym-
phony, and symphony is an agreement; but an agree-
ment of disagreements while they disagree there cannot
be; you cannot harmonize that which disagrees. In like
manner rhythm is compounded of elements short and
long, once differing and now in accord; which accord-
ance, as in the former instance, medicine, so in all these
other cases, music implants, making love and unison to
grow up among them; and thus music, too, is concerned
with the principles of love in their application to har-
mony and rhythm. Again, in the essential nature of
harmony and rhythm there is no difficulty in discerning
love which has not yet become double. But when you
want to use them in actual life, either in the composi-
tion of songs or in the correct performance of airs or
metres composed already, which latter is called educa-
tion, then the difficulty begins, and the good artist is
needed. Then the old tale has to be repeated of fair
and heavenly love—the love of Urania the fair and
heavenly muse, and of the duty of accepting the tem-



Symposium 97

perate, and those who are as yet intemperate only that
they may become temperate, and of preserving their
love; and again, of the vulgar Polyhymnia, who must be
used with circumspection that the pleasure be enjoyed,
but may not generate licentiousness; just as in my own
art it is a great matter so to regulate the desires of the
epicure that he may gratify his tastes without the at-
tendant evil of disease. Whence I infer that in music, in
medicine, in all other things human as well as divine,
both loves ought to be noted as far as may be, for they
are both present.

The course of the seasons is also full of both these
principles; and when, as I was saying, the elements of
hot and cold, moist and dry, attain the harmonious
love of one another and blend in temperance and
harmony, they bring to men, animals, and plants
health and plenty, and do them no harm; whereas the
wanton love, getting the upper hand and affecting the
seasons of the year, is very destructive and injurious,
being the source of pestilence, and bringing many other
kinds of diseases on animals and plants; for hoar-frost
and hail and blight spring from the excesses and dis-
orders of these elements of love, which to know in
relation to the revolutions of the heavenly bodies and
the seasons of the year is termed astronomy. Further-
more all sacrifices and the whole province of divina-
tion, which is the art of communion between gods and
men—these, I say, are concerned only with the pre-
servation of the good and the cure of the evil love.
For all manner of impiety is likely to ensue if, instead
of accepting and honouring and reverencing the har-
monious love in all his actions, a man honours the
other love, whether in his feelings towards god or
parents, towards the living or the dead. Wherefore
the business of divination is to see to these loves and
to heal them, and divination is the peacemaker of gods
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and men, working by a knowledge of the religious or
irreligious tendencies which exist in human loves.

Such is the great and mighty, or rather omnipotent
force of love in general. And the love, more especially,
which is concerned with the good, and which is per-
fected in company with temperance and justice, whether
among gods or men, has the greatest power, and is the
source of all our happiness and harmony, and makes us
friends with the gods who are above us, and with one an-
other. I dare say that I too have omitted several things
which might be said in praise of Love, but this was not
intentional, and you, Aristophanes, may now supply
the omission or take some other line of commendation;
for I perceive that you are rid of the hiccough.

Yes, said Aristophanes, who followed, the hiccough
is gone; not, however, until I applied the sneezing; and
I wonder whether the harmony of the body has a love
of such noises and ticklings, for I no sooner applied the
sneezing than I was cured.

Eryximachus said: Beware, friend Aristophanes! You
are clowning even before you begin to speak, and I
shall have to watch and see whether I cannot have a
laugh at your expense, when you might speak in peace.

You are quite right, said Aristophanes, laughing. I
will unsay my words; but do you please not to watch
me, as I fear that in the speech which I am about to
make, instead of others laughing with me, which is to
the manner born of our muse and would be all the
better, 1 shall only be laughed at by them.

Do you expect to shoot your bolt and escape, Aris-
tophanes? Well, perhaps if you are very careful and bear
in mind that you will be called to account, I may be
induced to let you off.

Aristophanes professed to open another vein of dis-
course; he had a mind to praise Love in another way,
unlike that either of Pausanias or Eryximachus. Man-
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kind, he said, judging by their neglect of him, have
never, as I think, at all understood the power of Love.
For if they had understood him they would surely have
built noble temples and altars, and offered solemn
sacrifices in his honour; but this is not done, and most
certainly ought to be done: since of all the gods he
is the best friend of men, the helper and the healer of
the ills which are the great impediment to the happiness
of the race. I will try to describe his power to you, and
you shall teach the rest of the world what I am teach-
ing you. In the first place, let me treat of the nature of-
man and what has happened to it; for the original
human nature was not like the present, but different.
The sexes were not two as they are now, but originally
three in number; there was man, woman, and the union
of the two, having a name corresponding to this double
nature, which had once a real existence, but is now lost,
and the word ‘Androgynous’ is only preserved as a term
of reproach. In the second place, the primeval man
was round, his back and sides forming a circle; and he
had four hands and four feet, one head with two faces,
looking opposite ways, set on a round neck and pre-
cisely alike; also four ears, two privy members, and
the remainder to correspond. He could walk upright as
men now do, backwards or forwards as he pleased, and
he could also roll over and over at a great pace, turn-
ing on his four hands and four feet, eight in all, like
tumblers going over and over with their legs in the
air; this was when he wanted to run fast. Now the
sexes were three, and such as I have described them;
because the sun, moon, and earth are three; and the
man was originally the child of the sun, the woman of
the earth, and the man-woman of the moon, which is
made up of sun and earth, and they were all round and
moved round and round like their parents. Terrible
was their might and strength, and the thoughts of their
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hearts were gre~t. and they made an attack upon the
gods; of them is told the tale of Otys and Ephialtes
who, as Homer says, dared to scale heaven, and would
have laid hands upon the gods.

Doubt reigned in the celestial councils. Should they
kill them and annihilate the race with thunderbolts, as
they had done the giants, then there would be an end
of the sacrifices and worship which men offered to them;
but, on the other hand, the gods could not suffer their
insolence to be unrestrained. At last, after a good deal
of reflection, Zeus discovered a way. He said: ‘Me-
thinks I have a plan which will humble their pride
and improve their manners; men shall continue to exist,
but I will cut them in two and then they will be
diminished in strength and increased in numbers; this
will have the advantage of making them more profitable
to us. They shall walk upright on two legs, and if they
continue insolent and will not be quiet, I will split
them again and they shall hop about on a single leg.
He spoke and cut men in two, like a sorb-apple which
is halved for pickling, or as you might divide an egg
with a hair; and as he cut them one after another, he
bade Apollo give the face and the half of the neck a
turn in order that the man might contemplate the
section of himself: he would thus leam a lesson of
humility. Apollo was also bidden to heal their wounds
and compose their forms. So he gave a turn to the face
and pulled the skin from the sides all over that which
in our language is called the belly, like the purses which
draw in, and he made one mouth at the centre, which
he fastened in a knot (the same which is called the
navel); he also moulded the breast and took out most
of the wrinkles, much as a shoemaker might smooth
leather upon a last; he left a few, however, in the
region of the belly and navel, as a memorial of the
primeval state. After the division the two parts of man,
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each desiring his other half, came together, and throw-
ing their arms about one another, entwined in mutual
embraces, longing to grow into one, they were on the
point of dying from hunger and self-neglect, because
they did not like to do anything apart; and when one
of the halves died and the other survived, the survivor
sought another mate, man or woman as we call them—
being the sections of entire men or women—and clung
to that. They were being destroyed, when Zeus in pity
of them invented a new plan: he turned the parts of
generation round to the front, for this had not been
always their position, and they sowed the seed no
longer as hitherto like grasshoppers in the ground,
but in one another; and after the transposition the
male generated in the female in order that by the
mutual embraces of man and woman they might breed,
and the race might continue; or if man came to man
they might be satisfied, and rest, and go their ways to
the business of life: so ancient is the desire of one
another which is implanted in us, reuniting our original
nature, making one of two, and healing the state of
man.

Each of us when separated, having one side only, like
a flat fish, is but the indenture of a man, and he is
always looking for his other half. Men who are a section
of that double nature which was once called Androgy-
nous are lovers of women; adulterers are generally of
this breed, and also adulterous women who lust after
men: the women who are a section of the woman do
not care for men, but have female attachments; the
female companions are of this sort. But they who are a
section of the male follow the male, and while they
are young, being slices of the original man, they hang
about men and embrace them and lie with them, and
they are themselves the best of boys and youths, be-
cause they have the most manly nature. Some indeed
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assert that they are shameless, but this is not true;
for they do not act thus from any want of shame, but
because they are valiant and manly, and have a manly
countenance, and they embrace that which is like them.,
And these when they grow up become our statesmen,
and these only, which is a great proof of the truth of
what I am saying. When they reach manhood they are
lovers of youth, and are not naturally inclined to marry
or beget children—if at all, they do so only in obedience
to the law; but they are satisfied if they may be allowed
to live with one another unwedded; and such a nature is
prone to love and ready to return love, always em-
bracing that which is akin to him. And when one of
them meets with his other half, the actual half of
himself, whether he be a lover of youth or a lover of
another sort, the pair are lost in an amazement of love
and friendship and intimacy, and will not be out of the
other’s sight, as I may say, even for a moment: these
are the people who pass their whole lives together; yet
they could not explain what they desire of one another.
For the intense yearmning which each of them has
towards the other does not appear to be the desire of
lover’s intercourse, but of something else which the soul
of either evidently desires and cannot tell, and of which
she has only a dark and doubtful presentiment. Suppose
Hephaestus, with his instruments, to come to the pair
who are lying side by side and to say to them, ‘What
do you people want of one another?’ they would be
unable to explain. And suppose further, that when he
saw their perplexity he said: ‘Do you desire to be
wholly one; always day and night to be in one another’s
company? for if this is what you desire, I am ready to
melt you into one and let you grow together, so that
being two you shall become one, and while you live
live a common life as if you were a single man, and
after your death in the world below still be one de-
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parted soul instead of two—I ask whether this is what
you lovingly desire, and whether you are satisfied to
attain this?’—there is not a man of them who when he
heard the proposal would deny or would not acknowl-
edge that this meeting and melting into one another,
this becoming one instead of two, was the very expres-
sion of his ancient need.

And the reason is that human nature was originally
one and we were a whole, and the desire and pursuit
of the whole is called love. There was a time, I say,
when we were one, but now because of the wickedness
of mankind God has dispersed us, as the Arcadians
were dispersed into villages by the Lacedaemonians.
And if we are not obedient to the gods, there is a
danger that we shall be split up again and go about in
basso-relievo, like the profile figures having only half
a nose which are sculptured on monuments, and that
we shall be like tallies. Wherefore let us exhort all men
to piety, that we may avoid evil, and obtain the good,
of which Love is to us the lord and minister; and let
no one oppose him—he is the enemy of the gods who
oppose him. For if we are friends of the god and at
peace with him we shall find our own true loves, which
rarely happens in this world at present. I am serious,
and therefore I must beg Eryximachus not to make
fun or to find any allusion in what I am saying to
Pausanias and Agathon, who, as I suspect, are both of
the manly nature, and belong to the class which I have
been describing. But my words have a wider applica-
tion—they include men and women everywhere; and
I believe that if our loves were perfectly accomplished,
and each one returning to his primeval nature had his
original true love, then our race would be happy. And
if this would be best of all, the best in the next degree
and under present circumstances must be the nearest
approach to such an union; and that will be the attain-
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ment of a congenial love. Wherefore, if we would praise
him who has given to us the benefit, we must praise
the god Love, who is our greatest benefactor, both
leading us in this life back to our own nature, and
giving us high hopes for the future, for he promises
that if we are pious, he will restore us to our original
state, and heal us and make us happy and blessed. This,
Eryximachus, is my discourse of love, which, although
different to yours, I must beg you to leave unassailed by
the shafts of your ridicule, in order that each may have
his turn; each, or rather either, for Agathon and
Socrates are the only ones left.

Indeed, I am not going to attack you, said Eryxima-
chus, for I thought your speech charming, and did I
not know that Agathon and Socrates are masters in the
art of love, I should be really afraid that they would
have nothing to say, after the world of things which
have been said already. But, for all that, I am not
without hopes.

Socrates said: You played your part well, Eryxima-
chus; but if you were as I am now, or rather as I shall
be when Agathon has spoken, you would, indeed, be in
a great strait.

You want to cast a spell over me, Socrates, said
Agathon, in the hope that I may be disconcerted at
the expectation raised among the audience that I shall
speak well.

I should be strangely forgetful, Agathon, replied
Socrates, of the courage and magnanimity which you
showed when your own compositions were about to be
exhibited, and you came upon the stage with the actors
and faced the vast theatre altogether undismayed, if I
thought that your nerves could be fluttered at a small
party of friends.

Do you think, Socrates, said Agathon, that my head
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is so full of the theatre as not to know how much more
formidable to a man of sense a few good judges are
than many fools?

Nay, replied Socrates, I should be very wrong in
attributing to you, Agathon, that or any other want of
refinement. And I am quite aware that if you hap-
pened to meet with any whom you thought wise, you
would care for their opinion much more than for that
of the many. But then we, having been a part of the
foolish many in the theatre, cannot be regarded as the
select wise; though I know that if you chanced to be
in the presence, not of one of ourselves, but of some
really wise man, you would be ashamed of disgracing
yourself before him—would you not?

Yes, said Agathon.

But before the many you would not be ashamed, if
you thought that you were doing something disgraceful
in their presence?

Here Phaedrus interrupted them, saying: Do not
answer him, my dear Agathon; for if he can only get
a partner with whom he can talk, especially a good-
looking one, he will no longer care about the com-
pletion of our plan. Now I love to hear him talk; but
just at present I must not forget the encomium on Love
which I ought to receive from him and from every
one. When you and he have paid your tribute to the
god, then you may talk.

Very good, Phaedrus, said Agathon; I see no reason
why I should not proceed with my speech, as I shall
have many other opportunities of conversing with
Socrates. Let me say first how I ought to speak, and
then speak:—

The previous speakers, instead of praising the god
Love, or unfolding his nature, appear to have con-
gratulated mankind on the benefits which he confers
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upon them. But I would rather praise the god first, and
then speak of his gifts; this is always the right way of
praising everything.

May I say without impiety or offence, that of all the
blessed gods he is the most blessed because he is the
fairest and best? And he is the fairest: for, in the first
place, he is the youngest, and of his youth he is himself
the witness, fleeing out of the way of age, who is swift
enough, swifter truly than most of us like:—Love hates
him and will not come near him; but youth and love
live and move together—like to like, as the proverb
says. Many things were said by Phaedrus about Love
in which I agree with him; but I cannot agree that he
is older than Iapetus and Kronos:—not so; I maintain
him to be the youngest of the gods, and youthful ever.
The ancient doings among the gods of which Hesiod
and Parmenides spoke, if the tradition of them be true,
were done of Necessity and not of Love; had Love
been in those days, there would have been no chaining
or mutilation of the gods, or other violence, but peace
and sweetness, as there is now in heaven, since the rule
of Love began. Love is young and also tender; he ought
to have a poet like Homer to describe his tenderness,
as Homer says of Ate, that she is a goddess and
tender:—

Her feet are tender, for she sets her steps,
Not on the ground but on the heads of men:

herein is an excellent proof of her tenderness,—that
she walks not upon the hard but upon the soft. Let us
adduce a similar proof of the tenderness of Love; for
he walks not upon the earth, nor yet upon the skulls
of men, which are not so very soft, but in the hearts
and souls of both gods and men, which are of all things
the softest: in them he walks and dwells and makes
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his home. Not in every soul without exception, for where
there is hardness he departs, where there is softness
there he dwells; and nestling always with his feet and
in all manner of ways in the softest of soft places, how
can he be other than the softest of all things? Of a
truth he is the tenderest as well as the youngest, and
also he is of pliant form; for if he were hard and
without flexure he could not enfold all things, or wind
his way into and out of every soul of man undiscovered.
And a proof of his flexibility and symmetry of form
is his grace, which is universally admitted to be in an
especial manner the attribute of Love; ungrace and
love are always at war with one another. The fairness
of his complexion is revealed by his habitation among
the flowers; for he dwells not amid bloomless or
fading beauties, whether of body or soul or aught else,
but in the place of flowers and scents, there he sits and
abides.

Concerning the beauty of the god I have said enough;
and yet there remains much more which I might say.
Of his virtue I have now to speak: his greatest glory
is that he can neither do nor suffer wrong to or from
any god or any man; for he suffers not by force if he
suffers; force comes not near him, neither when he acts
does he act by force. For all men in all things serve
him of their own free will, and where there is voluntary
agreement, there, as the laws which are the lords of
the city say, is justice. And not only is he just out
exceedingly temperate, for Temperance is the acknowl-
edged ruler of the pleasures and desires, and no pleasure
ever masters Love; he is their master and they are his
servants; and if he conquers them he must be temperate
indeed. As to courage, even the God of War is no
match for him; he is the captive and Love is the lord,
for love, the love of Aphrodite, masters him, as the
tale runs; and the master is stronger than the servant.
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And if he conquers the bravest of all others, he must be
himself the bravest. Of his courage and justice and
temperance I have spoken, but I have yet to speak of
his wisdom; and according to the measure of my ability
I must try to do my best. In the first place he is a
poet (and here, like Eryximachus, I magnify my art),
and he is also the source of poesy in others, which he
could not be if he were not himself a poet. And at the
touch of him every one becomes a poet, ‘even though he
had no music in him before’; this also is a proof that
Love is a good poet and accomplished in all the fine
arts; for no one can give to another that which he has
not himself, or teach that of which he has no knowl-
edge. Who will deny that the composition of all
animals is his doing? Are they not all the works of
his wisdom, born and begotten of him? And as to the
artists, do we not know that only he whom love inspires
has the light of fame?—he whom Love touches not
walks in darkness. The arts of medicine and archery
and divination were discovered by Apollo, under the
guidance of love and desire; so that he too is a disciple
of Love. Also the melody of the Muses, the metallurgy
of Hephaestus, the weaving of Athene, the empire of
Zeus over gods and men, are all due to Love, who was
the inventor of them. And so Love set in order the
empire of the gods—the love of beauty, as is evident,
for with deformity Love has no concern. In the days of
old, as I began by saying, dreadful deeds were done
among the gods, for they were ruled by Necessity; but
now since the birth of Love, and from the Love of the
beautiful, has sprung every good in heaven and earth.

Therefore, Phaedrus, I say of Love that he is the
fairest and best in himself, and the cause of what is
fairest and best in all other things. And there comes
into my mind a line of poetry in which he is said to be
the god who
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Gives peace on earth and calms the stormy deep
Who stills the winds and bids the sufferer sleep.

This is he who empties men of disaffection and fills
them with affection, makes them to meet together at
banquets such as this; in sacrifices, feasts, dances, he is
our lord; he sends courtesy and sends away discourtesy;
he gives kindness ever and never gives unkindness; the
friend of the good, the wonder of the wise, the amaze-
ment of the gods; desired by those who have no part
in him, and precious to those who have the better part
in him; parent of delicacy, luxury, desire, fondness,
softness, grace; regardful of the good, regardless of the
evil; in every word, work, wish, fear—saviour, pilot,
comrade, helper; glory of gods and men, leader best
and brightest: in whose footsteps let every man follow,
sweetly singing in his honour and joining in that sweet
strain with which love charms the souls of gods and
men. Such is the speech, Phaedrus, half-playful, yet
having a certain measure of seriousness, which, accord-
ing to my ability, I dedicate to the god.

When Agathon Lad done speaking, Aristodemus said
that there was a general cheer, the young man was
thought to have spoken in a manner worthy of himself,
and of the god. And Socrates, looking at Eryximachus,
said: Tell me, son of Acumenus, was there not reason
in my fears? and was I not a true prophet when I said
that Agathon would make a wonderful oration, and that
I should be in a strait?

The part of the prophecy which concerns Agathon,
replied Eryximachus, appears to me to be true; but not
the other part—that you will be in a strait.

Why, my dear friend, said Socrates, must not I or
any one be in a strait who has to speak after he has
heard such a rich and varied discourse? Yet the rest
was not as astonishing as the beautiful words and
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phrases of the conclusion—who could listen to them
without amazement? When I reflected on the im-
measurable inferiority of my own powers, I was ready
to run away for shame, if there had been a possibility
of escape. For I was reminded of Gorgias, and at the
end of his speech I fancied that Agathon was shaking
at me the Gorginian or Gorgonian head of the great
master of rhetoric, which was simply to turn me and
my speech into stone, as Homer says, and strike me
dumb, And then I perceived how foolish I had been
in consenting to take my turn with you in praising love,
and saying that I too was a master of the art, when I
really had no conception how anything ought to be
praised. For in my simplicity I imagined that the topics
of praise should be true, and that this being pre-
supposed, out of the true the speaker was to choose
the best and set them forth in the best manner. And
I felt quite proud, thinking that I knew the nature of
true praise, and should speak well. Whereas I now
see that the intention was to attribute to Love every
species of greatness and glory, whether really belong-
ing to him or not, without regard to truth or false-
hood—that was no matter; for the original proposal
seems to have been not that each of you should really
praise Love, but only that you should appear to praise
him. And so you attribute to Love every imaginable
form of praise which can be gathered anywhere; and
you say that ‘he is all this,’ and ‘the cause of all that,’
making him appear the fairest and best of all to those
who know him not, for you cannot impose upon those
who know him. And a noble and solemn hymn of praise
have you rehearsed. But as I misunderstood the nature
of the praise when I said that I would take my turn,
I must beg to be absolved from the promise which I
made in ignorance, and which (as Euripides would
say) was a promise of the lips and not of the mind.
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Farewell then to such a strain, for I do not praise in
that way; no, indeed, I cannot. But if you like to hear
the truth about love, I am ready to speak in my own
manner, though I will not make myself ridiculous by
entering into any rivalry with you. Say then, Phaedrus,
whether you would like to have the truth about love,
spoken in any words and in any order which may hap-
pen to come into my mind at the time. Will that be
agreeable to you?

Aristodemus said that Phaedrus and the company bid
him speak in any manner which he thought best. Then,
he added, let me have your permission first to ask
Agathon certain little questions, in order that I may
have his agreement before I begin to speak.

I grant the permission, said Phaedrus: put your
questions. Socrates then proceeded as follows:—

In the magnificent oration which you have just
uttered, I think that you were right, my dear Agathon,
in proposing to speak of the nature of Love first and
afterwards of his works—that is a way of beginning
which I very much approve. And as you have spoken
so eloquently of his nature, may I ask you further,
Whether love is the love of something or of nothing?
And here I must explain myself: I do not want you
to say that love is the love of a father or the love of a
mother—that would be ridiculous; but to answer as
you would, if I asked is a father a father of something?
to which you would find no difficulty in replying, of
a son or daughter: and the answer would be right.

Very true, said Agathon.

And you would say the same of a mother?

He assented.

Yet let me ask you one more question in order to
illustrate my meaning: Is not a brother to be regarded
essentially as a brother of somehting?

Certainly, he replied.
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That is, of a brother or sister?

Yes, he said.

And now, said Socrates, I will ask about Love:—Is
Love of something or of nothing?

Of something, surely, he replied.

Keep in mind what this is, and tell me what I want
to know—whether Love desires that of which love is.

Yes, surely.

And does he possess, or does he not possess, that
which he loves and desires?

Probably not, I should say.

Nay, replied Socrates, I would have you consider
whether ‘necessarily’ is not rather the word. The in-
ference that he who desires something is in want of
something, and that he who desires nothing is in want
of nothing, is in my judgment, Agathon, absolutely and
necessarily true. What do you think?

I agree with you, said Agathon.

Very good. Would a tall man desire to be tall, or a
strong man desire to be strong?

That would be inconsistent with our previous admis-
sions.

True. For he who is anything cannot want to be that
which he is?

Very true.

And yet, added Socrates, if a man being strong
desired to be strong, or being swift desired to be swift,
or being healthy desired to be healthy, in that case he
might be thought to desire something which he already
has or is. I give the example in order that we may
avoid misconception. For the possessors of these
qualities, Agathon, must be supposed ta have their
respective advantages at the time, whether they choose
or not; and who can desire that which he has? There-
fore, when a person says, I am well and wish to be
well, or I am rich and wish to be rich, and I desire
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simply to have what I have—to him we shall reply:
‘You, my friend, having wealth and health and strength,
want to have the continuance of them; for at this
moment, whether you choose or no, you have them.
And when you say, I desire that which I have and
nothing else, is not your meaning that you want to have
what you now have in the future?” He must agree with
us—must he not?

He must, replied Agathon.

Then, said Socrates, he desires that what he has at
present may be preserved to him in the future, which
is equivalent to saying that he desires something which
is non-existent to him, and which as yet he has not
got.
Very true, he said.

Then he and every one who desires, desires that
which he has not already, and which is future and not
present, and which he has not, and is not, and of which
he is in want;—these are the sort of things which love
and desire seek?

Very true, he said.

Then now, said Socrates, let us recapitulate the
argument. First, is not love of something, and of some-
thing too which is wanting to 2 man?

Yes, he replied.

Remember further what you said in your speech, or
if you do not remember I will remind you: you said
that the love of the beautiful set in order the empire
of the gods, for of ugly things there is no love—did
you not say something of that kind?

Yes, said Agathon.

Yes, my friend, and the remark was a just one. And
if this is true, Love is the love of beauty and not of
ugliness?

He assented.
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And the admission has been already made that Love
is of something which a man wants and has not?

True, he said.

Then Love wants and has not beauty?

Certainly, he replied.

And would you call that beautiful which wants and
does not possess beauty?

Certainly not.

Then would you still say that love is beautiful?

Agathon replied: I fear that I did not understand
what I was saying.

You made a very good speech, Agathon, replied
Socrates; but there is yet one small question which I
would fain ask:—Ts not the good also the beautiful?

Yes.

Then in wanting the beautiful, love wants also the
good?

I cannot refute you, Socrates, said Agathon:—Let us
assume that what you say is true.

Say rather, beloved Agathon, that you cannot refute
the truth; for Socrates is easily refuted.

And now, taking my leave of you, I will rehearse a
tale of love which I heard from Diotima of Mantineia,
a woman wise in this and in many other kinds of
knowledge, who in the days of old, when the Athenians
offered sacrifice before the coming of the plague, de-
layed the disease ten years. She was my instructress in
the art of love, and by using her discourse I shall
endeavour to pursue the arguments from the premises
upon which Agathon and I agreed; I shall take both
parts myself, as well as I can. As you, Agathon, sug-
gested, I must speak first of the being and nature of
Love, and then of his works. I think it will be easier for
me to set the argument forth in the form of questions,
as the stranger woman did. First I said to her in nearly
the same words which Agathon used to me, that Love
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was 2 mighty god, and likewise fair; and she proved to
me as I proved to him that, by my own showing, Love
was neither fair nor good. ‘What do you mean, Diotima,’
I said, ‘is love then evil and foul?’ ‘Hush,’ she cried;
‘must that be foul which is not fair?’ ‘Certainly, I
said. “And is that which is not wise, ignorant? do you
not see that there is a mean between wisdom and
ignorance?” ‘And what may that be?’ I said. ‘Right
opinion,’ she replied; ‘which, as you know, being in-
capable of giving a reason, is not knowledge (for how
can knowledge be devoid of reason? nor again,
ignorance, for neither can ignorance attain the truth),
but is clearly something which is a mean between
ignorance and wisdom.’ ‘Quite true,’ I replied. ‘Do not
then insist’ she said, ‘that what is not fair is of
necessity foul, or what is not good evil; or infer that
because love is not fair and good he is therefore foul
and evil; for he is in a mean between them.’ ‘Well,’
I said, ‘Love is surely admitted by all to be a great
god.’ ‘By those who know or by those who do not
know?’ ‘By all’ ‘And how, Socrates,” she said with a
smile, ‘can Love be acknowledged to be a great god
by those who say that he is not a god at all?” ‘And
who are they?’ I said. ‘You and I are two of them,’
she replied. ‘How can that be?’ I said. ‘It is quite
intelligible,” she replied; ‘for you yourself would ac-
knowledge that the gods are happy and fair—of course
you would—would you dare to say that any god was
not?’ ‘Certainly not,” I replied. ‘And you mean by the
happy, those who are the possessors of things good or
fair?” “Yes.’ ‘And you admitted that Love, because he
was in want, desires those good and fair things of
which he is in want?’ ‘Yes, I did.’ ‘But how can he be
a god who has no portion in what is either good or
fair?’ “Impossible.’ ‘Then you see that you also deny the
divinity of Love.’
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‘What then is Love?’ I asked; ‘Is he mortal?’ ‘No.
‘What then?’ ‘As in the former instance, he is neither
mortal nor immortal, but in 2 mean between the two.’
‘What is he, Diotima?’ ‘He is a great spirit (daimon),
and like all spirits he is intermediate between the
divine and the mortal’ ‘And what,’ I said, ‘is his
power?’ ‘He interprets,’” she replied, ‘between gods and
men, conveying and taking across to the gods the
prayers and sacrifices of men, and to men the com-
mands and replies of the gods; he is the mediator who
spans the chasm which divides them, and therefore in
him all is bound together, and through him the arts of
the prophet and the priest, their sacrifices and mysteries
and charms, and all prophecy and incantation, find
their way. For God mingles not with man; but through
a spirit all the intercourse and converse of god with
man, whether awake or asleep, is carried on. The
wisdom which understands this is spiritual; all other
wisdom, such as that of arts and handicrafts, is
mechanical. Now these spirits or intermediate powers
are many and diverse, and one of them is Love.” ‘And
who,’ I said, ‘was his father, and who his mother?’

“The tale,’ she said, ‘will take time; nevertheless I will
tell you. On the birthday of Aphrodite there was a
feast of the gods, at which the god Poros or Plenty,
who is the son of Metis or Discretion, was one of the
guests. When the feast was over, Penia or Poverty, as
the manner is on such occasions, came about the doors
to beg. Now Plenty, who was the worse for nectar
(there was no wine in those days), went into the
garden of Zeus and fell into a heavy sleep; and Pov-
erty considering her own straitened circumstances,
plotted to have a child by him, and accordingly she
lay down at his side and conceived Love, who partly
because he is naturally a lover of the beautiful, and
because Aphrodite is herself beautiful, and also because
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he was born on her birthday, is her follower and
attendant. And as his parentage is, so also are his
fortunes. In the first place he is always poor, and any-
thing but tender and fair, as the many imagine him;
and he is rough and squalid, and has no shoes, nor a
house to dwell in; on the bare earth exposed he lies
under the open heaven, in the streets, or at the doors
of houses, taking his rest; and like his mother he is
always in need. Like his father too, whom he also
partly resembles, he is always scheming for the fair
and good; he is bold, enterprising, strong, a mighty
hunter, always weaving some intrigue or other, keen in
the pursuit of wisdom, fertile in resources; a philosopher
at all times, 2 master enchanter, sorcerer, sophist. He
is by nature neither mortal nor immortal, but alive and
flourishing at one moment when he is in plenty, and
dead at another moment, and again alive by reason of
his father’s nature. But that which is always flowing in
is always flowing out, and so he is never in want and
never in wealth; and, further, he is in a mean between
ignorance and knowledge. The truth of the matter is
this: No god is a philosopher or seeker after wisdom,
for he is wise already; nor does any man who is wise
seek after wisdom. Neither do the ignorant seek after
wisdom. For herein is the evil of ignorance, that he who
is neither good nor wise is nevertheless satisfied with
himself: he has no desire for that of which he feels no
want.’

‘But who then, Diotima,” I said, ‘are the lovers of
wisdom, if they are neither the wise nor the foolish?’
‘A child may answer that question,’ she replied; ‘they
are those who are in a mean between the two; Love is
one of them. For wisdom is a most beautiful thing, and
Love is of the beautiful; and therefore Love is also a
philosopher or lover of wisdom, and being a lover of
wisdom is in a mean between the wise and the ignorant,
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And of this too his birth is the cause; for his father is
wealthy and wise, and his mother poor and foolish.
Such, my dear Socrates, is the nature of the spirit Love.
The error in your conception of him was very natural,
and as I imagine from what you say, has arisen out of
a confusion of love and the beloved, which made you
think that love was all beautiful. For the beloved is
the truly beautiful, and delicate, and perfect, and
blessed; but the principle of love is of another nature,
and is such as I have described.’

‘Very well, madam,’ said I, ‘you are quite right;
but, assuming Love to be such as you say, what is the
use of him to men?’ “That, Socrates,’ she replied, ‘I will
attempt to unfold: of his nature and birth I have al-
ready spoken; and you acknowledge that love is of the
beautiful. But some one will say: Of the beautiful in
what, Socrates and Diotima?—or rather let me put the
question more clearly, and ask: When a man loves the
beautiful, what does he desire?’ I answered her ‘That
the beautiful may be his.” ‘Still,” she said, ‘the answer
suggests a further question: What is given by the
possession of beauty?” ‘To what you have asked,” I
replied, ‘I have no answer ready.’ “Then,’ she said, ‘let
me put the word “good” in the place of the beautiful,
and repeat the question once more: If he who loves
loves the good, what is it then that he loves?’ ‘The
possession of the good,’ I said. ‘And what does he gain
who possesses the good?’ ‘Happiness,’ I replied; ‘there
is less difficulty in answering that question.” ‘Yes,” she
said, ‘the happy are made happy by the acquisition of
good things. Nor is there any need to ask why a man
desires happiness; the answer is already final.’ ‘You are
right,’ I said. ‘And is this wish and this desire common
to all? and do all men always desire their own good,
or only some men?—what say you?’ ‘All men,’ I replied;
‘the desire is common to all.” “Why, then,’ she rejoined,
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‘are not all men, Socrates, said to love, but only some
of them? whereas you say that all men are always
loving the same things.’ ‘I myself wonder,’ I said, ‘why
this is.” ‘There is nothing to wonder at,’ she replied;
‘the reason is that one part of love is separated off and
receives the name of the whole, but the other parts
have other names.’ ‘Give an illustration,” I said. She
answered me as follows: ‘There is poetry, which, as
you know, is complex and manifold. All creation or
passage of non-being into being is poetry or making,
and the processes of all art are creative; and the masters
of arts are all poets or makers.’ “Very true.” ‘Still,” she
said, ‘you know that they are not called poets, but
have other names; only that portion of the art which
is separated off from the rest, and is concerned with
music and metre, is termed poetry, and they who
possess poetry in this sense of the word are called
poets.” ‘Very true,” I said. ‘And the same holds of love.
For you may say generally that all desire of good and
happiness is only the great and subtle power of love;
but they who are drawn towards him by any other
path, whether the path of money-making or gymnastics
or philosophy, are not called lovers—the name of the
whole is appropriated to those whose affection takes one
form only—they alone are said to love, or to be lovers.
‘I dare say,” I replied, ‘that you are right.’ ‘Yes,’ she
added, ‘and you hear people say that lovers are seeking
for their other half; but I say that they are seeking
neither for the half of themselves, nor for the whole,
unless the half or the whole be also a good. And they
will cut off their own hands and feet and cast them
away, if they are evil; for they love not what is their
own, unless perchance there be some one who calls
what belongs to him the good, and what belongs to
another the evil. For there is nothing which men love
but the good. Is there anything?’ ‘Certainly, I should
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say, that there is nothing.” “Then,’ she said, ‘the simple
truth is, that men love the good.” ‘Yes’ I said. ‘To
which must be added that they love the possession of
the good?’ ‘Yes, that must be added.’ ‘And not only
the possession, but the everlasting possession of the
good?’ ‘That must be added too.” ‘Then love,’ she
said, ‘may be described generally as the love of the
everlasting possession of the good?’ ‘That is most
true.’

“Then if this be the nature of love, can you tell me
further,’ she said, ‘what is the manner of the pursuit?
what are they doing who show all this eagemess and
heat which is called love? and what is the object which
they have in view? Answer me’ ‘Nay, Diotima,’ I
replied, ‘if I had known, I should not have wondered
at your wisdom, neither should I have come to learn
from you about this very matter. ‘Well,” she said, ‘I
will teach you:—The object which they have in view
is birth in beauty, whether of body or soul.” ‘I do not
understand you,’ I said; ‘the oracle requires an explana-
tion.” ‘I will make my meaning clearer,” she replied. ‘I
mean to say, that all men are bringing to the birth in
their bodies and in their souls. There is a certain age
at which human nature is desirous of procreation—
procreation which must be in beauty and not in
deformity; and this procreation is the union of man
and woman, and is a divine thing; for conception and
generation are an immortal principle in the mortal
creature, and in the inharmonious they can never be.
But the deformed is always inharmonious with the
divine, and the beautiful harmonious. Beauty, then,
is the destiny or goddess of parturition who presides at
birth, and therefore, when approaching beauty, the
conceiving power is propitious, and diffusive, and
benign, and begets and bears fruit: at the sight of
ugliness she frowns and contracts and has a sense of
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pain, and turns away, and shrivels up, and not without
a pang refrains from conception. And this is the
reason why, when the hour of conception arrives, and
the teeming nature is full, there is such a flutter
and ecstasy about beauty whose approach is the
alleviation of the pain of travail. For love, Socrates,
is not, as you imagine, the love of the beautiful only.’
‘What then?’ ‘The love of generation and of birth in
beauty.’ ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Yes, indeed,” she replied. ‘But
why of generation? ‘Because to the mortal creature,
generation is a sort of eternity and immortality,” she
replied; ‘and if, as has been already admitted, love is
of the everlasting possession of the good, all men will
necessarily desire immortality together with good:
Hence love is of immortality.’

All this she taught me at various times when she
spoke of love. And I remember her once saying to me,
‘What is the cause, Socrates, of love, and the attendant
desire? See you not how all animals, birds, as well as
beasts, in their desire of procreation, are in agony when
they take the infection of love, which begins with the
desire of union; to this is added the care of offspring,
on whose behalf the weakest are ready to battle against
the strongest even to the uttermost, and to die for
them, and will let themselves be tormented with hun-
ger or suffer anything in order to maintain their young.
Man may be supposed to act thus from reason; but
why should animals have these passionate feelings?
Can you tell me why?’ Again I replied that I did not
know. She said to me: ‘And do you expect ever to
become a master in the art of love, if you do not know
this?” ‘But I have told you already, Diotima, that my
ignorance is the reason why I come to you; for I am
conscious that I want a teacher; tell me then the cause
of this and of the other mysteries of love.’ ‘Marvel not,’
she said, ‘if you believe that love is of the immortal,
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as we have several times acknowledged; for here again,
and on the same principle too, the mortal nature is
seeking as far as is possible to be everlasting and im-
mortal: and this is only to be attained by generation,
because generation always leaves behind a new existence
in the place of the old. Nay even in the life of the
same individual there is succession and not absolute
unity: a man is called the same, and yet in the short
interval which elapses between youth and age, and in
which every animal is said to have life and identity, he
is undergoing a perpetual process of loss and reparation
—hair, flesh, bones, blood, and the whole body are
always changing. Which is true not only of the body,
but also of the soul, whose habits, tempers, opinions,
desires, pleasures, pains, fears, never remain the same
in any one of us, but are always coming and going;
and equally true of knowledge, and what is still more
surprising to us mortals, not only do the sciences in
general spring up and decay, so that in respect of them
we are never the same; but each of them individually
experiences a like change. For what is implied in the
word reviewing, but the departure of knowledge, which
is ever being forgotten, and is renewed and preserved
by recollection, and appears to be the same although
in reality new, according to that law of succession by
which all mortal things are preserved, not absolutely the
same, but by substitution, the old worn-out mortality
leaving another new and similar existence behind—
unlike the divine, which is always the same and not
another? And in this way, Socrates, the mortal body,
or mortal anything, partakes of immortality; but the
immortal in another way. Marvel not then at the love
which all men have of their offspring; for that universal
love and interest is for the sake of immortality.’

I was astonished at her words, and said: ‘Is this
really true, most wise Diotima?’ And she answered with
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all the authority of an accomplished sophist: ‘Of that,
Socrates, you may be assured;—think only of the
ambition of men, and you will wonder at the sense-
lessness of their ways, unless you consider how they are
stirred by the love of an immortality of fame. They
are ready to run all risks greater far than they would
have run for their children, and to spend money and
undergo any sort of toil, and even to die, for the sake
of leaving behind them a name which shall be eternal.
Do you imagine that Alcestis would have died to save
Admetus, or Achilles to avenge Patroclus, or your own
Codrus in order to preserve the kingdom for his sons,
if they had not imagined that the memory of their
virtues, which still survives among us, would be im-
mortal? Nay,” she said, ‘I am persuaded that all men
do all things, and the better they are the more they do
them, in hope of the glorious fame of immortal virtue;
for they desire the immortal.

‘Those who are pregnant in the body only, betake
themselves to women and beget children—this is the
character of their love; their offspring, as they hope,
will preserve their memory and give them the blessed-
ness and immortality which they desire in the future.
But souls which are pregnant—for there certainly are
men who are more creative in their souls than in their
bodies—conceive that which is proper for the soul to
conceive or contain. And what are these conceptions?
—wisdom and virtue in general. And such creators are
poets and all artists who are deserving of the name
inventor. But the greatest and fairest sort of wisdom by
far is that which is concerned with the ordering of
states and families, and which is called temperance and
justice. And he who in youth has the seed of these
implanted in him and is himself inspired, when he
comes to maturity desires to beget and generate. He
wanders about seeking beauty that he may beget off-
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spring—for in ugliness, he will beget nothing—and
naturally embraces the beautiful rather than the ugly
body; above all when he finds a fair and noble and
well-nurtured soul, he embraces the two in one person,
and to such an one he is full of speech about virtue
and the nature and pursuits of a good man; and he
tries to educate him; and at the touch of the beautiful
which is ever present to his memory, even when absent,
he brings forth that which he had conceived long
before, and in company with him tends that which he
brings forth; and they are married by a far nearer tie
and have a closer friendship than those who beget
mortal children, for the children who are their com-
mon offspring are fairer and more immortal. Who,
when he thinks of Homer and Hesiod and other great
poets, would not rather have their children than
ordinary human ones? Who would not emulate them
in the creation of children such as theirs, which have
preserved their memory and given them everlasting
glory? Or who would not have such children as
Lycurgus left behind him to be the saviours, not
only of Lacedaemon, but of Hellas, as one may say?
There is Solon, too, who is the revered father of
Athenian laws; and many others there are in many
other places, both among Hellenes and barbarians, who
have given to the world many noble works, and have
been the parents of virtue of every kind; and many
temples have been raised in their honour for the sake
of children such as theirs; which were never raised in
honour of any one, for the sake of his mortal children.

‘These are the lesser mysteries of love, into which
even you, Socrates, may enter; to the greater and more
hidden ones which are the crown of these, and to
which, if you pursue them in a right spirit, they will
lead, I know not whether you will be able to attain.
But I will do my utmost to inform you, and do you



SyMmposrum 125

follow if you can. For he who would proceed aright in
this matter should begin in youth to visit beautiful
bodies; and first, if he be guided by his instructor
aright, to love one such body only—out of that he
should create fair thoughts; and soon he will of himself
perceive that the beauty of one body is akin to the
beauty of another; and then if beauty of form in
general is his pursuit, how foolish. would he be not to
recognize that the beauty in every form is one and the
same! And when he perceives this he will abate his
violent love of the one, which he will despise and
deem a small thing, and will become a lover of all
beautiful bodies; in the next stage he will consider
that the beauty of the mind is more honourable than
the beauty of the body. So that if a virtuous soul
have but a little comeliness, he will be content to love
and tend him, and will search out and bring to the
birth thoughts which may improve the young, until he
is compelled to contemplate and see the beauty of
institutions and laws, and to understand that the
beauty of them all is of one family, and that personal
beauty is a trifle; and after laws and institutions he
will go on to the sciences, that he may see their beauty,
being not like a servant in love with the beauty of one
youth or man or institution, himself a slave mean and
narrow-minded, but drawing towards and contemplating
the vast sea of beauty, he will create many fair and
noble thoughts and notions in boundless love of
wisdom; until on that shore he grows and waxes strong,
and at last the vision is revealed to him of a single
knowledge, which is of beauty everywhere. To this I
will proceed; please to give me your very best attention:

‘He who has been instructed thus far in the things of
love, and who has learned to see the beautiful in due
order and succession, when he comes toward the end
will suddenly perceive a nature of wondrous beauty
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(and this, Socrates, is the final cause of all our former
toils)—a nature which in the first place is everlasting,
not growing and decaying, or waxing and waning;
secondly, not fair in one point of view and foul in
another, or at one time or in one relation or at one
place fair, at another time or in another relation or at
another place foul, as if fair to some and foul to others,
or in the likeness of a face or hands or any other part
of the bodily frame, or in any form of speech or
knowledge, or existing in any other being, as for
example, in an animal, or in heaven, or in earth, or
in any other place; but beauty absolute, separate, simple,
and everlasting, which without diminution and without
increase, or any change, is imparted to the evergrowing
and perishing beauties of all other things. He who
begins to perceive that beauty, ascending from the
particulars through the correct mode of loving boys, is
within reach of the final attainment. And the true
order of going, or being led by another, to the things
of love, is to begin from the beauties of earth and
mount upwards for the sake of that other beauty,
using these as rungs of a ladder, and from one going
on to two, and from two to all fair forms, and from
fair forms to fair practices, and from fair practices to
fair notions, until from fair notions he arrives at the
notion of absolute beauty, and at last knows what the
essence of beauty is. This, my dear Socrates,” said the
stranger of Mantineia, ‘is that life above all others
which man should live, in the contemplation of beauty
absolute; a beauty which if you once beheld, you would
see not to be after the measure of gold, and garments,
and fair boys and youths, whose presence now entrances
you; and you and many a one would be content to
live seeing them only and conversing with them without
meat or drink, if that were possible—you only want to
look at them and to be with them. But what if man
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had eyes to see the true beauty—the divine beauty, I
mean, pure and clear and unalloyed, not clogged with
the pollutions of mortality and all the colours and
vanities of human life—thither looking, and holding
converse with the true beauty simple and divine?
Remember how in that communion only, beholding
beauty with the eye of the mind, he will be enabled
to bring forth, not images of beauty, but realities (for
he has hold not of an image but of a reality), and
bringing forth and nourishing true virtue to become
the friend of God and be immortal, if mortal man may.
Would that be an ignoble life?

Such, Phaedrus—and I speak not only to you, but
to all of you—were the words of Diotima; and I am
persuaded of their truth. And being persuaded of them,
I try to persuade others, that in the attainment of this
end human nature will not easily find a helper better
than love. And therefore, also, I say that every man
ought to honour him as I myself honour him, and
walk in his ways, and exhort others to do the same,
and praise the power and spirit of love according to
the measure of my ability now and ever.

The words which I have spoken, you, Phaedrus, may
call an encomium of love, or anything else which you
please.

When Socrates had done speaking, the company
applauded, and Aristophanes was beginning to say
something in answer to the allusion which Socrates
had made to his own speech, when suddenly there was
a great knocking at the door of the house, as of revel-
lers, and the sound of a flute-girl was heard. Agathon
told the attendants to go and see who were the in-
truders. ‘If they are friends of ours, he said, ‘invite
them in, but if not, say that the drinking is over’ A
little while afterwards they heard the voice of Alcibiades
resounding in the court; he was in a great state of
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intoxication, and kept roaring and shouting ‘Where is
Agathon? Lead me to Agathon,’ and at length, sup-
ported by the flute-girl and some of his attendants, he
found his way to them. ‘Hail, friends,’ he said, appear-
ing at the door crowned with 2 massive garland of ivy
and violets, his head flowing with ribands. ‘Will you
have a very drunken man as a companion of your
revels? Or shall I crown Agathon, which was my
intention in coming, and go away? For I was unable
to come yesterday, and therefore I am here to-day,
carrying on my head these ribands, that taking them
from my own head, I may crown the head of this
fairest and wisest of men, as I may be allowed to call
him. Will you laugh at me because I am drunk? Yet
I know very weil that I am speaking the truth,
although you may laugh. But first tell me; if I come in
shall we have the understanding of which I spoke?
Will you drink with me or not?

The company were vociferous in begging that he
would take his place among them, and Agathon
specially invited him. Thereupon he was led in by the
people who were with him; and as he was being led,
intending to crown Agathon, he took the ribands from
his own head and held them in front of his eyes; he
was thus prevented from seeing Socrates, who made
way for him, and Alcibiades took the vacant place be-
tween Agathon and Socrates, and in taking the place
he embraced Agathon and crowned him. Take off his
sandals, said Agathon, and let him make a third on the
same couch.

By all means; but who makes the third partner in
our revels? said Alcibiades, turning round and starting
up as he caught sight of Socrates. By Heracles, he said,
what is this? here is Socrates always lying in wait for
me, and always, as his way is, coming out at all sorts
of unsuspected places: and now, what have you to say
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for yourself, and why are you lying here, where I
perceive that you have contrived to find a place,
not by a joker or lover of jokes, like Aristophanes,
but by the fairest of the company?

Socrates turned to Agathon and said: I must ask
you to protect me, Agathon; for the passion for this
man has grown quite a serious matter to me. Since I
became his admirer I have never been allowed to speak
to any other fair one, or so much as to look at them.
If I do, he goes wild with envy and jealousy, and not
only abuses me but can hardly keep his hands off me,
and at this moment he may do me some harm.
Please to see to this, and either reconcile me to him, or,
if he attempts violence, protect me, as I am in bodily
fear of his mad and passionate attempts.

There can never be reconciliation between you and
me, said Alcibiades; but for the present I will defer your
chastisement. And I must beg you, Agathon, to give
me back some of the ribands that I may crown the
marvellous head of this universal despot—I would not
have him complain of me for crowning you, and
neglecting him, who in conversation is the conqueror
of all mankind; and this not only once, as you were
the day before yesterday, but always. Whereupon, tak-
ing some of the ribands, he crowned Socrates, and again
reclined.

Then he said: You seem, my friends, to be sober,
which is a thing not to be endured; you must drink—
for that was the agreement under which I was admitted
—and I elect myself master of the feast until you are
well drunk. Let us have a large goblet, Agathon, or
rather, he said, addressing the attendant, bring me that
wine-cooler. The wine-cooler which had caught his eye
was a vessel holding more than two quarts—this he
filled and emptied, and bade the attendant fill it again
for Socrates. Observe, my friends, said Alcibiades, that
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this ingenious trick of mine will have no effect on
Socrates, for he can drink any quantity of wine and
not be at all nearer being drunk. Socrates drank the
cup which the attendant filled for him.

Eryximachus said: What is this, Alcibiades? Are we
to have neither conversation nor singing over our cups;
but simply to drink as if we were thirsty?

Alcibiades replied: Hail, worthy son of a most wise
and worthy sire!

The same to you, said Eryximachus; but what shall
we do?

That I leave to you, said Alcibiades,

The wise physician skilled our wounds to heal

shall prescribe and we will obey. What do you want?

Well, said Eryximachus, before you appeared we had
passed a resolution that each one of us in turn should
make a speech in praise of love, and as good a one as
he could: the turn was passed round from left to right;
and as all of us have spoken, and you have not spoken
but have well drunken, you ought to speak, and then
impose upon Socrates any task which you please, and he
on his right hand neighbour, and so on.

That is good, Eryximachus, said Alcibiades; and yet
the comparison of a drunken man’s speech with those
of sober men is hardly fair; and I should like to know,
sweet friend, whether you really believe what Socrates
was just now saying; for I can assure you that the very
reverse is the fact, and that if I praise any one but
himself in his presence, whether god or man, he will
hardly keep his hands off me.

For shame, said Socrates.

Hold your tongue, said Alcibiades, for by Poseidon,
there is no one else whom I will praise when you are
of the company.
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Well then, said Eryximachus, if you like praise Soc-
rates.

What do you think, Eryximachus? said Alcibiades:
shall T attack him and inflict the punishment before you
all?

What are you about? said Socrates; are you going to
raise a laugh at my expense? Is that the meaning of
your praise?

T am going to speak the truth, if you will permit me.

I not only permit, but exhort you to speak the truth.

Then I will begin at once, said Alcibiades, and if I
say anything which is not true, you may interrupt me if
you will, and say ‘that is a lie,’ though my intention is
to speak the truth. But you must not wonder if I
speak anyhow as things come into my mind; for the
fluent and orderly enumeration of all your singularities
is not a task which is easy to a man in my condition.

And now, my boys, I shall praise Socrates in a figure
which will appear to him to be a caricature, and yet I
speak, not to make fun of him, but only for the truth’s
sake. I say, that he is exactly like the busts of Silenus,
which are set up in the statuaries’ shops, holding pipes
and flutes in their mouths; and they are made to open
in the middle, and have images of gods inside them. I
say also that he is like Marsyas the satyr. You yourself
will not deny, Socrates, that your face is like that of a
satyr. Aye, and there is a resemblance in other points
too. For example, you are a bully, as I can prove by
witnesses, if you will not confess. And are you not a
flute-player? That you are, and a performer far more
wonderful than Marsyas. He indeed with instruments
used to charm the souls of men by the powers of his
breath, and the players of his music do so still: for the
melodies of Olympus are derived from Marsyas who
taught them, and these, whether they are played by
a great master or by a miserable flute-girl, have a
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power which no others have; they alone possess the
soul and reveal the wants of those who have need of
gods and mysteries, because they are divine. But you
produce the same effect with your words only, and do
not require the flute; that is the difference between you
and him. When we hear any other speaker, even a very
good one, he produces absolutely no effect upon us,
or not much, whereas the mere fragments of you and
your words, even at second-hand, and however im-
perfectly repeated, amaze and possess the souls of every
man, woman, and child who comes within hearing of
them. And if I were not afraid that you would think
me hopelessly drunk, I would have sworn as well as
spoken to the influence which they have always had and
still have over me. For my heart leaps within me more
than that of any Corybantian reveller, and my eyes
rain tears when I hear them. And I observe that many
others are affected in the same manner. I have heard
Pericles and other great orators, and I thought that
they spoke well, but I never had any similar feeling;
my soul was not stirred by them, nor was I angry at
the thought of my own slavish state. But this Marsyas
has often brought me to such a pass, that I have felt
as if I could hardly endure the life which I am leading
(this, Socrates, you will admit); and I am conscious
that if I did not shut my ears against him, and fly as
from the voice of the siren, my fate would be like that
of others,—he would transfix me, and I should grow old
sitting at his feet. For he makes me confess that I
ought not to live as I do, neglecting the wants of my
own soul, and busying myself with the concerns of the
Athenians; therefore I hold my ears and tear myself
away from him. And he is the only person who ever
made me ashamed, which you might think not to be
in my nature, and there is no one else who does the
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same. For I know that I cannot answer him or say that
I ought not to do as he bids, but when I leave his
presence the love of popularity gets the better of me.
And therefore I run away and fly from him, and when
I see him I am ashamed of what I have confessed to
him. Many a time have I wished that he were dead,
and yet I know that I should be much more sorry
than glad, if he were to die: so that I am at my wit’s
end.

And this is what I and many others have suffered
from the flute-playing of this satyr. Yet hear me once
more while I show you how exact the image is, and
how marvellous his power. For let me tell you; none of
you know him; but I will reveal him to you; having be-
gun, I must go on. See you how fond he is of the fair?
He is always with them and is always being smitten by
them, and then again he knows nothing and is ignorant
of all things—such is the appearance which he puts on.
Is he not like a Silenus in this? To be sure he is: his
outer mask is the carved head of the Silenus; but, O
my companions in drink, when he is opened, what
temperance there is residing within! Know you that
beauty and wealth and honour, at which the many
wonder, are of no account with him, and are utterly
despised by him: he regards not at all the persons who
are gifted with them; mankind are nothing to him; all
his life is spent in mocking and flouting at them. But
when I opened him, and looked within at his serious
purpose, I saw in him divine and golden images of such
fascinating beauty that I was ready to do in a moment
whatever Socrates commanded: they may have escaped
the observation of others, but I saw them. Now I fan-
cied that he was seriously enamoured of my beauty, and
I thought that I should therefore have a grand oppor-
tunity of hearing him tell what he knew, for I had a
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wonderful opinion of the attractions of my youth. In
the prosecution of this design, when I next went to him,
I sent away the attendant who usually accompanied
me (I will confess the whole truth, and beg you to
listen; and if I speak falsely, do you, Socrates, expose
the falsehood). Well, he and I were alone together, and
I thought that when there was nobody with us, I should
hear him speak the language which lovers use to their
loves when they are by themselves, and I was delighted.
Nothing of the sort; he conversed as usual, and spent
the day with me and then went away. Afterwards I
challenged him to the palaestra; and he wrestled and
closed with me several times when there was no one
present; I fancied that I might succeed in this manner.
Not a bit; I made no way with him. Lastly, as I had
failed hitherto, I thought that I must take stronger
measures and attack him boldly, and, as I had begun,
not give him up, but see how matters stood between
him and me. So I invited him to sup with me, just as
if he were a fair youth, and I a designing lover. He
was not easily persuaded to come; he did, however, after
a while accept the invitation, and when he came the
first time, he wanted to go away at once as soon as
supper was over, and I had not the face to detain him.
The second time, still in pursuance of my design, after
we had supped, I went on conversing far into the night,
and whewr he wanted to go away, I pretended that the
hour was late and that he had much better remain. So
he lay down on the couch next to me, the same on
which he had supped, and there was no one but our-
selves sleeping in the apartment.

All this may be told without shame to any one. But
what follows I could hardly tell you if I were sober. Yet
as the proverb says, ‘In vino veritas,’ whether with boys,
or without them; and therefore I must speak. Nor,
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again, should I be justified in concealing the lofty
actions of Socrates when I come to praise him. More-
over I have felt the serpent’s sting; and he who has
suffered, as they say, is willing to tell his fellow-sufferers
only, as they alone will be likely to understand him, and
will not be extreme in judging of the sayings or doings
which have been wrung from his agony. For I have
been bitten by a more than viper’s tooth; I have known
in my soul, or in my heart, or in some other part, that
worst of pangs, more violent in ingenuous youth than
any serpent’s tooth, the pang of philosophy, which will
make a man say or do anything. And you whom I see
around me, Phaedrus and Agathon and Eryximachus
and Pausanias and Aristodemus and Aristophanes, all of
you, and I need not say Socrates himself, have had ex-
perience of the same madness and passion in your long-
ing after wisdom. Therefore listen and excuse my
doings then and my sayings now. But let the attendants
and other profane and unmannered persons close up
the doors of their ears.

When the lamp was put out and the servants had
gone away, I thought that I must be plain with him
and have no more ambiguity. So I gave him a shake,
and I said: ‘Socrates, are you asleep?’ ‘No,” he said. ‘Do
you know what I am meditating?’ ‘What are you medi-
tating?’ he said. ‘I think,’ I replied, ‘that of all the
lovers whom I have ever had you are the only one who
is worthy of me, and you appear to be too modest to
speak. Now I feel that I should be a fool to refuse you
this or any other favour, and therefore I come to lay
at your feet all that I have and all that my friends have,
in the hope that you will assist me in the way of virtue,
which I desire above all things, and in which I believe
that you can help me better than any one else. And
I should certainly have more reason to be ashamed
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of what wise men would say if I were to refuse a favour
to such as you, than of what the world, who are mostly
fools, would say of me if I granted it.” To these words
he replied in the ironical manner which is so characteris-
tic of him:—‘Alcibiades, my friend, you have indeed an
elevated aim if what you say is true, and if there really
is in me any power by which you may become better;
truly you must see in me some rare beauty of a kind
infinitely higher than any which I see in you. And there-
fore, if you mean to share with me and to exchange
beauty for beauty, you will have greatly the advantage
of me; you will gain true beauty in return for ap-
pearance—like Diomede, gold in exchange for brass.
But look again, sweet friend, and see whether you are
not deceived in me. The mind begins to grow critical
when the bodily eye fails, and it will be a long time
before you get old.’ Hearing this, I said: ‘I have told
you my purpose, which is quite serious, and do you con-
sider what you think best for you and me.’ ‘That is
good,’ he said; ‘at some other time then we will consider
and act as seems best about this and about other mat-
ters.” Whereupon, I fancied that he was smitten, and
that the words which I had uttered like arrows had
wounded him, and so without waiting to hear more I
got up, and throwing my coat about him crept under
his threadbare cloak, as the time of year was winter, and
there I lay during the whole night having this wonder-
ful monster in my arms. This again, Socrates, will not
be denied by you. And yet, notwithstanding all, he was
so superior to my solicitations, so contemptuous and
derisive and disdainful of my beauty—which really, as
I fancied, had some attractions—hear, O judges; for
judges you shall be of the haughty virtue of Socrates—
nothing more happened, but in the moming when I
awoke (let all the gods and goddesses be my withesses)
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I arose as from the couch of a father or an elder
brother.

What do you suppose must have been my feelings,
after this rejection, at the thought of my own dishonour?
And yet I could not help wondering at his natural
temperance and self-restraint and manliness. I never
imagined that I could have met with a man such as he
is in wisdom and endurance. And therefore I could not
be angry with him or renounce his company, any more
than I could hope to win him. For I well knew that if
Ajax could not be wounded by steel, much less he by
money; and my only chance of captivating him by my
personal attractions had failed. So I was at my wit's
end; no one was ever more hopelessly enslaved by an-
other. All this happened before he and I went on the
expedition to Potidaea; there we messed together, and
I had the opportunity of observing his extraordinary
power of sustaining fatigue. His endurance was simply
marvellous when, being cut off from our supplies, we
were compelled to go without food—on such occasions,
which often happen in time of war, he was superior not
only to me but to everybody; there was no one to be
compared to him. Yet at a festival he was the only per-
son who had any real powers of enjoyment; though not
willing to drink, he could if compelled beat us all at
that,—wonderful to relate! no human being had ever
seen Socrates drunk; and his powers, if I am not mis-
taken, will be tested before long. His fortitude in endur-
ing cold was also surprising. There was a severe frost,
for the winter in that region is really tremendous, and
everybody else either remained indoors, or if they went
out had on an amazing quantity of clothes, and were
well shod, and had their feet swathed in felt and fleeces:
in the midst of this, Socrates with his bare feet on the
ice and in his ordinary dress marched better than the
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other soldiers who had shoes, and they looked daggers
at him because he seemed to despise them.

1 have told you one tale, and now I must tell you
another, which is worth hearing,

Of the doings and sufferings of the enduring man

while he was on the expedition. One momning he was
thinking about something which he could not resolve;
he would not give it up, but continued thinking from
early dawn until noon—there he stood fixed in thought;
and at noon attention was drawn to him, and the
rumour ran through the wondering crowd that Socrates
had been standing and thinking about something ever
since the break of day. At last, in the evening after sup-
per, some Ionians out of curiosity (I should explain
that this was not in winter but in summer), brought out
their mats and slept in the open air that they might
watch him and see whether he would stand all night.
There he stood until the following moming; and with
the return of light he offered up a prayer to the sun, and
went his way.

I will also tell, if you please—and indeed I am bound
to tell—of his courage in battle; for who but he saved
my life? Now this was the engagement in which I re-
ceived the prize of valour: for I was wounded and he
would not leave me, but he rescued me and my arms;
and he ought to have received the prize of valour which
the generals wanted to confer on me partly on account
of my rank, and I told them so (this, again, Socrates
will not impeach or deny), but he was more eager than
the generals that I and not he should have the prize.
There was another occasion on which his behaviour was
very remarkable—in the flight of the army after the
battle of Delium, where he served among the heavy-
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armed,—1I had a better opportunity of seeing him than
at Potidaea, for I was myself on horseback, and there-
fore comparatively out of danger. He and Laches were
retreating, for the troops were in flight, and I met them
and told them not to be discouraged, and promised to
remain with them; and there you might see him, Aris-
tophanes, as you describe, just as he is in the streets
of Athens, stalking like a pelican, and rolling his eyes,
calmly contemplating enemies as well as friends, and
making very intelligible to anybody, even from a dis-
tance, that whoever attacked him would be likely to
meet with a stout resistance; and in this way he and his
companion escaped—for this is the sort of man who is
never touched in war; those only are pursued who are
running away headlong. I particularly observed how
superior he was to Laches in presence of mind.

Many are the marvels which I might narrate in praise
of Socrates; most of his ways might perhaps be paral-
leled in another man, but his absolute unlikeness to any
human being that is or ever has been is perfectly as-
tonishing. You may imagine Brasidas and others to have
been like Achilles; or you may imagine Nestor and
Antenor to have been like Pericles; and the same may
be said of other famous men, but of this strange being
you will never be able to find any likeness, however
remote, either among men who now are or who ever
have been—other than that which I have already sug-
gested of Silenus and the satyrs; and they represent in
a figure not only himself, but his words. For, although
I forgot to mention this to you before, his words are
like the images of Silenus which open; they are ridicu-
lous when you first hear them; he clothes himself in
language that is like the skin of the wanton satyr—for
his talk is of pack-asses and smiths and cobblers and
curriers, and he is always repeating the same things in
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the same words, so that any ignorant or inexperienced
person might feel disposed to laugh at him; but he who
opens the bust and sees what is within will find that
they are the only words which have a meaning in them,
and also the most divine, abounding in fair images of
virtue, and of the widest comprehension, or rather ex-
tending to the whole duty of a good and honourable
man.

This, friends, is my praise of Socrates. I have added
my blame of him for his ill-treatment of me; and he
has ill-treated not only me, but Charmides the son of
Glaucon, and Euthydemus the son of Diocles, and many
others in the same way—beginning as their lover he has
ended by making them pay their addresses to him.
Wherefore I say to you, Agathon, ‘Be not deceived by
him; learn from me and take warning, and do not be a
fool and learn by experience, as the proverb says.’

When Alcibiades had finished, there was a laugh at
his outspokenness; for he seemed to be still in love with
Socrates. You are sober, Alcibiades, said Socrates, or you
would never have gone so far about to hide the purpose
of your satyr’s praises, for all this long story is only an
ingenious circumlocution, of which the point comes in
by the way at the end; you want to get up a quarrel
between me and Agathon, and your notion is that I
ought to love you and nobody else, and that you and
you only ought to love Agathon. But the plot of this
Satyric or Silenic drama has been detected, and you
must not allow him, Agathon, to set us at variance.

I believe you are right, said Agathon, and I am dis-
posed to think that his intention in placing himself be-
tween you and me was only to divide us; but he shall
gain nothing by that move; for I will go and lie on the
couch next to you.

Yes, yes, replied Socrates, by all means come here
and lie on the couch below me.
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Alas, said Alcibiades, how I am fooled by this man;
he is determined to get the better of me at every tumn.
I do beseech you, allow Agathon to lie between us.

Certainly not, said Socrates, as you praised me, and
I in turn ought to praise my neighbour on the right, he
will be out of order in praising me again when he ought
rather to be praised by me, and I must entreat you to
consent to this, and not be jealous, for I have a great
desire to praise the youth.

Hurrah! cried Agathon, I will rise instantly, that I
may be praised by Socrates.

The usual way, said Alcibiades; where Socrates is,
no one else has any chance with the fair; and now how
readily has he invented a specious reason for attracting
Agathon to himself.

Agathon arose in order that he might take his place
on the couch by Socrates, when suddenly a band of
revellers entered, and spoiled the order of the banquet.
Some one who was going out having left the door open,
they had found their way in, and made themselves at
home; great confusion ensued, and every one was com-
pelled to drink large quantities of wine. Aristodemus
said that Eryximachus, Phaedrus, and others went away
—he himself fell asleep, and as the nights were long
took a good rest: he was awakened towards daybreak
by a crowing of cocks, and when he awoke, the others
were either asleep, or had gone away; there remained
only Socrates, Aristophanes, and Agathon, who were
drinking out of a large goblet which they passed round,
and Socrates was discoursing to them. Aristodemus was
only half awake, and he did not hear the beginning of
the discourse; the chief thing he remembered was Soc-
rates compelling the other two to acknowledge that the
same man might be expert in the writing of both
comedy and tragedy: if it was by craftsmanship that a
man composed a tragedy, he could compose a comedy
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in the same way. To this they were being compelled to
assent, for they were drowsy and unable to follow the
argument very well. First Aristophanes dropped off,
then, when the day was already dawning, Agathon. Soc-
rates, having laid them to sleep, rose to depart; Aristod-
emus, as his manner was, following him. At the
Lyceum he took a bath, and passed the day as usual.
In the evening he retired to rest at his own home,












